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Charles Baudelaire: A Study 

I . 

Charles Baudelaire was one of those who take the 
downward path which leads to s a l v a t i o n . There are men 
"born to "be the martyrs of the world and of t h e i r own 
time; men whose imagination c a r r i e s them beyond a l l t h a t 
we know or have learned to t h i n k of as law and order; 
who are so i n t o x i c a t e d w i t h a v i s i o n of a "beauty "beyond 
the world t h a t the world's "beauty seems to them "but a 
l i t t l e p a i n t above the face of the dead; who love God 
w i t h a so consuming f i r e t h a t they must pr a i s e e v i l f o r 
God's g l o r y , and "blaspheme His name t h a t a l l sects and 
creeds may "be melted away; who see "beneath a l l there i s 
of mortal l o v e l i n e s s , the i n v i s i b l e worm, feeding upon 
hopes and desires no less than upon the f a i r and p e r i s h ­
able f l e s h ; who are good and e v i l at the same time; and 
"because the good and e v i l i n t h e i r souls f i n d s a so 

A 

Published i n The Poems of Charles Baudelaire (London, 
/T9067) , pp. x i - l i n . Reprinted i n Baudelaire: 
His Prose and Poetry, ed. T.R. Smith (New York, 
1919), PP. 1 1 - 3 ° . 



- 530 -

p e r f e c t instrument i n the r e f i n e d and t o r t u r e d body of 
modern times, desire keener pleasure and more i n t o l e r a b l e 
anguish than the world contains, and "become m a t e r i a l i s t s 
"because the t o r t u r e d heart c r i e s out i n d e n i a l of the 
soul t h a t t o r t u r e s i t . Charles Baudelaire was one of 
these men; h i s a r t i s the expression of h i s decadence; 
a study of h i s a r t i s the understanding of t h a t complex 
movement, t h a t "inquietude of the V e i l i n the temple," 
as I'vj.allarme' c a l l e d i t , t h a t has changed the l i t e r a t u r e 
of the world; and, e s p e c i a l l y , made of poetry the s u b t l e 
and d e l i c a t e instrument of emotional expression i t has 
"become i n our own.day. 

We used to hear a deal about Decadence m the a r t s , 
and now we hear as much ahout Symbolism, which i s a 
fl o w e r sprung from the o l d c o r r u p t i o n — b u t Baudelaire i s 
decadence; h i s a r t i s not a mere l i t e r a r y a f f e c t a t i o n , a 
mask of sorrow to be thrown aside when the c u r t a i n f a l l s , 
but the voice of an imagination plunged i n t o the contemp­
l a t i o n of a l l the perverse and f a l l e n l o v e l i n e s s of the 
world; t h a t f i n d s beauty most b e a u t i f u l at the moment of 
i t s passing away, and r e g r e t s i t s p e r i s h i n g w i t h a so 
poignant g r i e f t h a t i t must needs f o l l o w i t even i n t o the 
narrow grave where those "dark comrades the worms, w i t h o u t 
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ears, without eyes," whisper t h e i r secrets of t e r r o r and 
t e l l of y e t another p a n g — 

"Pour ce vieux corps sans ame et mort parmi l e s mmrts." 
A l l h i s l i f e Baudelaire was a v i c t i m to an unutterable 

weariness, t h a t t e r r i b l e malady of the soul born out o f 
o l d times to prey upon c i v i l i s a t i o n s t h a t have reached 
t h e i r z e n i t h — w e a r i n e s s , not of l i f e , but of l i v i n g , of 
continuing to labour and s u f f e r i n a world t h a t has 
exhausted a l l i t s emotions and has no new t h i n g to o f f e r . 
Being an a r t i s t , t h e r e f o r e , he took h i s revenge upon 
l i f e by a g l o r i f i c a t i o n of a l l the sorrowful t h i n g s t h a t 
i t i s l i f e ' s c o n t i n u a l desire to f o r g e t . His poems 
speak sweetly of decay and death, and whisper t h e i r 
graveyard secrets i n t o the ears of beauty. His men are 
men whom the moon has touched w i t h her own phantasy: 
who love the immense ungovernable sea, the unformed and 
and m u l t i t u d i n o u s waters; the place where they are n o t ; 
the women they w i l l never know; and a l l h i s women are 
enigmatic courtesans whose beauty i s t r a n s f i g u r a t i o n of 
s i n ; who hide the ugliness of the soul beneath the 
p e r f e c t i o n of the body. He loves them and does not love; 
they are c r u e l and i n d o l e n t and f u l l of strange per­
versions; they are perfumed w i t h e x o t i c perfumes; they 
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sleep to the sound of v i o l s , or fan themselves l a n g u i d l y 
i n the shadow, and only he sees t h a t i t i s the shadow of 
death. 

An a r t l i k e t h i s , rooted m a so t o r t u r e d perception 
of the beauty and ugliness of a world where the s p i r i t 
i s mingled i n d i s t i n g u i s h a b l y w i t h the f l e s h , almost 
i n e v i t a b l y concerns i t s e l f w i t h m a t e r i a l t h i n g s , w i t h 
a l l the subtle raptures the soul f e e l s , not by abstract 
contemplation, f o r t h a t would mean content, but through 
the gateway of the senses; the l u s t o f the f l e s h , the 
d e l i g h t of the eye. Sound, colour, odour, form: to him 
these are not the symbols t h a t lead the soul towards the 
i n f i n i t e : they are the soul; they are the i n f i n i t e . He 
w r i t e s , always w i t h a weary and l a b o r i o u s grace, about 
the abstruser and more enigmatic t h i n g s of the f l e s h , 
colours and odours p a r t i c u l a r l y ; but u n l i k e those l a t e r 
w r i t e r s who have been c a l l e d r e a l i s t s , he apprehends, 
to borrow a phrase from Pater, " a l l those f i n e r con­
d i t i o n s wherein m a t e r i a l t h i n g s r i s e to t h a t s u b t l e t y 
of operation which c o n s t i t u t e s them s p i r i t u a l , where 
only the f i n e r nerve and the keener touch can f o l l o w . " 

I n one of h i s sonnets he says: 
"Je hais l a passion et 1 ' e s p r i t me f a i t m a l l " 
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and, indeed, he i s a poet i n whom the s p i r i t , as modern 
thought understands the word, had l i t t l e or no p a r t . 
We f e e l , reading h i s t e r r i b l e poems, t h a t the body i s 
indeed acutely conscious of the soul, d i s t r e s s f u l l y and 
even a n g r i l y conscious, but i t s motions are not y e t 
subdued by the soul's prophetic voice. I t was to f o r g e t 
t h i s voice, w i t h i t s e t e r n a l Esto Memor, t h a t Baudelaire 
wrote imperishably of perishable t h i n g s and t h e i r f a d i n g 
g l o r y . 

I I . 

Charles Baudelaire was born at P a r i s , A p r i l 21st, 1821, 
i n an o l d t u r r e t e d house i n the Rue H a u t e f e u i l l e . His 
f a t h e r , a d i s t i n g u i s h e d gentleman of the eighteenth-
century school, seems to have passed h i s old-world 
manners on to h i s son, f o r we l e a r n from Baudelaire's 
f r i e n d and biographer, Theophile Gautier, t h a t the poet, 
"always preserved the forms of an extreme u r b a n i t y . " 

At school, during h i s childhood, he gained many 
d i s t i n c t i o n s , and passed f o r a k i n d of i n f a n t prodigy; 
but l a t e r on, when he sat f o r h i s examination as b a c h e l i e r 
es l e t t r e s , h i s extreme nervousness made him appear almost 
an i d i o t . F a i l i n g miserably, he made no second attempt. 
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Then h i s f a t h e r d i e d , and h i s mother married General 
Aupick, afterwards ambassador t o Constantinople, an 
e x c e l l e n t man i n every respect, but q u i t e incapable o f 
sympathising w i t h or even of understanding the love f o r 
l i t e r a t u r e t h a t now began to manifest i t s e l f i n the mind 
of h i s stepson. A l l p o s s i b l e means were t r i e d to t u r n 
him from from l i t e r a t u r e to some more l u c r a t i v e and more 
respectable p r o f e s s i o n . Family q u a r r e l s arose over t h i s 
a l l - i m p o r t a n t question, and young Baudelaire, who seems 
to have given some r e a l cause f o r offence to the step­
f a t h e r whose a s p i r a t i o n s and p r o f e s s i o n he despised, was 
at l e n g t h sent away upon a long voyage, i n the hopes 
t h a t the s i g h t of strange lands and new faces would 
perhaps cause him to f o r g e t the ambitions h i s r e l a t i v e s 
could fi^fe but consider as f o o l i s h and i d e a l i s t i c . He 
s a i l e d the Indian Seas; v i s i t e d the i s l a n d s o f M a u r i t i u s , 
Bourbon, Madagascar, and Ceylon; saw the y e l l o w waters 
of the sacred Ganges; stored up the memory of t r o p i c a l 
sounds and colours and odours f o r use l a t e r on; and 
returned to P a r i s s h o r t l y a f t e r h i s t w e n t y - f i r s t b i r t h d a y , 
more than ever determined to be a man of l e t t e r s . 

His parents were i n despair; no doubt q u i t e r i g h t l y so 
from t h e i r p o i n t of view. Thebphile Gautier, perhaps 
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remembering the many disappointments and martyrdoms of 
h i s own sad l i f e , defends the a t t i t u d e of General Aupick 
i n a passage where he p o i g n a n t l y describes the hopelessness 
of the p r o f e s s i o n of l e t t e r s . The f u t u r e author of 
The Flowers of E v i l , however, was now h i s own master and 
i n a p o s i t i o n , so f a r as monetary matters were concerned, 
to f o l l o w out h i s own whim. He took apartments i n the 
Hotel Pimodan, a k i n d of l i t e r a r y lodging-house where a l l 
Bohemia met; and where G-autier and Boissard were also at 
t h a t p e r i o d i n s t a l l e d . Then began t h a t l i f e of u n i n t e r ­
rupted labour and med i t a t i o n t h a t has given to Prance 
her most c h a r a c t e r i s t i c l i t e r a t u r e , f o r these poems o f 
Baudelaire's are not only o r i g i n a l i n themselves but have 
been the cause of o r i g i n a l i t y m others; they are the 
roo t of modern French l i t e r a t u r e and much of the best 
English l i t e r a t u r e ; they were the o r i g i n of t h a t new 
method i n poetry t h a t gave luallarme and Verlame to 
Prance; Yeats and some others to England. I t was i n the 
Hotel Pimodan t h a t Beaudelaire and Gautier f i r s t met 
and formed one of those unfading f r i e n d s h i p s not so rare 
among men of l e t t e r s as among men of the world; there 
also the "Hashish-Eaters" held the seances t h a t have 
since become famous m the h i s t o r y of l i t e r a t u r e . 
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Hashish and opium, indeed, c o n t r i b u t e not a l i t t l e t o 
the odour of the strange Flowers of E v i l ; as also, 
perhaps, they c o n t r i b u t e d t o Baudelaire's death from the 
t e r r i b l e malady known as general p a r a l y s i s , f o r he was a 
man who could not r e s i s t a so easy path i n t o the world 
of macabre v i s i o n s . I s h a l l r e t u r n to t h i s question 
again; there i s i n t e r n a l evidence m h i s w r i t i n g s t h a t 
shows he made good l i t e r a r y use of those opiate-born 
dreams which i n the end dragged him i n t o t h e i r own abyss. 

I t was i n 181+9, when Baudelaire was twenty-eight years 
of age, t h a t he made the acquaintance of the already 
famous Theophile Gautier, from whose admirable essay I 
s h a l l p r e s e n t l y t r a n s l a t e a passage g i v i n g us an e x c e l l e n t 
pen-sketch of the famous poet and c y n i c — f o r Baudelaire 
was a cynic: he had not i n the l e a s t degree the r a p t 
expression and vague p e r s o n a l i t y u s u a l l y supposed to be 
c h a r a c t e r i s t i c of the p o e t i c mood. "He r e c a l l s , " wrote 
M. Dulamon, who knew him w e l l , "one of those b e a u t i f u l 
Abbes of the eighteenth century, so c o r r e c t i n t h e i r 
d o c t r i n e , so indulgent i n t h e i r commerce w i t h l i f e — t h e 
Abbe" de Bernis, f o r example. At the same time, he w r i t e s 
b e t t e r verse, and would not have demanded at Rome the 
d e s t r u c t i o n of the Order of J e s u i t s . " 
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That was Baudelaire e x a c t l y , suave and p o l i s h e d , 
f i l l e d w i t h s c e p t i c a l f a i t h , c y n i c a l w i t h the t e r r i b l e 
cynicism of the scholar who i s acutely conscious of a l l 
the morbid and gloomy secrets hidden beneath the f a i r 
e x t e r i o r s of the world. Gautier, m the passage I have 
already mentioned, emphasises both h i s reserve and h i s 
cynicism: "Contrary to the somewhat loose manners of 
a r t i s t s g e n e r a l l y , Baudelaire p r i d e d h i m s e l f upon 
observing the most r i g i d convenances; h i s courtesy, 
indeed, was excessive to the p o i n t of seeming a f f e c t e d . 
He measured h i s sentences, using only the most c a r e f u l l y 
chosen terms, and pronounced c e r t a i n words m a p a r t i c u l a r 
manner, as though he wished to underline them and give 
them a mysterious importance. He had i t a l i c s and c a p i t a l 
l e t t e r s m h i s voice. Exaggeration, much i n honour at 
Pimodan's, he disdained as being t h e a t r i c a l and gross; 
though he himself a f f e c t e d paradox and excess. With a 
very simple, very n a t u r a l , and p e r f e c t l y detached a i r , 
as though r e t a i l i n g , a l a Prudhomme, a newspaper 
paragraph about the mildness or r i g o u r of the weather, 
he would advance some s a t a n i c a l l y monstrous axiom, or 
uphold w i t h the coolness of i c e some theory of a 
mathematical extravagance; f o r he always f o l l o w e d a 
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r i g o r o u s plan i n the development of h i s f o l l i e s . His 
s p i r i t was n e i t h e r i n words nor t r a i t s ; he saw t h i n g s 
from a p a r t i c u l a r p o i n t of view, so t h a t t h e i r o u t l i n e s 
were changed, as ob j e c t s when one gets a bird's-eye view 
of them; he perceived analogies inappreciable to o t h e r s , 
and you were struck by t h e i r f a n t a s t i c l o g i c . His rar e 
gestures were slow and sober; he never threw h i s arms 
about, f o r he held southern g e s t i c u l a t i o n i n h o r r o r ; 
B r i t i s h coolness seemed to him to be good t a s t e . One 
might describe him as a dandy who had strayed i n t o 
Bohemia; though s t i l l p r eserving h i s rank, and t h a t 
c u l t of s e l f which characterises a man imbued w i t h the 
p r i n c i p l e s of Brummel." 

At t h i s time Baudelaire was p r a c t i c a l l y unknown outside 
h i s own c i r c l e of f r i e n d s , w r i t e r s themselves; and i t was 
not u n t i l e i g h t years l a t e r , i n 1857, when he published 
h i s glowers of E v i l , t h a t he became famous. Infamous 
would perhaps be a b e t t e r word to describe the k i n d of 
fame he at f i r s t obtained, f o r every P h i l i s t i n e i n 
Prance j o i n e d i n the cry against a poet who dared t o 
remind h i s readers t h a t the grave awaits even the r i c h ; 
who dared to choose the m a t e r i a l s of h i s a r t from among 
the o b j e c t s of death and decay; who exposed the mouldering 
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secrecies o f the grave, and p a i n t e d , i n the phosphores­
cent colours of c o r r u p t i o n , frescoes of death end h o r r o r ; 
who desecrated love i n the sonnet e n t i t l e d "Causerie"s 

f"Zou are a js&y of a utuutn. , pale and rose I 
But a l l the sea of sadness i n ray blood 
Surges, and ebbing, leaves my l i p morose 
Salt w i t h the memory of the b i t t e r f l o o d . 
I n v a i n your hand g l i d e s my f a i n t bosom o'er; 
That which you seek, beloved, i s desecrate 
By woman's t o o t h and talons ah! no more 
Seek i n me f o r a heart which those dogs ate I 

I t i s a r u i n where the j a c k a l s r e s t , 
And rend and t e a r and g l u t themselves and slay! 
— A perfume swims about your naked breast , 
Beauty, hard scourge of s p i r i t s , have your way I 
With f l a m e - l i k e eyes t h a t at "bright f e a s t s have f l a r e d 
Burn up these t a t t e r s t h a t the beats have spared!" 

We can r e c a l l nothing l i k e i t i n the l i t e r a r y h i s t o r y of 
our own co u n t r y j the sensation caused by the appearance 
of the f i r s t s e r i e s of i r . Swinburne's Poems and Ballads 
was m i l d i n comparison; j u s t as L P . Swinburne's poems 
were but wan d e r i v a t i v e s from B a u d e l a i r e — a t l e a s t as f a r 
as ideas „are concerned; I say n o t h i n g about t h e i r beauty 
of expression or almost absolute mastery of t e c h n i q u e — 
f o r i t i s q u i t e obvious t h a t the English poet was indebted 
to Baudelaire f o r a l l the b i z a r r e and satanic elements i n 
h i s work; as Baudelaire was indebted t o Poe. Lr. Swinburne, 
however, i s w i l d where 3audelaire i s grave; and where 
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Baudelaire compresses some perverse and morbid image 
i n t o a s i n g l e u n f o r g e t t a b l e l i n e , Mr. Swinburne beats 

l o v e l y 
i t i n t o a f r o t h of many musical/words, u n t i l we f o r g e t 
the deep sea i n the shining foam. 

I f we c a l l to mind the r e c e p t i o n at f i r s t given t o the 
black-and-white work of Aubrey Beardsley, i t w i l l give 
some idea of the consternation caused i n France by the 
appearance of the Flowers of E v i l . Beardsley, indeed, 
resembles Baudelaire m many ways, f o r he achieved i n a r t 
what the other achieved i n l i t e r a t u r e : the apotheosis of 
the h o r r i b l e and grotesque, the p e r f e c t i n g of symbols to 
shadow f o r t h i n t e l l e c t u a l s i n , the t e a r i n g away of the 
decent v e i l of f o r g e t f u l n e s s t h a t hides our own c o r r u p t i o n 
from our eyes, and h i s one prose romance, Under the H i l l , 
unhappily incomplete at h i s death at the age of twenty-
f o u r , beats Baudelaire on h i s own ground. The f o u r or 
f i v e chapters which alone remain of t h i s incomplete 
romance stand alone i n l i t e r a t u r e . They are the absolute 
attainment of what Baudelaire more or less successfully 
a t tempted—a testament of s i n . Not the s i n of the f l e s h , 
the gross f a u l t s of the body t h a t are v u l g a r l y known as 
s i n ; b ut s i n which i s a metaphysical c o r r u p t i o n , a 
de p r a v i t y of pure i n t e l l e c t , the s i n of the f a l l e n angels 
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m h e l l who cover t h e i r anguish w i t h the sound of harps 
and sweet odours; who are incapable of "bodily i m p u r i t y , 
and f o r whom s p i r i t u a l p u r i t y i s the only t e r r o r . And 
since m o r t a l i t y , which i s the shadow of the immortal, 
can comprehend s p i r i t u a l and abstract t h i n g s only by the 
analogies and correspondences which e x i s t between them 
and the f a r r e f l e c t i o n s of them t h a t we c a l l r e a l i t y , 
b o t h Baudelaire and Beardsley, as indeed a l l a r t i s t s who 
speak w i t h tongues of s p i r i t u a l t r u t h , choose more or 
le s s a c t u a l human beings to be the shadows of the d i v i n e 
or satanic beings they would invoke, and make them s i n 
d e l i c a t e sins of the r e f i n e d b o d i l y sense t h a t we may 
get a f a r - o f f glimpse of the E v i l t h a t i s not mortal but 
immortal, the S p i r i t u a l E v i l t h a t has set up i t s b l a c k 
throne beside the throne of S p i r i t u a l G-ood, and has 
equal share i n the shaping of the world and man. 

I am not sure t h a t Baudelaire, when he wrote t h i s 
s i n i s t e r p oetry, had any clear idea t h a t i t was h i s 
vocation to be a prophet e i t h e r of good or e v i l . 
C e r t a i n l y he had no thought of founding a school of 
poet r y , and i f he made any conscious e f f o r t to b r i n g a 
new method i n t o l i t e r a t u r e , i t was merely because he 
desired to be one of the famous w r i t e r s of h i s country. 
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An i n s p i r e d t h i n k e r , however, whether h i s i n s p i r a t i o n "be 
mighty or small, receives h i s thought from a profounder 
source than h i s own p h y s i c a l reason, and w r i t e s to the 
d i c t a t i o n of "beings outside of and greater than h i m s e l f . 
The famous Eliphas L e v i , l i k e a l l the mystics who came 
"before and a f t e r him, from B a s i l i d e s the Gnostic to 
Blake the English v i s i o n a r y , taught t h a t the poet and 
dreamer are the mediums of the Divine Word, and sole 
instruments through which the gods energise m the world 
of m a t e r i a l t h i n g s . The w r i t i n g of a great book i s the 
casting of a pebble i n t o the pool of human thought; i t 
gives r i s e to ever-widening c i r c l e s t h a t w i l l reach we 
know not whither, and "begins a chain of circumstances 
t h a t may end i n the d e s t r u c t i o n of kingdoms and r e l i g i o n s 
and the awakening of new gods. The change wrought, 
d i r e c t l y or i n d i r e c t l y , by The Flowers of E v i l alone i s 
almost too great to "be properly understood. There i s 
perhaps not a man m Europe to-day whose outlook on l i f e 
would not have been d i f f e r e n t had The Flowers of E v i l 
never been w r i t t e n . The f i r s t t h i n g t h a t happens a f t e r 
the p u b l i c a t i o n of such a book i s the t h e f t of i t s ideas 
and the i m i t a t i o n of i t s s t y l e by the less e r w r i t e r s who 
labour f o r the m u l t i t u d e , and so i t s teaching goes from 
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book to "book, from the greater to the l e s s e r , as the 
d i v i n e h i e r a r c h i e s emanate from D i v i n i t y , u n t i l ideas 
t h a t were once pa r a d o x i c a l , or even "blasphemous and 
unholy, have become mere newspaper commonplaces adopted 
by the numberless thousands who do not t h i n k f o r them­
selves, and the world's thought i s changed completely, 
though by i n f i n i t e slow degrees. The immediate r e s u l t 
of Baudelaire's work was the Decadent School i n French 
l i t e r a t u r e . Then the i n f l u e n c e spread across the 
Channel, and the English Aesthetes arose t o preach the 
gospel of imagination to the unimaginative. Both 
Decadence and Aestheticism, as i n t e l l e c t u a l movements, 
have f a l l e n i n t o the n a d i r of o b l i v i o n , and the dust 
l i e s heavy upon them, but they l e f t a l i t t l e leaven t o 
l i g h t e n the heavy inertness of c o r r e c t and academic 
l i t e r a t u r e ; and now Symbolism, a greater movement than 
e i t h e r , i s i n the ascendant, g i v i n g another t u r n to the 
wheel, and to a l l who t h i n k deeply about such matters 
i t seems as though Symbolist l i t e r a t u r e i s to be the 
l i t e r a t u r e of the f u t u r e . The Decadents and Aesthetics 
were weak because they had no banner to f i g h t beneath, 
no a u t h o r i t y to appeal to i n defence of t h e i r views, no 
d e f i n i t e gospel to preach. They were by t u r n s morbid, 
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h y s t e r i c a l , f o o l i s h l y blasphemous, or weakly d i s g u s t i n g , 
hut never anything f o r long, t h e i r one desire being to 
produce a t h r i l l at any cost. I f the h o s p i t a l f a i l e d 
they went to the "brothel, and when even oh seem t y f a i l e d 
to s t i m u l a t e the jaded palates of t h e i r generation there 
was s t i l l the grave-yard l e f t . A more or less success­
f u l i m i t a t i o n of Baudelaire's awful verses e n t i t l e d 
"The Corpse" has "been the beginning of more than one 
French poet's corrupt f l i g h t across the sky of l i t e r a t u r e . 
That Baudelaire h i m s e l f was one of t h e i r company i s not 
an accusation, f o r he had genius, which h i s i m i t a t o r s , 
English or French, have not; and h i s hook, even apart 
from the f a c t t h a t i t made s t r a i g h t the way f o r b e t t e r 
t h i n g s , must be admitted to be a great and s u b t l y -
wrought work of a r t by whosoever reads i t w i t h under­
standing. And, moreover, h i s morbidness i s not at a l l 
an a f f e c t a t i o n ; h i s poems i n e v i t a b l y prove the w r i t e r to 
have been q u i t e sincere m h i s perversion and m h i s 
decadence. 

The Symbolist w r i t e r s of to-day, though they are sprung 
from him, are greater than he because they are the 
prophets of a f a i t h who b e l i e v e i n what they preach. 
They f i n d t h e i r defence i n the w r i t i n g s of the mystics, 
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and t h e i r d o c t r i n e s are at the r o o t of every r e l i g i o n . 
They were h e l d "by the Gnostics and are i n the hooks 
of the Kahhalists and the Magi. Blake preached them 
and Eliphas Levi taught them to h i s d i s c i p l e s i n 
France, who i n t u r n have misunderstood and perverted 
them, and formed strange r e l i g i o n s and sects of D e v i l -
worshippers. These do c t r i n e s hold t h a t the v i s i b l e 
world i s the world of i l l u s i o n , not of r e a l i t y . Colour 
and sound and perfume and a l l m a t e r i a l and sensible 
things are "but the symbols and f a r - o f f r e f l e c t i o n s of 
the t h i n g s t h a t are alone r e a l . R e a l i t y i s hidden away 
from us "by the f i v e senses and the gates of death; and 
Reason, the "blind and laborious servant of the p h y s i c a l 
"brain, deludes us i n t o "believing t h a t we can know 
anything of t r u t h through the medium of the senses. I t 
i s through the imagination alone t h a t man can o h t a i n 
s p i r i t u a l r e v e l a t i o n , f o r imagination i s the one window 
i n the prison-house of the f l e s h through which the 
soul can see the proud images of e t e r n i t y . And Blake, 
who i s the a u t h o r i t y of a l l English Symbolist w r i t e r s , 
long since formulated t h e i r creed i n words t h a t have 
"been quoted again and again, and must s t i l l he quoted 
hy a l l who w r i t e i n defence of modern a r t : — 
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"The world of imagination i s the world of E t e r n i t y . I t 
i s the d i v i n e bosom I n t o which we s h a l l a l l go a f t e r the 
death of the vegetated body. This world of imagination 
i s i n f i n i t e and e t e r n a l , whereas the ̂ j o r l d of generation, 
or v e g e t a t i o n , i s f i n i t e and temporal. There e x i s t s i n 
t h a t e t e r n a l w o r l d the permanent r e a l i t i e s o f everything 
which we see r e f l e c t e d i n t h i s vegetable glass of nature." 

I n s p i t e of the cry against ^'lowers of E v i l , Baudelaire 
d i d not lack defenders among the l i t e r a r y men themselves; 
and many e n t h u s i a s t i c a r t i c l e s were w r i t t e n I n p r a i s e of 
h i s book. T h i e r r y not u n j u s t l y compared him to Dante, t o 
which Barbey d ' A u r e v i l l y r e p l i e d , "Baudelaire comes from 
h e l l , Dante only went t h e r e ; " adding at the f i n i s h of h i s 
a r t i c l e : " A f t e r the Flowers of E v i l there are onjy two 
possible ways f o r the poet who made them blossom: 
e i t h e r t o blow out h i s bra i n s or become a C h r i s t i a n . " 
Baudelaire d i d n e i t h e r . And V i c t o r Hugo, a f t e r reading 
the two poems, "The Seven Old Men" and "The L i t t l e Old 
Women," wrote t o Baudelaire. "You have dowered the 
heaven o f a r t w i t h one knows not what deathly gleam," 
he said i n h i s l e t t e r ; "you have created a new shudder." 
The phrase became famous, and f o r many years a f t e r t h i s 
the c r e a t i o n of a new shudder was the ambition of every 
young French w r i t e r worth h i s s a l t . 
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f i r s t 
When the/great wave of p u b l i c astonishment had "broken 

and ehhed, Baudelaire's work "began to he appreciated "by 
others than merely l i t e r a r y men, "by a l l i n f a c t who cared 
f o r c a r e f u l a r t and subtle t h i n k i n g , and "before long he 
was admitted to he the greatest a f t e r Hugo who had 
w r i t t e n French verse. He was famous and he was unhappy. 
Neither g l o r y , nor lo v e , nor f r i e n d s h i p — a n d he knew 
them a l l — c o u l d m i n i s t e r to the disease of t h a t f i e r c e 
mind, seeking i t knew not what and never f i n d i n g i t ; 
seeking i t , unhappily, i n the strangest excesses. He 
took opium to quieten h i s nerves when they trembled, f o r 
something to do when they d i d n o t , and made immoderate 
use of hashish to produce v i s i o n s and heighten h i s 
phantasy. His l i f e was a haunted weariness. Thomas 
de Qumcey' s Confessions of an English Opium-Eater seem 
to have f a s c i n a t e d him to a great e x t e n t , f o r "besides 
i m i t a t i n g the vices of the author, he wrote, i n i m i t a t i o n 
of h i s hook, The A r t i f i c i a l Paradises, a monograph on 
the e f f e c t s of opium and hashish, p a r t l y o r i g i n a l , 
p a r t l y a mere t r a n s l a t i o n from the Confessions. 

He remembered h i s v i s i o n s and sensations as an eater 
of drugs and made l i t e r a r y use of them. At the end of 
t h i s hook, among the "Poems i n Prose|X\ w i l l he found 
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one e n t i t l e d "The Double Chamber\j^\ almost certainly-
w r i t t e n under the i n f l u e n c e of opium, and the l a s t verse 
of "The T e m p t a t i o n " — 

"0 mystic metamorphosisI 
My senses i n t o one sense f l o w — 

Her voice makes perfume when she speaks, 
Her "breath i s music f a i n t and low!" 

as w e l l as the l a s t s i x l i n e s of t h a t profound sonnet 
"Correspondences"— 

"Some perfumes are as f r a g r a n t as a c h i l d , 
Sweet as the sound of hautboys, meadow-green; 
Others, corrupted, r i c h , e x u l t a n t , w i l d , 
Have a l l the expansion of t h i n g s i n f i n i t e : 
As amber, incense, musk, and "benzoin, 
Which sing the sense's and the soul's d e l i g h t , 

are c e r t a i n l y memories of a sensation he experienced under 
the i n f l u e n c e of hashish, as recorded i n The A r t i f i c i a l 
Paradises, where he has t h i s curious passage:—"The senses 
become e x t r a o r d i n a r i l y acute and f i n e . The eyes p i e r c e 
I n f i n i t y . The ear seizes the most unseizable i n the 
midst of the s h r i l l e s t noises. H a l l u c i n a t i o n s commence. 
External o b j e c t s take on monstrous appearances and show 
themselves under forms h i t h e r t o unknown....^The most 
si n g u l a r equivocations, the most i n e x p l i c a b l e t r a n s ­
p o s i t i o n of ideas, take place. Sounds are perceived to 
have a colour, and colour becomes musical." 
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Baudelaire need not have gone to hashish to discover 
t h i s . The mystics of a l l times have taught t h a t sounds 
i n gross matter produce colour i n s u b t l e matter; and a l l 
who are subject to any v i s i o n a r y c o n d i t i o n know t h a t 
when i n # trance colours w i l l produce words of a 
language whose meaning i s f o r g o t t e n as soon as one awakes 
to normal l i f e ; but I do not t h i n k Baudelaire was a 
v i s i o n a r y . His work shows too precise a method, and a 
too ordered a p p r e c i a t i o n of the a r t i f i c i a l i n beauty. 
There again he i s comparable to Aubrey Beardsley, f o r 
I have read somewhere t h a t when Beardsley was asked i f 
ever he saw v i s i o n s , he r e p l i e d , " I do not permit myself 
to see them, except upon paper." The whole question of 
the colour of sound i s one of supreme i n t e r e s t to the 
poet, but i t i s too d i f f i c u l t and abstract a question 
to be w r i t t e n of here. A famous sonnet by Rimbaud on 
the colour of the vowels has founded a school of symbol­
i s t s i n France. I w i l l content myself w i t h quoting 
t h a t — m the o r i g i n a l , since i t loses too much by 
t r a n s l a t i o n : 
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"A n o i r , E blanc, I rouge, U v e r t , 0 bleu: v o y e l l e s , 
Je d l r a l quelq\ie j o u r vos naissances l a t e n t e s : 
A, n o l r corset v e l u des mouches eelatantes 
Qui bomblnent autour des puanteurs c r u e l l e s , 

Qolfes d'ombre; E, candeurs des vapeurs et des t e n t e s , 
Lances des g l a c i e r s f i e r s , r o i s blancs, f r i s s o n s d'ombelle 
I , pourpres^ sang orache", r i r e des leVres b e l l e s 
Dans l a colere ou le s ivresses p£nitentes; 
U, cycles, vibrements d i v i n s des mers v i r i d e s , 
Paix des u & t i s seme's d'animaux, p a i x des r i d e s 
Que l ' a l c h i m i e imprime aux grands f r o n t s studieux; 
0, supreme Gi a i r o n p l ^ $ n des s t r i d e u r s Stranges, 
Silences traverse's des Mondes et des Anges: 
— 0 1'Omega, rayon v i o l e t de Ses Yeux.'"^ 
I t i s t o be hoped t h s t opium and hashish rendered 

Baudelaire somewhat less unhappy during h i s l i f e , f o r 
they c e r t a i n l y c o n t r i b u t e d t o hasten hi s death. Always 
of an extremely n e u r o t i c temperament, he began to break 
down beneath h i s excesses, and s h o r t l y a f t e r the 
p u b l i c a t i o n of The A r t i f i c i a l Paradises, wbJ ch shows a 
considerable d e t e r i o r a t i o n i n h i s s t y l e , he removed from 

Paris to Brussels i n the htope of b u i l d i n g up h i s h e a l t h 
by the change. At Brussels he grew worse. His speech 
began t o f a i l ; he was unable to pronounce c e r t a i n words 
and stumbled over others. H a l l u c i n a t i o n s commenced, no 

longer the h a l l u c i n a t i o n s of hashish; and h i s disease, 
r a p i d l y e s t a b l i s h j t n g ^ - l l s e i f , was recognised as "general 

1 I have s u b s t i t u t e d the Pleiade t e x t of 19I4.6 f o r 
the confused and inaccurate v e r s i o n o r i g i n a l l y 
p r i n t e d . (Ed. ) 
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p a r a l y s i s of the insane." G-autier t e l l s how the news 
of h i s death came to P a r i s while he y e t l i v e d . I t was 
f a l s e news, hut prematurely t r u e . Baudelaire l i n g e r e d 
on f o r another three months; motionless and i n e r t , h i s 
eyes the only p a r t of him a l i v e ; unahle to speak or 
even to w r i t e , and so died. 
He l e f t , "besides The Flowers of E v i l and L i t t l e 

Poems i n Prose ( h i s masterpieces), several volumes of 
c r i t i c a l essays, published under the t i t l e s of Aesthetic 
C u r i o s i t i e s and Romantic A r t ; The A r t i f i c i a l Paradises, 
and h i s t r a n s l a t i o n s of the work of Edgar A l l a n Poe— 
admirable pieces of work "by which Poe a c t u a l l y gains. 

I I I . 
Baudelaire's love of the a r t i f i c i a l has "been i n s i s t e d 

upon hy a l l who have studied h i s work, hut to my mind 
never s u f f i c i e n t l y i n s i s t e d upon, f o r i t was the 
foundation of h i s method. He wrote many arguments m 
favour of the a r t i f i c i a l , and elaborated them i n t o a 
k i n d of paradoxical philosophy of a r t . His hatred of 
nature and p u r e l y n a t u r a l t h i n g s was hut a perverted 
form of the r e l i g i o u s ecstasy t h a t made the o l d monk 
put h i s cowl about h i s eyes when he l e f t h i s c e l l i n 
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the month of May, l e s t he should see the blossoming 
t r e e s , and h i s mind be turned towards the b e a u t i f u l 
delusions of the w o r l d . The Egyptians and the e a r l i e s t 
of the C h r i s t i a n s looked upon nature not as the work 
of the good and benevolent s p i r i t who i s the f a t h e r of 
our souls, but as the work of the r e b e l l i o u s "gods of 
generation," who f a s h i o n b e a u t i f u l t h i n g s to capture 
the heart of man and bind h i s soul t o e a r t h . Blake, 
whom I have already quoted, hated nature i n the same 
fas h i o n , and held death t o be the only way of escape 
from "the delusions of goddess Nature and her laws." 
Baudelaire's r e v o l t against e x t e r n a l t h i n g s was more 
a r e v o l t of the i n t e l l e c t than of the imagination; and 
he expresses i t , not by d e s i r i n g t h a t the things of 
nature should be swept away t o make room f o r the things 
of the s p i r i t , but t h a t they should be so changed by 
a r t t h a t they cease t o be n a t u r a l . As he was of a l l 
the poets the most i n t e n s e l y modern, h o l d i n g t h a t 
"modernity i s one-half of a r t , " the other h a l f being 
somthing " e t e r n a l and immutable," he p r e f e r r e d , u n l i k e 
Blake and h i s modern f o l l o w e r s , t o express himself i n 
q u i t e modern terms, and so wrote h i s famous and much 
misunderstood Eloge du Maquillage t o defend h i s views. 
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As was usual w i t h him, he pushed h i s ideas to t h e i r 
extreme l o g i c a l sequence, and the casual reader who 
picks up t h a t e x t r a o r d i n a r y essay i s i n consequence 
qui t e misled as to the w r i t e r ' s i n t e n t i o n . 

I t seems scarcely necessary at t h i s time of day t o 
assert t h a t the Bloge du Maquillage i s something more 
than a mere Praise of Cosmetics, w r i t t e n by a man who 
wished to shock h i s readers. I t i s the p a r t expression 
of a theory o f a r t , and i f i t i s p a r a d o x i c a l and f a r ­
fetched i t i s because Baudelaire wrote at a time when 
French l i t e r a t u r e , i n the words of M. Asselineau, "was 
dying of c o r r e c t n e s s ^ ^ and needed very vigorous 
treatment indeed. I f the Eloge du Maquillage had been 
more r e s t r a i n e d i n manner, i f i t had not been something 
so e n t i r e l y contrary to a l l accepted ideas of the w e l l -
regulated c i t i z e n who never t h i n k s a thought t h a t 
somebody else has not put i n t o h i s head, i t might have 
been passed over without n o t i c e . I t was w r i t t e n to 
i n i t i a t e the profane; to make them t h i n k , at l e a s t ; 
and not to r a i s e a smile among the i n i t i a t e d . And 
moreover i t was i n a manner a defence of h i s own work 
t h a t v i had met w i t h so much hatred and o p p o s i t i o n . 
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He begins by attempting to prove t h s t Nature i s 
i n n a t e l y and fundamentally wrong and wicked. "The 
greater number of e r r o r s r e l a t i v e to the b e a u t i f u l 
date from the eighteenth century's f a l s e conceptions 
of m o r a l i t y . Nature was regarded i n those times as 
the base, source, and type of a l l p o s s i b l e good and 
beauty.... I f , however, we consent t o r e f e r simply t o 
the v i s i b l e facts,...we see t h a t Nature teaches 
nothing, or almost nothing. That i s t o say, she forces 
man t o sleep, to d r i n k , to eat, and t o p r o t e c t h i m s e l f , 
w e l l or i l l , against the h o s t i l i t i e s of the atmosphere. 
I t i s she also who moves him t o k i l l and eat or imorison 
and t o r t u r e h i s k i n d ; f o r , as soom as we leave the r e g i o n 
of n e c e s s i t i e s and needs to enter i n t o t h a t of l u x u r i e s 
and pleasures, vie see t h a t Nature i s no b e t t e r than a 
counsellor to crime.... R e l i g i o n commands us t o n o u r i s h 
our poor and i n f i r m parents; Nature (the voice of our 
own i n t e r e s t ) commands us to do away w i t h them. Pass 
i n review, analyse a l l t h a t i s n a t u r a l , a l l the actions 
and desires of the n a t u r a l man, and you w i l l f i n d 
nothing but what i s h o r r i b l e . A l l b e a u t i f u l and noble 
things are the r e s u l t of c a l c u l a t i o n . Crime, the t a s t e 
f o r which the human animal absorbs before b i r t h , i s 
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o r i g i n a l l y n a t u r a l . V i r t u e , on the co n t r a r y , i s 
a r t i f i c i a l , s upernatural, since there has been a 
necessity i n a l l ages and among a l l nations f o r gods 
and prophets to preach v i r t u e to humanity; since man 
alone would have been unable to discover i t . E v i l i s 
done without e f f o r t , n a t u r a l l y and by f a t a l i t y ; good 
i s always the product of an a r t . " 

So f a r the argument i s s t r a i g h t f o r w a r d and expresses 
what many must have thought, but Baudelaire, remembering 
t h a t exaggeration i s the best way of impressing one's 
ideas upon the unimaginative, immediately c a r r i e s h i s 
argument from the moral order to the order of the 
b e a u t i f u l , and applies i t there. The r e s u l t i s strange 
enough. " I am thus l e d to regard personal adornment as 
one of the signs of the p r i m i t i v e n o b i l i t y of the human 
soul. The races t h a t our confused and perverted 
c i v i l i z a t i o n , w i t h a f a t u i t y and p r i d e e n t i r e l y laugh­
able, t r e a t s as savages, understand as does the c h i l d 
the h i g h s p i r i t u a l i t y of the t o i l e t . The savage and the 
c h i l d , by t h e i r naive love of a l l b r i l l i a n t t h i n g s , of 
g l i t t e r i n g plumage and shining s t u f f s , and the super­
l a t i v e majesty of a r t i f i c i a l forms, bear witness to 
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t h e i r d i s t a s t e f o r r e a l i t y , and so prove, unknown to 
themselves, the i m m a t e r i a l i t y of t h e i r souls." 

Thus, w i t h some appearance of l o g i c , he c a r r i e s h i s 
argument a step f u r t h e r , and t h i s immediately b r i n g s 
him to the b i z a r r e conclusion t h a t the more b e a u t i f u l 
a woman n a t u r a l l y i s , the more she should hide her 
n a t u r a l beauty beneath the a r t i f i c i a l charm of rouge 
and powder. "She performs a duty i n attempting to 
appear magical and supernatural. She i s an i d o l who 
must adorn h e r s e l f to be adored." Powder and rouge 
and k o h l , a l l the l i t t l e a r t i f i c e s t h a t shock respect­
a b i l i t y , have f o r t h e i r end "the c r e a t i o n of an abs t r a c t 
u n i t y i n the g r a m and colour of the s k i n . " This u n i t y 
b r i n g s the human being nearer to the c o n d i t i o n of a 
s t a t u e — t h a t i s to say, "a d i v i n e and superior being." 
Red and black are the symbols of "an excessive and 
supernatural l i f e . " A touch of kohl "lends to the eye, 
a more decided appearance of a window opened upon 
i n f i n i t y ; " and rouge augments the b r i l l i a n c e of the eye 
"and adds to the b e a u t i f u l feminine face the mysterious 
passion of the p r i e s t e s s . " But a r t i f i c e cannot make 
ugliness any the less ugly, nor help age to r i v a l youth. 
"Who dare assign to a r t the s t e r i l e f u n c t i o n o f 
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i m i t a t i n g nature?" Deception, i f i t i s to have any 
charm, must "be obvious and unashamed; i t must be 
displayed " i f not w i t h a f f e c t a t i o n , at l e a s t w i t h a 
ki n d of candour," 

Such t h e o r i e s as these, i f they are s i n c e r e l y h e l d , 
n e c e s s a r i l y lead the t h e o r i s t i n t o the strangest bypaths 
of l i t e r a t u r e . Baudelaire, l i k e many another w r i t e r 
whose business i s w i t h verse, pondered so long upon the 
musical and rhyth m i c a l value of words t h a t at times 
words became meaningless to him. He thought h i s own 
language too simple t o express the complexities of 
po e t i c r e v e r i e , and dreamed of w r i t i n g h i s poems i n L a t i n . 
Not, however, m the L a t i n of c l a s s i c a l times; t h a t was 
too robust, too n a t u r a l , too " b r u t a l and p u r e l y 
epidermic," to use an expression of h i s own; but i n the 
corrupt L a t i n of the Byzantine decadence, which he 
considered as "the supreme sigh of a strong being already 
transformed and prepared f o r the s p i r i t u a l l i f e . " 
One of these L a t i n poems has appeared i n a l l e d i t i o n s 

of The Flowers of E v i l . Though dozens as good are t o be 
found i n the Breviary of the Roman Church, "Franciscae 
Meae Laudes" has been included i n t h i s s e l e c t i o n f o r 
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the b e n e f i t of those curious i n such matters. I t i s 
one of Baudelaire's many successful steps i n the wrong 
d i r e c t i o n . 

IV. 

I n almost every l i n e of The Flowers of E v i l one can 
trace the in f l u e n c e of Edgar Poe, and i n 1he many places 
\̂'here Baudelaire has a t t a i n e d a pure imaginative beauty, 
as i n "The Sadness of the Moon" or "Music" or "The Death 
of Lovers," i t i s a beauty t h a t would have pleased the 
author of '^ales of the Grotesque and A r a b e s q u e . Another 
k i n d of beauty, the beauty of d e a t h — f o r i n Baudelaire's 
c r u c i b l e everything i s melted i n t o l o v e l i n e s s — i s even 
more d i r e c t l y traceable to Poe. I n s p i t e of the sonnet 
"Correspondences," and i n s n i t e of h i s Symbolist 
f o l l o w e r s <~.f the present day, Baudelaire himself made 
but an imperfect use of such symbols as he had; and 
these he found ready to h i s hand i n the works of the 
American poet. The Tomb, the symbol of death or of an 
i n t e l l e c t u a l darkness i n h a b i t e d by t i e Worm, who i s 
remorse; the Abvss, which i s the despair i n t o which the 
mort a l p a r t of man's mind plunpes when brought i n t o 
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contact w i t h dead and p e r i s h i n g substances; a l l these 
are "borrowed from Poe. The Worm, who "devours w i t h a 
k i s s , " o c c a s i o n a l l y "becomes Time devouring l i f e , or the 
Demon, "the obscure Enemy who gnaws the hea r t , " and when 
i t i s none of these i t i s the Serpent, as i n t h a t sombre 
poem "To a Madonna"—the Serpent "beneath the f e e t of 
conquering p u r i t y . Baudelaire's imagination, however, 
which c o n t i n u a l l y ran upon macahre images, loved remorse 
more than peace, and loved the Serpent more than the 
p u r i t y t h a t would slay i t , so he destroys p u r i t y w i t h 
"Seven Knives" which are "the Seven Deadly Sins," t h a t 
the Serpent may l i v e to prey upon a heart t h a t f i n d s no 
"beauty i n peace. Even Love i s e v i l , f o r h i s "ancient 
arrows" are "crime, h o r r o r , f o l l y , " and the god Eros 
"becomes a demon l y i n g i n w a i t : 

"Let us love g e n t l y . Love from h i s r e t r e a t 
Ambushed and shadowy, "bends h i s f a t a l "bow, 
And I too w e l l h i s ancient arrows know: 
Grime, Horror, F o l l y ^ , . . . " 

*-Gautier pretends t h a t the poet preserved h i s i d e a l 
under the form of "the adorable phantom of La B e a t r i x , 
the i d e a l ever desired, never a t t a i n e d , the d i v i n e and 
superior "beauty incarnated i n an e t h e r e a l woman, 
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s p i r i t u a l , made of l i g h t and flame and perfume, a 
vapour, a dream, a r e f l e c t i o n of the seraphical world;" 
hut when Baudelaire has a v i s i o n of t h i s same Beatrice 
he sees her as one of a crowd of " c r u e l and curious 

at 
demons" who mock/his sorrow, and she, too, mocks him, 
and caresses the demons who are h i s s p i r i t u a l foes. 

Baudelaire was too deeply i n love w i t h the a r t i f i c i a l 
to care overmuch f o r the symbols he could have found 
among n a t u r a l o b j e c t s . Only once i n The Flowers of E v i l 
does he look upon the Moon w i t h the eyes of a mystic; 
and t h a t i s when he remembers t h a t a l l people of 
imagination are under the Moon's i n f l u e n c e , and makes 
h i s poet hide her i r i d e s c e n t t e a r i n h i s h e a r t , " f a r 
from the eyes of the Sun," f o r the Sun i s l o r d of 
m a t e r i a l labours and t h e r e f o r e h o s t i l e to the dreams 
and r e v e r i e s t h a t are the a c t i v i t y of the poet. He 
sought more f o r h i z a r r e analogies and s t r i k i n g metaphors 
than f o r t r u e symbols or correspondences. He i s 

the 
happiest when comparing the v a u l t of/heaven to"the 
l i g h t e d c e i l i n g of a music h a l l , " or "the black l i d o f 
a mighty pot where the human generations " b o i l ; " and when 
he t h i n k s of the unfortunate and unhappy f o l k of the 
world, he does not see any hope f o r them i n any f u t u r e 
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s t a t e ; he sees, simply, "God's awful claw" stretched out 
to t e a r them. He o f f e r s p i t y , "but no comfort. 

Sometimes he has a v i s i o n of a beauty unmingled w i t h 
any malevolence; "but i t i s always evoked by sensuous 
and m a t e r i a l t h i n g s ; perfume or music; and always i t i s 
a so r r o w f u l l o v e l i n e s s he mourns or pr a i s e s . Perhaps of 
a l l h i s poems "The Balcony" i s most f u l l of t h a t tender 
and r e v e r e n t i a l melancholy we look f o r i n a poem of 
love; but even i t t e l l s of a passion t h a t has faded out 
of heart and mind and become b e a u t i f u l only w i t h i t s 
passing away, and not of an e x i s t i n g l o v e . The other 
love p o e m s — i f indeed such a name can be given to 
"A Madigral of S o r r o w ^ "The Eyes of Beautyb?\ "The 
Remorse of the DeadVi^ and the l i k e — a r e nothing but 
t e r r i b l e confessions of s a t i e t y , or c r u e l t y , or t e r r o r . 
I have t r a n s l a t e d "The CorpseVlJ^v h i s most famous and 
most infamous poem, p a r t l y because i t shows him at h i s 
worst as the others i n the volume at h i s best, p a r t l y 
because i t i s something of the nature of a l i t e r a r y 
c u r i o s i t y . A poem l i k e "The GorpseV^ which i s simply 
an example of what may happen i f any w r i t e r pushes h i s 
the o r i e s to the extreme, does not at a l l d e t r a c t , be i t 
said, from Baudelaire's d e l i c a t e genius; f o r though he 
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may not "be q u i t e worthy of a place by Dante, he has 
w r i t t e n poems t h a t Dante might have been proud to w r i t e , 
and he i s worthy to be set among the very greatest o f 
the moderns, alongside Hugo and V e r l a i n e . Read the 
sonnet e n t i t l e d "Beauty" and you w i l l see how he has 
invoked i n fou r t e e n l i n e s the image of a goddess, 
mysterious and immortal; as f a i r as t h a t Aphrodite who 
cast the shadow of her l o v e l i n e s s upon the Golden Age; 
as t e r r i b l e as P a l l a s , "the w a r r i o r maid i n v i n c i b l e ^ > 
And as Minerva loved m o r t a l i t y i n the person of Ulysses, 
so Baudelaire's p e r s o n i f i c a t i o n of Beauty loves the 
poets who pray before her and gaze i n t o her e t e r n a l 
eyes, watching the r i s i n g and s e t t i n g of t h e i r v i s i o n a r y 
Star i n those p l a c i d m i r r o r s . 

The explanation of most of Baudelaire's morbid 
imaginings i s t h i s , t h a t he was a man haunted by t e r r i b l e 
dream-like memories; c h i e f among them the memory t h a t 
the l o v e l i n e s s he had adored i n woman—the curve of a 
p e r f e c t cheek, the l i f t i n g of a p e r f e c t arm m some 
gesture of i m p e r i a l indolence, the f a l l of a c u r l across 
a pale brow, a l l the minute and u n f o r g e t t a b l e things 
t h a t give i m m o r t a l i t y to some movement of e x i s t a n c e — 
a l l these, and the woman and her l o v e r , must pass away 
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of the philosophy t h a t teaches us how a l l objects and 
events, even the most t r i v i a l — a woman's gesture, a rose, 
a s i g h , a fading flame, the sound t h a t trembles on a 
l u t e - s t r i n g — f i n d a place i n E t e r n i t y when they pass from 
the r e c o g n i t i o n of our senses. I f he "believed i n the 
death^lessness of ^man's p e r s o n a l i t y he gained no 
comfort from h i s b e l i e f . He mourned the body's decay; 
he was not concerned w i t h the soul; and no heaven l e s s 
palpaole than Mohammed's could have had any r e a l i t y i n 
h i s imagination. 

His prose i s as d i s t i n g u i s h e d i n i t s manner as h i s 
verse. I t h i n k i t was Professor Saint shury who f i r s t 
"brought The L i t t l e Poems i n Prose, a s e l e c t i o n from 
which i s included i n t h i s volume, before the n o t i c e of 
English readers i n an essay w r i t t e n many years ago. I 
am w r i t i n g t h i s i n France, f a r from the p o s s i b i l i t y of 
c o n s u l t i n g any English books, hut i f my memory serves 
me r i g h t l y he considered the prose of these prose 
poems to "be as p e r f e c t as l i t e r a t u r e can be. I t h i n k 
he said, "they go as f a r as prose can go." They need 
no other i n t r o d u c t i o n than themselves, f o r they are 
p e r f e c t of t h e i r k i n d , and not d i f f e r e n t i n thought 
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from the more e l a b o r a t e l y wrought poems of The Flowers 
of E v i l . Some of them, as f o r instance "Every Man h i s 
Chimaera\l>> are as c l a s s i c a l and as u n i v e r s a l l y t r u e as 
the myths and symbolisms of the Old Testament; and a l l 
of them, I t h i n k , are worthy of a place i n t h a t book the 
Archangel of the Presence w i l l consult when a l l i s 
weighed i n the b a l a n c e — t h e book w r i t t e n by man h i m s e l f , 
the record of h i s deep and shallow imaginings. Baudelaire 
wrote them, he s a i d , because he had dreamed, " i n h i s 
days of ambition\i>?\ "of a miracle of p o e t i c prose, 
musical without rhythm and without rhyme." His a t t i t u d e 
of mind was always so n a t u r a l to him t h a t he never thought 
i t necessary to make any excuse f o r the s p i r i t of h i s 
a r t or the drear philosophy he preached; unless a short 
n o t i c e p r i n t e d i n the f i r s t e d i t i o n of h i s poems, but 
withdrawn from the second e d i t i o n , e x p l a i n i n g t h a t 
" f a i t h f u l to h i s dolorous programme, the author of 
The Flowers of E v i l , as a p e r f e c t comedian, has had to 
mould h i s s p i r i t to a l l sophisms as to a l l corruptionsVj^s. 
can be considered as an excuse. From whatever p o i n t of 
view we regard him: whether we p r a i s e h i s a r t and blame 
h i s philosophy, or blame h i s a r t and p r a i s e h i s philosophy, 
he i s as d i f f i c u l t to analyse as he i s d i f f i c u l t to give 
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a place t o , f o r we have none w i t h whom to compare him, 
or very few, too few t o he of service t o the c r i t i c . 
His a r t i s l i k e the p e a r l , a "beautiful product of 
disease, and to "blame i t i s l i k e "blaming the p e a r l . 
He looked upon l i f e very much as Poe, whom he so 

admired, looked upon i t : w i t h the eye of a s e n s i t i v e 
spectator i n some gloomy v a u l t of the Spanish 
I n q u i s i t i o n , where "beauty was upon the rack; he was 
hor r i f i e d , " b u t unable to t u r n from a s i g h t t h a t f a s c i n a t e d 
him by i t s very t e r r o r . His moments of i n s p i r a t i o n are 
haunted by the consciousness t h a t e v i l beings, clothed 
w i t h h o r r o r as w i t h a shroud, are ever l i n g e r i n g about 
the temple of l i f e and awaiting an o p p o r t u n i t y to enter. 
He was l i k e a man who awakens tre m b l i n g from a nightmare, 
a f r a i d of the darkness, and unable to b e l i e v e the dawn 
may be less hopeless than the midnight. Perhaps he was 
haunted, as many a r t i s t s and a l l mystics, by a f e a r of 
madness and of the unseen world of e v i l shapes t h a t s a n i t y 
hides from us and madness reveals. I s there a man, i s 
there a w r i t e r , e s p e c i a l l y , who has not at times been 
conscious of a vague and t e r r i b l e f e a r t h a t the whole 
world of v i s i b l e nature i s but a comfortable i l l u s i o n 
t h a t may fade away i n a moment and leave him face to face 



- 566 -

w i t h the h o r r o r t h a t has v i s i t e d him i n dreams? The 
o l d o c c u l t w r i t e r s h e l d t h a t the e v i l thoughts of others 
beget phantoms i n the a i r t h ^ t can make themselves bodies 
oui? of our f e a r , and haunt even our waking moments. 
These were the shapes of t e r r o r t h a t haunted Baudelaire. 
Shelley, too, w r i t e s of them w i t h as profound a knowledge 
as the magical w r i t e r of the Middle Ages. They come to 
haunt h i s Prometheus: 

"Blackening the b i r t h of day w i t h countless wings, 
And hollow underneath, l i k e death." 

They are the elemental beings who dwell beside the soul 
of the dreamer and the poet, " l i k e a v a i n loud m u l t i t u d e " 
t u r n i n g l i f e i n t o death and a l l b e a u t i f u l thoughts i n t o 
poems l i k e The Flowers of E v i l , or i n t o t a l e s l i k e the 
satanic r e v e r i e s of -^dgar Poe. 

"We are the m i n i s t e r s of p a i n , and f e a r , 
And disappointment, and m i s t r u s t , and hate, 
And c l i n g i n g crime; and as lean dogs pursue 
Through wood and 1 alee some struck and sobbing faun, 
We t r a c k a l l t hings t h a t weep, and bleed, and l i v e , 
When the great King betrays them t o our w i l l . " 

And every man gives them of the substance of h i s 
imagination to clothe them i n prophetic shspes t h a t are 
the images of h i s d e s t i n y : 

"From our v i c t i m ' s destined agony 
The shade which i s our form i n v e s t s us round, 
Else we are shapeless as our mother Night." 
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The greatest of a l l poets conquer t h e i r dreams; 
others, who are great, hut not of the g r e a t e s t , are 
conquered by them, and Baudelaire was one of these. 
There i s a passage i n the works of Edgar Poe t h a t 
Baudelaire may w e l l have pondered as he laboured at h i s 
t r a n s l a t i o n , f o r i t reveals the secret of h i s l i f e : 
"There are moments when, even to the sober eye of reason, 
the world of our sad humanity may assume the semblamce 
of a h e l l ; but the imagination of man i s no Carathis to 
explore w i t h impunity i t s cavern. Alas I the grim 
l e g i o n of sepulchral t e r r o r s cannot be regarded as 
a l t o g e t h e r f a n c i f u l ; b u t , l i k e the demons i n whose company 
Afrasiab made h i s voyage down the Oxus, they must sleep 
or they w i l l devour u s — t h e y must be s u f f e r e d to slumber 
or we p e r i s h . " 

Pont Aven, 
December 1905. 
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UMBRAE SILENTES 

1918 



- 569 -

To 
C • So 

MY FELLOW PILGRIM 
WHO BROUGHT 

ROSES TO THE DESERT 

On the t a l l c a i r n the l i g h t l i e s w i s t and e e r i l y , 
I n the hush of the f a l l e n day; 

The gray g u l l wheels, and c a l l s to the gray sea 
wea r i l y , 

C a l l s and passes away. 

While the t a l l c a i r n stands, or dew l i e s cold on 
the heather, 

Or a b i r d has wings, 
You and I s h a l l wander the dusk and the s t a r l i g h t 

together, 
To the end of t h i n g s . 
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Umbrae S i l e n t e s 

I 

One of the f r i e n d s of my youth was a Benedictine 
monk, a learned theologian and a Greek scholar, i n 
whom e r u d i t i o n was the hand-maid of s i m p l i c i t y , , Like 
so many good people, he had l i t t l e sense of humour, 
and only one jo k e , which was t o say, whenever he l i t 
a c i g a r e t t e : " I t i s bet t e r to smoke here than 
h e r e a f t e r e " I n the days of our f r i e n d s h i p , which are 
gone, never t o r e t u r n , f o r he died a number of years 
ago, i t was our d e l i g h t to s i t over the f i r e and 
discuss philosophy f a r i n t o the dark hours. He had 
some l i k i n g f o r my speculations, but none f o r the 
alchemical and a s t r o l o g i c a l studies t o which I was 
then devoted. He thought t h a t some of the alchemists 
might have a t t a i n e d Paradise, because i n t h e i r s o l and 
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luna, t h e i r mercury and s a l t , t h e i r alembics and 
anthanors and the magnum opus i t s e l f , he saw the 
emblems of a s p i r i t u a l regeneration; but he was 
convinced t h a t a s t r o l o g y , which he wrongly held t o 
be a d e n i a l of f r e e w i l l , came out of the Shadow: 
even the knowledge t h a t so many Popes had been i t s 
patrons and v o t a r i e s was but a f u r t h e r proof of i t s 
wickedness, f o r an e r r o r t h a t can deceive such as they 
must be powerful indeed. Though I gave him nothing but 
my f r i e n d s h i p he gave me a l l , and i t i s i n a manner to 
him th a t I owe whatever peace has flowered out of the 
broken ground of l i f e * For many years he laboured f o r 
what he thought t o be my good, w r i t i n g me long l e t t e r s 
of explanation and d e n i a l i n h i s b e a u t i f u l hand formed 
by the shaping of Greek characters, and now t h a t he i s 
dead I l i k e to believe he s t i l l t h i n k s of me i n the 
shadowy mid-world where I do not doubt h i s s p i r i t 
awaits the f l o w e r i n g of the p l a i t e d Thorns* He would 
have bound me to the a l t a r of h i s Church by the golden 
f e t t e r s of my love f o r old music and dim colours and 
ancient t r a d i t i o n s and an immemorial tongue; but my 
horoscope held a star that refused t o set amid these 
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splendours, and i n the c o n f l i c t I escaped, t o f i n d , 
not an incense-clouded or phantom-haunted sanctuary 
of gold and l i l i e s , but on a h i l l against a w i n t r y 
dawn, a gaunt cross beneath h u r r y i n g clouds, and 
the cross was empty., 

I I 

I n the London square where I am w r i t i n g , the b e l l 
of the old Catholic chapel, hidden away i n the corner, 
i s beating f o r eleven o'clock mass, and I f e e l now, as 
I always f e e l when moved by any such appeal to the 
r e l i g i o u s imagination, t h a t I am excluded u n j u s t l y 
from a share i n these mysteries. I t i s tr u e t h a t I 
might be one w i t h the Church i f I would give up my 
b e l i e f i n the pre-existence of the soul, but I cannot. 
And i f I could I would not, f o r a b e l i e f t h a t goes 
back t o the f i r s t consciousness of childhood i s not to 
be cast l i g h t l y away. I was brought up i n orthodox 
surroundings, among d u l l and s t u p i d people who accepted 
the f i r s t hole i n the fence l i k e sheep a l l of one mind, 
but I always knew w i t h as great a c e r t a i n t y as t h a t 
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f i r e burned or water flowed t h a t I had l i v e d before 
i n some other time and should l i v e again i n a l i f e 
t h a t I hoped would be as f u l l of splendour and 
adventurous l e a r n i n g as the l i v e s of the Magi; nor 
had I ever r e a l i s e d t i l l the bew i l d e r i n g knowledge 
stunned me at school t h a t a l l people did not share 
such i n c o n t r o v e r t i b l e beliefs« At home I had not been 
permitted t o ask questions or t o speak i n the presence 
of my e l d e r s , who, moreover, regarded t h e i r souls as 
only less indecent than t h e i r bodies, and h i d them w i t h 
as great a shame; but the less r e t i c e n t s o c i e t y of a 
preparatory school f o r boys soon persuaded me t h a t these 
were l o n e l y thoughts, which must l i e hidden to escape 
persecution. 

I l l 

One day when I was about t h i r t e e n years of age a 
f r i e n d of the f a m i l y gave me a cheap and badly p r i n t e d 
book which t o l d how Roman Cat h o l i c s t o r t u r e d and 
maltreated Protestants when they had these i n t h e i r 
power. The f r o n t i s p i e c e of the book was a woodcut i n 
which a missionary was being done t o death by Catholic 
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s o l d i e r s , i n the presence of a s m i l i n g p r i e s t , whose 
d a r k l y humourous face was as a t t r a c t i v e t o my 
imagination as the clasped hands and upturned eyes 
of the s u f f e r i n g missionary were r e p u l s i v e , and I was 
so taken w i t h the i n g e n u i t y and d e l i g h t f u l n e s s of t h i s 
p i c t u r e t h a t I determined a t a l l costs t o be a Roman 
Catholic when I grew up. The book was given t o me, no 
doubt, w i t h the i n t e n t i o n of h e l p i n g me along the road 
t o what was t o me the very d i s t a s t e f u l process I had 
learned t o c a l l " s a l v a t i o n " — a word t n a t even yet f i l l s 
me w i t h a vague d i s g u s t — n o r have I much doubt t h a t i t 
e f f e c t e d i t s purpose, though not i n the manner nor i n 
the circumstances foreseen by the giver» I began t o 
take a great i n t e r e s t i n w a r r i n g creeds, and g r e e d i l y 
read a l l I could f i n d on the subject i n "Chambers' 
Encyclopaedia," which, w i t h the exception of a number 
of bound volumes of an unreadable Presbyterian Messenger, 
was my only l i b r a r y . I consulted my Encyclopaedia upon 
a l l the problems of l i f e , and gained much curious and 
i n a s s i m i l a b l e i n f o r m a t i o n unsuited t o my years, t i l l 
one thought leading t o another I was presently pondering, 
w i t h a l l the energy of an immature i n t e l l i g e n c e , the 
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problem of r e l i g i o u s origins.. No doubt I should have 
been b e t t e r employed f i g h t i n g w i t h other boys and 
pl a y i n g t h e i r games, but as these healthy v u l g a r i t i e s 
were s t r i c t l y forbidden by my parents I took # i a t was 
nearest t o hand, and set my t e e t h i n a very b i t t e r 
apple« I soon decided t h a t C h r i s t i a n i t y had shut the 
door i n my face, f o r the a u t h o r i t i e s of t h a t r e l i g i o n 
everywhere seemed t o deny the pre-existence of man's 
s o u l — a d o c t r i n e I could not accept i n view of the 
f a c t t h a t I knew I had l i v e d before, and even seemed 
to remember, i n dreams and l o n e l y meditations t h a t 
were waking dreams, some broken sequence of images 
and adventures out of a former l i f e , , I have been 
weighing the one problem ever since, and t h i s book, 
w r i t t e n a f t e r many years, i s i n pa r t shaped by the 
c o n v i c t i o n t h a t not only i s C h r i s t i a n i t y not 
incompatible w i t h the mysteries of metempsychosis, 
but t h a t C h r i s t , at one w i t h a l l great teachers, made 
these the foundation stone of His teaching; and not 
only so, but t h a t without them His world would have 
f a l l e n i n r u i n s about him, f o r i t would have been 
l i t t l e more than a system of e t h i c s not g r e a t l y 
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superior t o others t h a t from age t o age have challenged 
and f a i l e d to survive the c u r i o s i t y of man. 

IY 

Metempsychosis r i g h t l y apprehended i s something more 
than the continuous r e b i r t h of the soul i n t o body 
a f t e r m a t e r i a l body; f o r , though none the less t h a t , 
i t means a l s o , and indeed more p a r t i c u l a r l y , the 
r e b i r t h i n t o the s p i r i t u a l body, whose comprehension i s 
the key t o a l l those a b s t r a c t speculations which seem 
to lead the mind nowhere. The soul shivers i n the 
empty heavens of philosophy,, The need and hunger f o r a 
h a b i t a t i o n , a m a t e r i a l body here or a s p i r i t u a l one 
h e r e a f t e r , i s not a vice of the s o u l , but of the 
essence of i t ; i t has, i n the words of S t e Thomas 
Aquinas, a n a t u r a l a p t i t u d e or exigency f o r e x i s t i n g 
i n the body; f o r which very reason the imaginations of 
the poets are more t r u l y s p i r i t u a l than the c h i l l y 
speculations of the P l a t o n i s t s . I have no sympathy 
w i t h the transcendental philosophy t h a t would deprive 
Venus of her doves or Hermes o f h i s winged sandals; f o r 
the same reason I d i s l i k e , even while using, such 
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ghost l y and u n s a t i s f y i n g terms as "abstract i n t e l l e c t " 
and "separated i n t e l l i g e n c e s * " I f the answer t o the 
r i d d l e of man i s anywhere i n t h i s world, i t w i l l be 
found among images of lovelinesse Poets and a r t i s t s 
are the powerful servants of the Most High; they are 
image-makers by t r a d e ; t h e i r emblems give the r e a l i t y 
of passion t o abstract t r u t h s ; so t h a t l o o k i n g upon 
t h e i r gods and heroes the soul i s not l o s t i n the 
l i m i t l e s s empyrean i t i s our nature t o dread, but sees 
d i v i n i t y experiencing sorrow and happiness i n the 
adventures of a l i f e not u n l i k e i t s own0 The t h i r s t 
f o r unimaginable happenings—the never-ending quest of 
the G r a i l — w h i c h I take t o be a strong proof of h i s 
i m m o r t a l i t y , cannot be quenched i n man by the cold cup 
of i n t e l l e c t s The contemplation of t h a t " f l i g h t of the 
lone t o the Alone" of which P l o t i n u s t e l l s , i s poor 
consolation f o r the heart t h a t has given b a t t l e t o 
daemons or married a f a e r y w i f e amid the g l i t t e r i n g 
pageantry of dreams. Or so at l e a s t i t seems t o me, who, 
i f ever I w r i t e the one book which every w r i t e r hopes 
to f i n i s h before he di e s , w i l l pen no learned discussion 
on the Absolute, but a drama i n which the soul w i l l be 
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the legendary Princess of Babylon who refused a l l 
l o v e r s t i l l one came r i d i n g upon a s i l v e r u nicorn 
w i t h a phoenix perched upon h i s w r i s t . 

V 

So many l i t t l e books and t r e a t i s e s have made the 
e x o t e r i c doctrine of b o d i l y r e b i r t h so easy to under­
stand t h a t we read of i t i n f i c t i o n and hear i t 
discussed over the teacups. I t seems t o c a l l i r r e s i s t ­
i b l y t o those ruined selves who know no more of l i f e 
than i l l u s i o n * and appearance. I t s e t t l e s a l l the 
problems of good and e v i l and the seeming i n j u s t i c e s 
of l i f e t h a t dismay t h e i r t u r b i d minds. They do not 
know t h a t good and e v i l , j u s t i c e and i n j u s t i c e , 
together w i t h a l l t h a t seems t o l e v e l them—the r i d d l e 
and the answer to i t — a r e a l i k e i l l u s i o n and shadow, 
deceiving those who l i v e not i n r e a l i t y but i n i t s 
r e f l e c t e d and i n v e r t e d image. Rebirth i s a t r u t h ; but 
o b j e c t i v e t r u t h becomes a dream w i t h i n a dream when we 
step beyond the c i r c l e of r e b i r t h ; the soul t h i n k s 
i t s e l f i n t o the f l e s h as nonchanantly as the dreaming 
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mind becomes one w i t h the images of sleep. Reincarnation 
i s not the doom of a l l , but the punishment of the many; 
only i n s p i r i t u a l r e b i r t h i s the f i n a l death of i l l u s i o n . 
P l o t i n u s held t h a t between i n c a r n a t i o n s souls not yet 
s u f f i c i e n t l y pure to gain u l t i m a t e freedom t a s t e the 
perfected world they knew before t h e i r f a l l . I n what 
manner do they l i v e i n t h i s Eden of sense? Do they 
remember death and await r e b i r t h w i t h as great a 
shrinking? Perhaps some a t t a i n there the wisdom they 
missed here, and so escape. "He who thus knoweth 
S p i r i t and Matter w i t h i t s q u a l i t i e s , i n whatsoever 
c o n d i t i o n he may be, he s h a l l not be born again." 

VT 

The b e l i e f t h a t man can ever f a l l i n t o the body of an 
animal, though i t s t i l l has a s l i p p e r y f o o t h o l d i n the 
O r i e n t , seems t o have been as repugnant t o the minds of 
a n t i q u i t y as t o our own; Plato i n the "Phaedrus," 
according t o Proclus, "condemns the wicked t o l i v e as 
brutes and not to become them." I t i s , nevertneless, a 
thought t h a t suggests, even at the moment of i t s 
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r e j e c t i o n , a new p o i n t of view, i n which we regard 
the world of appearances from strange l e v e l s of 
consciousness,, The cat s t a r i n g w i t h such seemingly 
meditative eyes i n t o the f i r e may have no thoughts a t 
a l l , or none but of m i l k and mice; she may not have, 
though we would l i k e t o believe she has, any memories 
of her Egyptian ancestry; or she may, upon the c o n t r a r y , 
i n t h a t "unconsciousness" i n which we imagine the animal 
c r e a t i o n to be plunged, l i v e closer to the r e a l i t y 
behind nature than we. I t i s possible i n c e r t a i n rare 
moments of r e v e r i e to become as i t were one w i t h the 
w i l d creatures of hearth and h i l l - s i d e , and t o imagine 
t h a t we see ourselves as r e f l e c t e d i n t h e i r eyes. I 
cannot f o r g e t a strange company of crows perched huddled 
upon the stones of a D r u i d i c a l c i r c l e as I came upon 
them suddenly i n the fading l i g h t of a Highland day„ At 
the farm close by I had been t o l d how a gang of farm-
servants, set t o d i g up the c i r c l e and plough over the 
land, had a f t e r a few spadefuls of earth turned up 
funereal remains, and had refused there and then t o d i g 
f u r t h e r . Who could refuse f o r a time t o share the common 
thought and the old b e l i e f t h a t the b i r d s who made t h i s 
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desolate c i r c l e t h e i r r e s t i n g place were the dead 
whose ashes s l e p t among shards and chipped arrow heads 
beneath them? 

711 

THE CRY OF THE RAVENS AT 
THE APPROACH OF NIGHT 

Time r o l l s the world along h i s dusty way, 
And snuffs the smoky candle of the sun, 
And overthrows the battlements of day, 
And heaps the e a r t h on empires j u s t begun; 
But l e t him t o i l t i l l a l l the f i r e s are quenched 
And Sun and Moon outgrow t h e i r ancient f r e t , 
We whom he hunts and fea r s have never blenched, 
We whom he cannot slay escape him y e t . 
Under the ear t h they h i d our heavy bones 
When we were men and mor t a l long ago; 
They rai s e d the cromlech and the c a i r n of stones 
For what, being men and m o r t a l , could they know, 
Who l i v e wingless and weak and cease t o be? 
0 Ravens cry one cry f o r men who climb 
The stony h i l l s t o where beside the sea 
Our ancient voices croak the end of Time. 

V I I I 

I have never yet shaken o f f the thought t h a t animals 
and plants and even stones may be, or could p o s s i b l y 
be, the v e h i c l e s of down-cast or upward-struggling 
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s p i r i t s , and not merely shapes taken by the stream 
of l i f e as i t flows from the Sun and the Stars i n t o 
a chaos of matter. I f animals have no pre-existence, 
and bear no burden of r e s p o n s i b i l i t y from the past, I 
wonder why I cannot keep a f r i e n d among them. A dog has 
but t o become my companion to s u f f e r before long a 
v i o l e n t death from accident, unavoidable and unforeseen, 
and so i n e v i t a b l y has t h i s been the case t h a t I have 
taken a vow never again t o o f f e r such murderous 
h o s p i t a l i t y t o one of those beloved creatures. 

There i s a mental c o n d i t i o n , which I am sure i s a 
dangerous one, induced by h a b i t s of long contemplation, 
i n which the i n d i v i d u a l seems to become one w i t h Nature, 
as the saying i s : when f o r a timeless moment the 
d i f f e r e n c e between a man and a tre e seems not a h a i r ' s 
breadth, so imperceptible are the gradations by which 
l i f e becomes separated i n t o diverse i d e n t i t i e s . I f I 
happen t o be among trees when sunset has turned a l l t o 
glamour, i t i s to believe t h a t the strange metamorphosis 
by which the daughter of Peneus became a l a u r e l i s no 
legend, and t o see w i t h a l l the vi v i d n e s s of a dream the 
l i f t i n g of the enchantment t h a t holds the f o r e s t rooted. 
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Even our t o l e r a n t mystics of to-day hold i t a kind 
of heresy to play w i t h such thoughts, but I am i n the 
good company of the Cambridge P l a t o n i s t s : "This 
progress of the soul seemed t o many t o be b e t t e r 
disposed f o r reward and punishment, when not r e s t r a i n e d 
i n t o any one species, but of more f r e e d i s s o l u t i o n and 
more s u i t a b l e t o t h a t v a r i e t y wherein nature d e l i g h t s , 
as b e t t e r b e f i t t i n g , and more approaching t o i t s 
i n f i n i t y , . And by t h i s l i b e r t y they thought i t o f t e n 
passed from a man to a beast, from a oeast t o a p l a n t , 
and thence t o a stone, i f the c i r c l e were i n the 
descendant; but i f i n the ascendant then i t s progress 
was from more gross subjects t o more s p i r i t u a l ones; 
f o r God i s able of stones t o ra i s e up c h i l d r e n unto 
Abraham. I n Nature there i s no such t h i n g as quies, the 
very hardest stones i n time mouldering i n t o dust, only 
by a c i r c u l a r motion, from R a r e f a c t i o n t o Condensation, 
from Condensation to Ra r e f a c t i o n again. 

The elemental f i r e which burns through a l l the 
b u i l d i n g and breaking of created forms i s described by 
Paracelsus,'from whose candle I have taken many a 
l i g h t , as a s e l f - e n e r g i s i n g essence which always l i v e s 
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i n t h e same o p e r a t i o n and r e c e i v e s no l i f e f r o m 

a n y t h i n g e l s e , but g i v e s l i f e t o t h i n g s w h i c h are 

dead i n themselves, l i k e t h e moon. The m u l t i p l i c i t y 

o f f i r e i s t h e cause of the v a r i e t y and d i v e r s i t y o f 

c r e a t i o n ; a v a r i e t y n o t made of the f i r s t f i r e , but of 

the elements i t e n e r g i s e s ; c a s t not f r o m t he Sun but 

f r o m tne complex courses o f the p l a n e t s * The w o r l d , he 

says, has n o t h i n g o f s i m i l i t u d e i n i t s i n d i v i d u a l s 

because the t r a n s m u t a t i o n o f the f i r e i s made i n t h e 

elements, i n whose b o d i e s c r e a t i o n i s i m o r i n t e d . '.There 

t h e r e i s no g r e a t m i x t u r e of t h e elements, t h e Sun 

b r i n g s f o r t h ; wnere the m i x t u r e i s g r o s s e r , t h e Moon; 

but where i t i s most g r o s s , Venus,. I f c r e a t u r e s were 

born o f the simple f i r e t h e y would a l l be a l i k e , b u t 

the m a n i f o l d v a r i e t y o f forms i n t e r c e d e s and i n t r o d u c e s 

v a r i e t y among them. 

The t h o u g h t which f i t s i n most w i t h my own b e l i e f 

comes f r o m t h e m y s t i c a l s c h o o l which h o l d s t h a t men's 

f i r s t b odies were as i t were shadows c a s t o f f by gods of 

t h e moon i n an e c s t a s y o f c r e a t i v e t h o u g h t ; and t h a t 

c e r t a i n o f the s p i r i t u a l b e i n g s who i n h a b i t e d the moon 

d u r i n g her l i f e , b u t became her backward and wayward 
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c h i l d r e n , no?/ c l i m b t h e steep ascent t o consciousness 

i n the stones, t r e e s and beasts of our own e a r t h , 

and w i l l be men when we have passed on. 

IX 

I n a book o f E a s t e r n t r a v e l L a f c a d i o Hearn t e l l s how 

he was p e r m i t t e d t o v i s i t t h e i n n e r s h r i n e i n a 

Japanese temple, and how, when the v e i l was drawn f r o m 

the s a n c t u a r y , he saw the r e f l e c t i o n of h i s own face 

i n an a n c i e n t m i r r o r . I n t h i s a d v e n t u r e I f i n d t h e 

emblem t h a t b e s t e x p l a i n s my own f a i t h , and t h a t , 

i n deed, of a l l born beneath the shadow of the Cross, 

the one r e l i g i o u s symbol t h a t has snaped tne "Jestern 

mind, as i t i s t h e one about which a l l t he s p e c u l a t i o n s 

o f o c c i d e n t a l o h i l o s o p h y c o n t i n u a l l y r e v o l v e — t h e m i r r o r 

i n t o which we must .gaze t o see o u r s e l v e s as we sub­

s t a n t i a l l y a r e . The l o g i c a l and s c i e n t i f i c i m a g i n a t i o n , 

drunk w i t h t he i l l u s i o n which t he i r o n y o f chance has 

named "the v a l u e o f e v i d e n c e , " sees i n t h e c r u c i f i x i o n 

o f a man who claimed t o be a god, no more t h a n a 

d o u b t f u l episode i n h i s t o r y , and r e j e c t s not o n l y such 

r e c o r d s o f the event as have escaped the d e s t r o y i n g 



- 586 -

enthusiasm of t h e Church, but a l s o , and w i t h w e i g n t i e r 

reason, t h e f a n t a s t i c a l t h e o r y o f "redemption'* t h a t 

has been v i o l e n t l y squeezed out o f therru F o r t u n a t e l y 

f o r those t o whom t h e v o i c e o f t n e s p i r i t i s alone of 

v a l u e j the q u e s t i o n o f h i s t o r i c a l a u t h e n t i c i t y n e i t h e r 

by i t s presence enhances nor by i t s absence d e p r e c i a t e s 

the value o f t h i s tremendous m y t h — f o r i t i s a myth, 

and none t n e l e s s so, but t n e more, i f t h e a c t u a l event 

took p l a c e as d e s c r i b e d i n t h e orthodox r e c o r d s ; as 

fro m p u r e l y m a t e r i a l reasons I am persuaded was the 

case, lly purpose i s n o t t o side w i t h e i t h e r i m a g i n a t i o n 

or reason i n t h e d i f f i c u l t problems of o b j e c t i v e and 

s u b j e c t i v e r e a l i t y , nor t o open the door of c o n t r o v e r s y 

by so much as a h a i r ' s b r e a d t h , but t o w r i t e down nere 

and t h e r e a t h o u g h t or a dream of my own, or t o pr e s e n t 

i n my own way the t n o u g h t of a n o t h e r , o f f e r i n g 

s u g g e s t i o n s and p o s s i b l e i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s i n t n e l i g h t 

o f a p u r e l y p e r s o n a l h a o i t of mind. "The f a i t h of each 

i s shaped b\ h i s own n a t u r e , " says the I n d i a n s c r i p t u r e , 

"the man c o n s i s t e t h o f n i s f a i t h ; t h a t wnich i t i s ; he 

i s even t h a t . " 
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X 

I n t h e h e r m e t i c t r a d i t i o n t h e masters o f t h e human 

race are h i g h l y e v o l v e d men, who, h a v i n g reached t n e 

l a s t o f t h e i r i n c a r n a t i o n s on the m a t e r i a l p l a n e , 

o f f e r themselves by an a c t o f f r e e w i l l and s e l f -

s a c r i f i c e , or are pernaps s u p e r n a t u r a l l y chosen by 

reason o f t h e i r i n t e l l e c t u a l and s p i r i t u a l development 

t o be the v e h i c l e o f the god whose r e c u r r i n g m i s s i o n i t 

i s t o show mankind the way of l i b e r a t i o n f r o m t he 

darkness o f m a t t e r . For the gods, thougn s u p e r - s e n s u a l , 

are y e t separated i n t e l l i g e n c e s who w i l l not be absorbed 

i n t o the One w h i l e Time rend e r s a l l t h i n g s d i v i s i b l e , 

and are t h u s bound by t h e i r s p i r i t u a l l i m i t a t i o n s ho 

l e s s t h a n we by our p h y s i c a l ones; w h e r e f o r e t h e y cannot 

m a n i f e s t themselves t o f a l l e n consciousness except through 

the medium of the elements. The m i r a c u l o u s b i r t h i s i n 

t h i s t r a d i t i o n t h e b i r t h n o t of the man but of the God, 

whose mother i s t h e Y i r g i n o f L i g h t t r e a d i n g t he se r p e n t 

beneath her f e e t . That p r i o r t o the e n t r y of the god he 
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i s a human b e i n g , t he son of human p a r e n t s , w i t h 

m o r t a l k i n and a known f a m i l y h i s t o r y , i s e v i d e n t 

f r o m t h e v e r y s c r i p t u r e s upon whose a u t h o r i t y the 

b e l i e f i n t h e m i r a c u l o u s n a t i v i t y o f one o f tne 

g r e a t e s t of these Masters i s founded. H i s descent f r o m 

a k i n g t h r o u g h h i s human f a t h e r i s t r a c e d w i t h p r e c i s i o n , 

and h i s human mother has so l i t t l e c l a i m t o be a V i r g i n 

of t h e M y s t e r i e s , or the Mother of the God w i t h whom 

she has been confounded by the l a t e r Church, t h a t the 

f a c t o f her c o n t i n u a l v i r g i n i t y — n o w an a r t i c l e o f 

f a i t h w i t h m a n y — i s denied by the a s s e r t i o n t h a t her 

husband "knew her not t i l l she had brought f o r t h her 

f i r s t b o r n " : w h i l e her subsequent c h i l d r e n , f o r whom no 

m i r a c u l o u s o r i g i n i s ever c l a i m e d , are mentioned n o t 

o n l y as e x i s t i n g , but by name. The en t r a n c e o f t h e 

possessing god i n t o t h e p e r f e c t e d human v e h i c l e i s 

d e s c r i b e d i n words whicn do n o t e s s e n t i a l l y c o n t r a d i c t 

"pagan" accounts of s i m i l a r a c t s of u n i o n between 

d i v i n e and m o r t a l b e i n g s , and i s s t a t e d by S t . John t o 

have brought w i t h i t t n e possession o f m i r a c u l o u s 

powers and t h e remembrance o f former l i v e s ; as i n Homer 

the e n t r a n c e o f Minerva " b e a r i n g a golden lamp" brought 
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splendour i n t o the house o f Uly s e e s . The appearance 

o f a dove, descending upon and becoming one w i t h t h e 

human body t h a t "rose f r o m t h e w a t e r " leads t h e 

i m a g i n a t i o n i n t o c u r i o u s l a b y r i n t h s of i n q u i r y . The 

dove i s s y m b o l i c a l of many s p i r i t u a l s t a t e s and 

powers; i t i s b o t h t h e emblem of d i v i n e l o v e and t h e 

b i r d sacred t o Venus, t h e goddess of p h y s i c a l p a s s i o n , 

who i s a l s o , upon another p l a n e , and viewed f r o m 

another angle o f consciousness, t n e V i r g i n o f L i g n t , 

the M y s t i c a l Hose who s l a y s t h e Snake. She i s t h e 

woman o f t h e apocalypse " c l o t h e d w i t h t n e Sun, and t h e 

Moon under her f e e t , and upon her head a crown of 

twe l v e S t a r s . " She and not l l a r y i s t h e mother o f t n e 

god f o r whose b i r t h the "red dragon" w a i t s t h a t he may 

devour him, or compel him t o descend i n t o t h e death of 

the body. The dragon i s no o t h e r t n a n the a l c h e m i c a l 

Serpent o f the Zodiac, who l u r e s the s o u l s i n t o 

i n c a r n a t i o n ; t h e same t h a t tempted the f i r s t man and 

woman t i l l t n e y f e l l f r o ^ i t h e i r s p i r i t u a l Eden and 

were c l o t h e d , d u r i n g t h e i r descent, f i r s t i n t h e f i g -

leaves o f a p u r e l y v e g e t a b l e e x i s t e n c e , but a t t h e end 

i n human forms, t h e "coats o f s k i n " made l o r them by 

the God o f t h e G-arden. 
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I n the g n o s t i c A c t s o f John we read how the god whom 

t h e s u f f e r i n g body c o u l d no l o n g e r n o l d p r i s o n e r 

appeared t o t h e seer and s a i d : "To the m u l t i t u d e 

below, i n Jerusalem, I am being c i u c i f i e d and bei n g 

p i e r c e d w i t h spears and reed s , and v i n e g a r and g a l l 

i s being g i v e n me t o drink„„„tne t h i n g s t h e y say about 

me I had n o t , and the t h i n g s t h e y do n o t say those I 

suffered„" Beneath these words, i n the m a n u s c r i p t 

notes from which t h e y a re t a k e n , I tiave w r i t t e n "God 

made t h e w o r l d i n the f o r m o f a Cross": a s a y i n g I may 

nave got f r o m Madame S l a v a t s k y , or P l a t o , or f r o m one 

of Mro Mead's l e a r n e d books; but whatever i t s o r i g i n i t 

e x p l a i n s t o my u n s c h o l a r l y mind more than a l i b r a r y of 

argument* I see the Tree of tne Garden and t h e dragon-

guarded f r u i t ; t h e t r u n k and tne outspread l i m b s , 

reacnin.^ upwards and downwards t o t h e Z e n i t h and t h e 

Na d i r , and East and West t o t n e h o r i z o n o f ascent i n t o 

l i g h t and the n o r i z o n o f go i n g down i n t o d a r k n e s s . I 

see the man who i s a god and the f o u r soldiers„ The 

s o l d i e r s t ake h i s garment, and make f o u r o a r t s , t o 

every s o l d i e r a p a r t , f o r t n e f o u r s o l d i e r s a i e the 

f o u r elements; but the v e s t u r e t h a t i s w i t h o u t seam, 
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woven f r o m t h e t o p t h r o u g h o u t , t h e y cannot d i v i d e , 

because i t i s t h e m y s t i c a l body which does not come 

f r o m t h e elements nor permanently r e t u r n t o them. 

The d i v i s i o l e and t h e i n d i v i s i b l e garments are t h e 

n a t u r a l and s p i r i t u a l bodies wnich the f o u r s o l d i e r s 

f a l l upon a t t h e p a s s i n g of every s o u l , or t h e 

w i t h e r i n g o f e v e r y bough, or r e a p i n g o f a f i e l d o f 

corn or p r e s s i n g o f grapes i n t h e v a t . The e t e r n a l 

s a c r i f i c e i s c o n t i n u a l l y o f f e r e d and the god c r u c i f i e d 

on e v e r y t r e e and eate n and drunk i n e v e r y c r u s t o f 

bread and cup o f wine. These are t h e " f i v e p a s t u r e s of 

the senses" o f I n d i a n p h i l o s o p h y , by i d e n t i f i c a t i o n w i t h 

which t he s o u l becomes the v i c t i m o f i l l u s i o n and 

appearance; or escapes by a f l i g h t f rom t h e Egypt of t h e 

body i n t o t h e d e s e r t , which i s both t h e w i l d e r n e s s o f 

i n d e c i s i o n where the s o u l wanders b e f o r e t h e f i n a l 

c h oice i s made, and t h e g u l f o f Lethe between t h e f i x e d 

and t h e wandering s t a r s , between r e a l i t y and i l l u s i o n . 

X I 

S a i n t s and p h i l o s o p h e r s and t h e s e r v i t o r s o f o r a c l e s 

have a l l spoken of s p i r i t u a l r e g e n e r a t i o n , and He whom 
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we b e l i e v e t o have been a s u p e r n a t u r a l l y a p p o i n t e d 

t e a c h e r o f the race on t h i s p l a n e t , has s a i d t h a t 

u n l e s s a man be born a g a i n he cannot e n t e r the 

Kingdom o f God, Many have h e l d t h i s t o mean a r e b i r t n 

i n a p h y s i c a l body i n which, i n a subsequent l i f e , we 

may by s u f f e r i n g purge t he s o u l o f the s i n s of a former 

one; w h i l e o t h e r s , i n t e l l e c t u a l l y i n c a p a b l e o f g r a s p i n g 

m e t a p h y s i c a l i d e a s , or t e m p e r a m e n t a l l y opposed t o such 

a b e l i e f , have supposed i t t o mean no more t h a n t o mend 

one's ways, or be b a p t i s e d , or accept the dogmas and 

f o l l o w the observances o f a p a r t i c u l a r c u l t . Both these 

i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s are separated f r o m t h e t r u t h as I see 

i t , by a darkness o f incomprehension b l a c k e r t h a n t h e 

Gap of Chaos. That C h r i s t t a u g h t t h e s e c r e t s o f 

metemDsychosis t o a t l e a s t t h e i n n e r c i r c l e o f H i s 

f o l l o w e r s i s p l a i n f r o m t h e t e s t i m o n y o f t h e s c r i p t u r e s 

themselves, but t h a t He understood t h e r e b y something 

more t h a n t he p h y s i c a l r e b i r t h which was the common 

knowledge o f a l l i s p l a i n f r o m t h e d i s t i n c t i o n drawn i n 

the s a y i n g " t h a t which i s born o f f l e s h i s f l e s h , and 

t h a t which i s born o f s p i r i t i s s p i r i t . " No p h y s i c a l 

b i r t h and r e b i r t h can o f i t s e l f by mere r e c u r r e n c e and 
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i t e r a t i o n b r i n g t h e a d v e n t u r i n g s o u l t o t h e end o f 

the l o n g p i l g r i m a g e , f o r except a man be born n o t 

o n l y o f the f l e s h , but of Water and t h e S p i r i t , he 

knows no f i n a l i t y . . And so t h e b i g o t of o l d , r e a d i n g 

of t h e Water w i t h eyes of stone, saw u n b a p t i s e d 

i n f a n t s , a span l o n g , i n t h e i n f e r n a l f i r e s . When I 

was young and asked f o r these d i f f i c u l t t h i n g s t o be 

e x p l a i n e d I was t o l d t h a t t n e y were not meant t o be 

understood b u t b e l i e v e d . You cannot feed young s p i r i t s 

so. The r e l i g i o u s observance known as an a c t o f f a i t h 

i s s u p e r f l u o u s i f one b e l i e v e s , u s e l e s s i f one does 

noto To a s s e r t t h a t one b e l i e v e s i n f o o d and d r i n k i s 

an a c t o f f a i t h , b u t i t i s t h e a c t of e a t i n g t h a t 

s a t i s f i e s hunger. I may k n e e l b e f o r e t h e image o f 

C h r i s t or Buddha i n my f i r e - w a r m e d room, but a r e my 

a s p i r a t i o n s w o r t h the penny I r e f u s e d t h e beggar i n t h e 

snow o u t s i d e ? The body and blood o f C h r i s t are i n t h e 

bread and wine we g i v e t o t h e hungry or t h e y are 

nowhere. I f I have a god he i s i n my h e a r t , not b e f o r e 

my eyes. "Thou b e l i e v e s t t h a t t h e r e i s one God: t h o u 

dost w e l l , t h e daemons a l s o b e l i e v e and t r e m b l e . " 

The n e c e s s i t y f o r the r e b i r t h w h i c h i s n e i t h e r t h e 
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e n t r a n c e o f t h e s o u l i n t o a new p h y s i c a l oody, nor 

a m e r e l y e t h i c a l change, but i n c l u d e s and tra n s c e n d s 

both o f t h e s e , must be grasped and not merely b e l i e v e d . 

I f i t be but comprehended, n e i t h e r burdensome l i f e nor 

the dark adventure of death w i l l have f u r t h e r mastery 

over t h e h e a r t . B i r t h i s the a c t by which the s p i r i t 

e n t e r s t he body prepared f o r i t ; i n t h i s w o r l d and on 

the m a t e r i a l plane by t h e process o f g e n e r a t i o n , where 

human agents draw t o g e t h e r a m o r t a l body f r o m t h e 

elements and t h e s t a r s . The r e b i r t h which i s n o t o f t h e 

f l e s h , nor a l t o g e t h e r s u b j e c t t o t h e concordance o f t h e 

c o n s t e l l a t i o n s , n e c e s s i t a t e s a body beyond the sphere 

o f t h e s e i n f l u e n c e s , and though t o prove t he e x i s t e n c e 

of i t I m i g h t b r i n g t o g e t h e r many s t r a n g e and e s o t e r i c 

a u t h o r i t i e s , f rom I a m b l i c u s t o the Upanishads, I 

p r e f e r t h e w r i t i n g t h a t i s n e a r e s t t o hand: "There i s 

a n a t u r a l body and t h e r e i s a s p i r i t u a l body." That we 

are b o r n once i n t o t h e n a t u r a l body we know; t h a t we 

are so b o r n a g a i n and a g a i n some know and many b e l i e v e ; 

b u t t h a t a t i m e must u l t i m a t e l y come, or may be chosen 

now by some few, when we s h a l l be b o r n i n t o t h e 

s p i r i t u a l body, i s a t r u t h t h a t i s t o o i n f r e q u e n t a 
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v i s i t o r of our moments o f c o n t e m p l a t i o n . T h i s i s t h e 

s p i r i t u a l b i r t h by w h i c h we leave t h e ever r e v o l v i n g 

wheel of r e i n c a r n a t i o n . The l a b o u r of C h r i s t , t he 

p e r f e c t e d man wno v o l u n t a r i l y r e - e n t e r e d t h e f l e s h 

t o be t h e l i b e r a t o r o f t h e human r a c e , was not t o 

b u i l d a church upon a c o m p l e x i t y o f m a g i c a l c e r e m o n i a l , 

but t o r e v e a l t h e s e c r e t t h a t had been h i d d e n f r o m t h e 

gods themselves; t h e p a t h of d e l i v e r a n c e f r o m t h e 

l a b y r i n t h o f Karma: " B l o t t i n g out t h e h a n d w r i t i n g o f 

or d i n a n c e s t h a t was a g a i n s t us, which was c o n t r a r y t o 

us, and t o o k i t out of the way, n a i l i n g i t t o H i s 

c r o s s o " 

X I I 

l i f e a f t e r l i f e i s l i v e d w e l l or i l l , body a f t e r 

body i s ca s t aside and r e t u r n s t o t h e elements and t h e 

s t a r s ; but the s p i r i t u a l body, t o be i n i t s f i n a l i t y 

unchangeable and i n c o r r u p t i b l e , i s t h e v e s t u r e w h i c h 

the s o u l w i l l not c a s t away c I t i s t h e seamless garment 

which the s o l d i e r s c o u l d not d i v i d e . I t i s t h a t house 

not made by hands which i s e t e r n a l i n the heavens; the 



- 596 -

s p i r i t u a l h a b i t a t i o n prepared f o r man, not by h i s 

Maker but by h i m s e l f . As by our conduct i n the f l e s h 

we shape the c o r r u p t i b l e body f o r each ensuing 

i n c a r n a t i o n , so by our s p i r i t u a l energies we prepare 

the m y s t i o a l body we must enter when a l l i n c a r n a t i o n s 

are done. The wheel of b i r t h r e v o l v e s u n t i l the e t e r n a l 

garment i s taken o f f the loom. The soul of man i s not 

a f i n e a b s t r a c t i o n , but an e n t i t y ; not an impassive 

w r a i t h , but the d r i v i n g i n t e l l i g e n c e of an i n d e s t r u ­

c t i b l e p e r s o n a l i t y . I n the m a t e r i a l world i t e x i s t s i n 

conjunction w i t h the f l e s h , not wholly immersed i n 

matter, but e n e r g i s i n g through i t i n the s u b s t a n t i a l 

u n i t y of human nature; nor have I found anything i n any 

philosophy to support the f a n t a s t i c s p e c u l a t i o n t h a t 

man r e t u r n s to h i s e v e r l a s t i n g home i n the ignomy of a 

b o d i l e s s phantom. The soul l i k e the silkworm wraps 

i t s e l f i n shroud upon shroud of i t s own weaving. These 

are the nets of Karma t h a t are c a l l e d the s i d e r e a l 

body because they bear the record of the wearer*s past 

and the Impress of h i s horoscope; a garment sewn l i k e 

the cloaks of the Magi with a l l that has ever been. 

The deeds of t h i s l i f e are the v e i l s of the next. The 

thoughts of t h i s world are the things of t h a t . Every 
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image t h a t passes t h r o u g h the mind i s e i t h e r r e j e c t e d 

by t h e w i l l and remains an i n e f f e c t u a l shadow t h a t 

can n e i t h e r h e l p nor h u r t ; or the w i l l consents t o i t 

and c l o t h e s i t i n t h e r e a l i t y o f d e s i r e , when i t 

becomes a s i n or v i r t u e a c c o r d i n g t o i t s n a t u r e , and 

i s t a k e n i n t h e n e t of Karma. And except a man be born 

of Water and the S p i r i t the net w i l l h o l d him. The 

a l c h e m i c a l w r i t e r s who were my f i r s t m asters m 

p h i l o s o p h y t e l l how t h e Eagle, when he has grown o l d 

and g r a y , bathes i n a m a g i c a l sea hidden among mountains, 

and r i s e s w i t h h i s y outh and plumage renewed,, The sea i s 

the Water where t h e S p i r i t broods i n an a c t o f c o n t i n u a l 

c r e a t i o n , which s h a l l have no end nor b e g i n n i n g , n e i t h e r 

i n E t e r n i t y , nor i n Time which i s i t s "moving image,," 

X I I I 

THE RESTLESS HEART 

The s t a r s t h a t b i n d us, h e a r t and w i l l , 
To a stone c i r c l e i n a wood, 
Or a g r a y c a i r n upon a h i l l , 
Know a l l t h e wickedness and good 
That we have wrought i n time gone by, 
Who are o l d e r t h a n the h i l l s we t r e a d , 
And o l d e r t h a n t h e s t a r r y sky 
And a l l t h e B a b y l o n i a n dead 0 

/rio break/ 
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They know why h e a r t s t h a t never r e s t 
Must l i v e i n emblems not i n t h i n g s , 
And why t h e saddest road's the b e s t 
And sorrow's t a t t e r s are a K i n g ' s . 

XIV 

Upon what compulsion t h e s o u l e n t e r e d t he body a t 

a l l , s i n c e by so d o i n g i t f e l l , i s a q u e s t i o n we cannot 

escape nor answer w i t h any c e r t a i n t y . The s o u l must 

i n c a r n a t e w i l l i n g l y or u n w i l l i n g l y . I f u n w i l l i n g l y : as 

a punishment f o r former e r r o r s or f o r the performance 

of a present d u t y . I f w i l l i n g l y : t o g a i n something f o r 

i t s e l f or t o c o n f e r b e n e f i t s elsewhere. I f t h e s o u l a t 

i t s f i r s t i n c a r n a t i o n was s i n l e s s , we cannot suppose 

the descent t o have been f o r a punishment, b u t f o r a 

purpose. But man has a proud a n c e s t r y , and may have 

l i v e d i n many s p i r i t u a l s t a t e s b e f o r e he became a 

p r i s o n e r o f the f l e s h on t h i s or any m a t e r i a l p l a n e t ; 

and n o t o n l y l i v e d , b u t s i n n e d , b e f o r e t he c l a y was 

shaped i n t o t h e f i r s t human f o r m , i n c o n d i t i o n s o f 

which t h e legend of the Pre-Adamite Kings may be a 

memory. Here t h o u g h t wanders amid doubt and p e r p l e x i t y , 
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c o m f o r t i n g i t s own u n c e r t a i n t y w i t h systems and 

m y t h o l o g i e s t h a t are but c o n j e c t u r e and s u p p o s i t i o n . 

Even t h e y who peep and m u t t e r and speak w i t h the dead 

are unable t o h e l p , f o r t h e i r " s p i r i t s " w i l l t e l l a 

d i f f e r e n t t a l e t o ev e r y l i s t e n e r . These doubts have 

l e d many t o d e s p a i r o f t h e i r b e l i e f i n metempsychosis, 

f o r t h e y say t h a t i f t h e f i r s t descent i n t o t h e f l e s h 

was n ot i n i t s e l f a s i n v o l u n t a r i l y committed, n or 

th e s o u l a t t h e time heavy w i t h t h e ourden o f any 

p r e v i o u s e x i s t e n c e , then t h e r e i s no s u f f i c i e n t reason 

why Karma should ever have e n t e r e d the w o r l d . I admit 

the w e i g h t o f t h i s , and am a t t i m e s h a l f tempted t o 

s o l v e t h e d i f f i c u l t y by s a y i n g t h a t Karma i s n o t a 

c h a i n about us i n t h i s l i f e , b u t a r e c o r d o f the p a s t 

carved upon t h e w a l l s o f p u r g a t o r y , by which t h e s o u l , 

l o o k i n g upon i t f r o m t h e f l a m e s , l e a r n s t h e reason o f 

i t s p u r i f y i n g t o r m e n t . But i t i s n o t as r e a s o n a b l e , as 

i t i s s u r e l y s i m p l e r , t o say t h a t a s o u l p r e v i o u s l y 
a 

pure may s i n upon e n t e r i n g t h e body by f a l l i n g / p r e y t o 

the new d e l i g h t s and e x p e r i e n c e s of e x t e r n a l c o n s c i o u s ­

ness? 

C e r t a i n G n o s t i c s h e l d t h a t human s o u l s were f o r m e r l y 
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d i v i n e beings who wear i e d o f b e h o l d i n g God, and were 

cast f o r a punishment i n t o human bo d i e s ; though 

a c c o r d i n g t o P r o c l u s t h e y i n c a r n a t e d v o l u n t a r i l y 

because t h e y wished t o i m i t a t e the p r o v i d e n t i a l 

e n e r g i e s o f the gods, and f u r t h e r m o r e because "the 

descent o f the s o u l c o n t r i b u t e s t o the p e r f e c t i o n o f 

the u n i v e r s e " ; b u t a l l such o p i n i o n s are b u t t h e 

c a s t i n g o f a net of words over the wings o f doubt. A l l 

t h a t we know w i t h any c e r t a i n t y i s t h a t the m i n g l i n g 

o f s o u l and body t a k e s p l a c e i n c o n f o r m i t y w i t h some 

law w h i c h , s i n c e i t e x i s t s , i s necessary f o r t h e 

e v o l u t i o n o f b o t h . P l o t i n u s h e l d t h a t m a t t e r r e c e i v e s 

n o t h i n g from the ent r a n c e of the s o u l , and l o s e s n o t h m 

by i t s d e p a r t u r e ; but I had r a t h e r b e l i e v e t h a t as t n e 

s o u l , w i t h i t s n a t u r a l exigency f o r e x i s t e n c e i n a 

body, does n o t t h e r e b y l o s e but g a i n s ; so a l s o m a t t e r , 

by p a r t i c i p a t i n g i n consciousness, begins i t s d i f f i c u l t 

ascent t o t h e c o n d i t i o n o f s p i r i t ; f o r I h o l d t n e s o u l 

o f man t o be t h a t o n l y - b e g o t t e n who came down t o save 

the w o r l d o f m a t t e r f r o m i t s own o b l i v i o n and chaos. I f 

the u n i v e r s e as we see i t , or imagine we see i t , i s 

necessary t o the purpose of God, so a l s o i s our e x i l e 



- 601 -

among i t s i l l u s i o n s . The s o u l sees m a t t e r w i t h o u t 

f o r m and v o i d and unable t o endure the t h o u g h t t h a t 

i t should remain o u t s i d e t he d i v i n e o r d e r , e n t e r s i t , 

and i m m e d i a t e l y t h e r e i s day and n i g h t , t he r i s i n g and 

s e t t i n g o f s t a r s , and the c o n t i n u o u s m i r a c l e o f 

c r e a t i o n . W i t h t he descent o f t h e s o u l m a t t e r steps 

i n t o the d i v i n e o r d e r and becomes an image o f l i f e , 

" m u l t i t u d i n o u s i n i t s g e n e r a t i o n s " ; which Image, as 

P l o t i n u s h e l d , i s not l e s s but perhaps more i n f i n i t e 

t h a n t h e A r c h e t y o e ; because the b i n d i n g o f uhe i n f i n i t e 

b r i n g s i t t o energy and p e r f e c t i o n . 

XV 

A c c o r d i n g t o t h e Cabala s o u l s have the s i n s o f an 

i m m a t e r i a l e x i s t e n c e w i t h i n them even a t the moment o f 

t h e i r f i r s t i n c a r n a t i o n , and the Zohar says t n e y are 

judged b e f o r e t h e y f i r s t e n t e r t he w o r l d and when t h e y 

l e a v e i t . 

D i s r e g a r d i n g t h e evidence o f t h e l o u r gospels o f the 

orthodox f a i t h , where p r e - e x i s t e n c e and r e b i r t h are 

openly t a u g h t , t h e r e i s i n the Old Testament an 
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a l l e g o r y o f the f a l l o f tne s o u l i n t o t he w o r l d , a f t e r 

a l i f e i n P a r a d i s e , i n a l i t t l e known passage t h a t i s 

b o t h a masterpiece of r h e t o r i c , and a r e p l y out o f 

her own mouth t o "Che Church's angry d e n i a l o f p r e -

e x i s t e n c e . 

"Son o f man, t a k e up a l a m e n t a t i o n over t h e P r i n c e 

of T y r e , and say t o him, Thus s a i t h t ne Lord God: Thou 

hast been the s e a l o f a s i m i l i t u d e , and a crown o f 

comeliness among the d e l i g h t s o f P a r a d i s e ; Thou w e r t 

adorned w i t h every good stone or gem, and w e r t c l o t h e d 

w i t h sardonyx, and t o p a z , and emerald, and c a r b u n c l e , 

and s a p p h i r e , and j a s p e r , set i n g o l d and s i l v e r , and 

w i t h a g a t e , amethyst and c r y s o l i t e and b e r y l , and onyx 

w i t h g o l d a l s o d i d s t t h o u f i l l t n y t r e a s u r y and t h y 

storehouse? w i t h i n t h e e . 

"From t h e day when t h o u w e r t c r e a t e d a l o n g w i t h t n e 

cnerubim, I placed thee i n the h o l y mount of God. Thou 

w e r t s t a i n l e s s i n t h y days, f r o m t he day when t h o u 

w e r t c r e a t e d , u n t i l i n i q u i t i e s were found i n t h e e : 

f r o m the g r e a t n e s s o f t h y t r a d e t h o u d i d s t f i l l t h y 

storehouses w i t h i n i q u i t y , and d i d s t s i n , and w e r t 

wounded f r o m t ne mount of God. And a cherub drove thee 
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f o r t h f r o m the m i d s t o f the b u r n i n g s t o n e s : and t h y 

h e a r t was e l a t e d because o f t h y comeliness, t h y 

d i s c i p l i n e was c o r r u p t e d alone w i t h t h y beauty; on 

account of the m u l t i t u d e o f t h y s i n s I c a s t tnee f o r t h 

t o the e a r t h before k i n g s . . . . " 

I n t n e p r i n c e of T y r e , who was c r e a t e d a l o n g w i t h 

those cherubim whom the C a b a l i s t s h e l d t o have been the 

f i r s t forms t o emerge f r o m the w h i r l p o o l o f c r e a t i o n ; 

whose t r e a s u r y and storehouses wei e w i t h i n him; wno 

d w e l t among t h e d e l i g n t s of Paradise and t h e j e w e l s o f 

the u n f a l l e n w o r l d i n the h o l y mount of God, I see no 

ot h e r than the nuiaan s o u l , "the s e a l of a s i m i l i t u d e , " 

who f o r snadowy s i n s i s d r i v e n f o r t h f r o m the m i d s t o f 

the " b u r n i n g s t o n e s , " and cast i n t o a body. 

3u t whether we f o l l o w tne p h i l o s o p h e r s wno h o l d tne 

s o u l t o be s i n l e s s , or tne p r o o n e t s wno see i t step 

b e f o r e the c u r t a i n i n s t a i n e d r a i m e n t , m a t t e r s l i t t l e , 

f o r the i s s u e i s unchanged; and man, who w i l l a t the 

adv e n t u r e ' s end meet h i s double a t t h e gate o f P a r a d i s e , 

walks i n flames of h i s own k i n d l i n g , and hears 01 i s 

deaf t o t h e v o i c e o f the °-od c i y i n g as of o l d : " I am 

plorus, p r i n c e of e t e r n i t y ; a f i r e b e f o r e your f a c e s , 
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which m f l u e n c e t h your h e a r t s towards me. I am master 

of ray t h r o n e s , and I oass omrardso" 

X7I 

THE ONLY HAPPY TOWN 

I t i s a town where mei cnants meet, 
And l o v e r s tap a t s e c r e t doors, 
And shaded f r o m the d e s e r t ' s neat 
The beagar squats and counts h i s sores; 

And s m i l i n g women, a t t h e i r ease, 
Proud as t h e s c a r l e t b i r d who preens 
Her plumage i n A r a b i a n t r e e s , 
Pass i n t h e i r s i l k e n p a l a n q u i n s ; 

The f i g h t i n g man f o r g e t s the war, 
The dark sea-rover j o i n s t n e t h r o n g , 
There, i n the shadow-striped bazaar, 
Love dances t o a beaten gong. 

A l l these are happy as t h e y go 
Across t he sleepy peacock f a n , 
3y A l l a h p a i n t e d l o n g ago 
To wave before the eyes o f man; 

'Tith greed and t u m u l t never done, 
W i t h songs and k i s s e s never s t a l e , 
A l l tnese are haopy; never one 
Has r e n t i l l u s i o n ' s heavy v e i l ; 

For when blue shadows t u r n t o g r a y , 
And n i g h t ' s g o l d bugles blow r e t r e a t , 
These, who are d r e a m - f o l k , fade away 
Down the somnambulistic s t r e e t . 
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X V I I 

One who has passed h i s l i f e among o l d oooks and 

o l d e r dreams, and has h a r d l y found n i s way out of t n e 

maze o f the p a s t , cannot hone t o guide o t n e r s t n r o u g h 

more d i f f i c u l t e n tanglements. Tne ordered mind of the 

l o g i c i a n has been denied me, wao have no arguments 

s c i e n t i f i c enough t o over t h r o w t h e o b j e c t i o n s of t h e 

l e a r n e d , nor any t h a t cannot be beaten down by 

ignorance i f i t s t r i k e b r a v e l y enougn; and i f I never 

f e e l the l a c k i t i s because I have never y e t d i s c o v e r e d 

who r e p r e s e n t s l e a r n i n g and who ignorance i n any 

argument. 

Some ti m e ago when c r o s s i n g t o I r e l a n d I f e l l i n t o 

t a l k w i t h a P r i e s t , who i n t r o d u c e d h i m s e l f by m i s t a k i n g 

me f o r someone e l s e , and keot me amused and on deck 

t i l l t he s t a r s began t o wane. He was an i n t e r e s t i n g 

man who had seen much of one aspect of tne w o r l d , and 

we might, nave p a r t e d i n f r i e n d s h i p had not some cnance 

mention o f C a i r o l e d me t o ask him had he seen the 
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Pyramids. I s h a l l never know what unhappy memory my 

q u e s t i o n awoke, nor f o r g e t , so l o n g as l a u g h t e r 

s t i r s the d u s t , how i t was r e c e i v e d by my companion. 

He jumped t o h i s f e e t and c r i e d i n the angry v o i c e o f 

one who has been done a deep wrongj " I have not seen 

th e Pyramids! The Pyramids i s n a t u r a l excrescences 

I'm t e l l i n g ye, and I s n a i l have t h e g r e a t e s t contempt 

f o r ye i f ye presume t o c o n t r a d i c t me I " 

I s h a l l not c o n t r a d i c t whoever d i s l i k e s these 

t h o u g h t s as much as t h e P r i e s t d i s l i k e d my q u e s t i o n , 

but hope t h e y w i l l h u r t none, and a p o l o g i s e f o r them 

as I a p o l o g i s e d f o r the Pyramids. I f I t u r n sacred 

l e a v e s i t i s w i t h no impious hand, but by t h e l i g h t of 

a lamp which was a n c i e n t when I l i c h a e l the Archangel 

d i s p u t e d w i t h Satan over the body of Moses, 

The knowledge t h a t a D i v i n e C h i l d born of a V i r g i n 

Mother has been worshipped on t h i s p l a n e t f o r a t l e a s t 

t e n thousand years i s a bone upon which H o l y Cnurch 

has broken some o f her bes t t e e t h ; and w i t h t h e 

d i s t u r b i n g whisper t h a t t h e c a n o n i c a l g o s p e l s r e p e a t 

more a n c i e n t r i t u a l s , i n popular l a n g u a g e — - i n most 

i n s t a n c e s s c r i p t u r e s w h i c h a n t e d a t e the canon by many 
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c e n t u r i e s — m a k e a d i f f i c u l t y t h a t T e r t u l l i a n and the 

e a r l y F a t h e r s answered by t h e coinraon e x p e d i e n t o f 

d e n i a l w i t h r e s e r v a t i o n s ; which i s t o say, when con­

f r o n t e d by h o s t i l e e v i dence, t h a t no such evidence 

e x i s t s ; or i f i t e x i s t s i t i s not evidence; o r , 

l a s t l y , i f i t e x i s t s and i s evidence i t i s the work of 

the d e v i l . T h i s method was used i n our own time t o 

e x p l a i n away t h e f i n d s o f t h e g e o l o g i s t s and archaeo­

l o g i s t s , but as a r u l e t h e modern f o o l ' s advocate i s 

more s u b t l e i n h i s d e s p a i r . When asked t o comment upon, 

f o r example, the Book of the Dead, or t h a t c a r v i n g i n 

th e a n c i e n t temple of Luxor where a p i c t u r e o f the 

A n n u n c i a t i o n , t h e B i r t h , and t h e A d o r a t i o n of t h e Magi 

was c u t i n t o t h e stone n e a r l y f o u r thousand y e a r s ago, 

he w i l l g r a n t , u n l e s s he belong t o t h e l e v e l of 

c u l t u r e where "the Pyramids i s n a t u r a l excrescences," 

t h a t t h e v i r g i n - b o r n god was d o u b t l e s s worshipped f o r 

many c e n t u r i e s b e f o r e t h e C h r i s t i a n e r a began, but 

o n l y as a s y m b o l i c a l p r e f i g u r a t i o n o f the t r u t h t h a t 

was t o be l a t e r made p l a i n — i n o t h e r words, t h a t 

coming events c a s t t h e i r shadow b e f o r e them. 
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The h e r m e t i c t r a d i t i o n b e l i e v e s t h e d i v i n e c n i l d 

t o be a god who i n c a r n a t e s a g a i n and a g a i n a t 

i n t e r v a l s marked i n t h e upper heaven by the Seven 

S t a t i o n s of t h e Pole, which are f o r g o t t e n and y e t 

remembered i n t h e Seven S t a t i o n s o f t h e Cross o f the 

C a t h o l i c C h u r c h — a n d i n the w o r l d by the s i m u l t a n e o u s 

j o u r n e y of t h e v e r n a l equinox t h r o u g h the s i g n s of t h e 

e c l i p t i c ^ - . I f t h i s be not a mere c h a l l e n g e t o those wno 

cast down i m a g i n a t i o n s t h e r e should be some evidence 

of i t s c r e d i b i l i t y not too d e e p l y h i d d e n i n secrecy 

t o be e x h i b i t e d t o the m u l t i t u d e . The C h r i s t i a n w i l l 

ask f o r evidence among the emblems o f h i s own f a i t h , 

f o r he w i l l r i g h t l y h o l d t h e h e r m e t i c school t o i t s 

own dogma t h a t a l l r e l i g i o n s are d r a m a t i s a t i o n s o f the 

t r u t h . The symbolism of the S t a t i o n s o f t h e Cross, as 

Readers w i t h any o c c u l t knowledge w i l l u n d e r s t a n d 
how i m p o s s i b l e i t i s i n an essay t o do much more 
t h a n mention t h e r e l a t i o n s h i p s t i l l t r a c e a o l e 
between t h e emblems o f C h r i s t i a n i t y and those of 
t h e o c c u l t system which n o u r i s h e d i t w h i l e i t was 
s t i l l a l i v e . I t may be s a i d once and f o r a l l t h a t 
none of t h e a s t r o n o m i c a l or s o - c a l l e d " a s t r o l o g i ­
c a l " i n t e r p r e t a t i o n s o f the Seven S t a t i o n s , 
s c a t t e r e d t h r o u g h modern pseudo-occult l i t e r a t u r e , 
i s a n y t h i n g but s p u r i o u s . The e x t e r n a l symbolism, 
b r i e f l y d e s c r i b e d h e r e , may be c o n s u l t e d a t l e n g t h 
i n s t a n d a r d works on theosophy. The o c c u l t s i d e of 
i t has not and never can be w r i t t e n . I t i s a m a t t e r 
of p e r s o n a l e x p e r i e n c e and belongs t o "M**. I n i t i a t i o n . 
(F.P.S.) 
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we now see them so b e a u t i f u l l y i n Westminster C a t h e d r a l , 

might e a s i l y s u p p l y t h e t e x t , but t h e y would open the 

door upon such d i f f i c u l t and s e c r e t problems t h a t I 

r e j e c t them and l o o k elsewhere,, I w i l l choose the 

custom o f e a t i n g f i s h on F r i d a y as one t h a t w i l l appeal 

t o those who f o l l o w i t and be a d m i t t e d t o be a C h r i s t i a n 

custom by those who do n o t . The b i r t h o f C h r i s t , 

a d m i t t i n g i t t o have been an h i s t o r i c a l f a c t , and t a k i n g 
t h e 

i n t o c o n s i d e r a t i o n / w i d e l y v a r y i n g dates a s s i g n e d t o i t 

by d i f f e r e n t a u t h o r i t i e s , orthodox and h e r e t i c , t o o k 

plac e about two thousand y e a r s ago a t t h e t i m e when, 

i f t h e r e i s a n y t h i n g i n t h e h e r m e t i c t r a d i t i o n , a god 

was due t o i n c a r n a t e once more. I t t o o k p l a c e , which 

ever o f the many c o n f l i c t i n g dates be c o r r e c t , when t h e 

v e r n a l equinox had e n t e r e d P i s c e s , the s i g n o f the 

F i s h e s ; a f a c t which i s commemorated by t h e bishop's 

m i t r e , shaped l i k e a f i s h ' s head, w i t h t h e open mouth 

t h r o u g h which t h e god s y m b o l i c a l l y e n t e r e d t h e w o r l d — 

by the P i s c i n a or Fish-Tank i n whicn C h r i s t i a n s are or 

were b a p t i s e d — a n d by t h e s a c r i f i c i a l f i s h t h e y e a t on 

F r i d a y , t he day r u l e d by Venus, the g e n e r a t i v e goddess. 

Had t h e n the f?od p r e v i o u s l y t o h i s b i r t h as C h r i s t 
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incarnated i n another form whenever a hand pointed to 

the Moon's ladder of descent? I f I were to quote 

dreams and meditations that have threaded the l a b y r i n t h 

we f o r want of words must c a l l the past, I could answer 

that question to my own s a t i s f a c t i o n , but the reader I 

l i k e best might think i t no answer at a l l . I w i l l send 

him to the s p e c t a c l e d s c h o l a r s who have dug up the 

waste p l a c e s of the world, and put the records of the 

past i n books t h a t a l l may read, and i n museums that a l l 

may see. He w i l l l e a r n from these to wonder—and the 

gnosis says that "he who has wondered s h a l l r e i g n " — w h y 

the prince of e t e r n i t y had the Lion f o r h i s emblem i n 

that immemorial past when the sig n was Leo; and why he 

whom the Book of the Dead c a l l s the f a t h e r and c r e a t o r 

of the gods was born as Khepera, the B e e t l e , and hymned 

as "the gqji scarabaeus" when Cancer r u l e d ; and f i n a l l y , 

as the Lamb born through the mouth of P i s c e s ; and w i l l 

maybe look with new eyes upon the symbols of our own 

age, and eat h i s f i s h on F r i d a y with more d e l i b e r a t e 

gusto. To draw comparisons between the many manifesta­

t i o n s of the e t e r n a l i n the arena of time would be an 

endless labour leading the mind nowhere. Whether we look 

to the twelve kings who row the s o l a r bark through the 
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wa t e r s o f tne E g y p t i a n u n d e r w o r l d , or the t w e l v e 

k n i g h t s who seek the G r a i l , or t h e t w e l v e r u l e r s of 

the aeons, or the t w e l v e a p o s t l e s of Christendom, 

t h e i r hands h o l d a l o f t t h e same symbols, t h e i r v o i c e s 

c r y a l o u d t h e same message—the law t h a t bound us i s 

broken; t he hawk has seen h i s plumage i n t h e m i r r o r ; 

t h e l a b y r i n t h i s t h r e a d e d and Mi n o t a u r s l a i n ; w h i l e t o 

those who would p u l l about t h e i r f a c e s t ne shroud o f 

the law and c o n v e n t i o n i n which t he s o u l l i e s down t o 

d i e , S t . Paul can say: "How t u r n ye a g a i n t o t h e weak 

and b e g g a r l y elements where unto ye d e s i r e a g a i n t o be 

i n bondage?" 

He who p u l l s an oar i n the l o n g s h i p need l o o k no more 

beyond innumerable sunsets f o r t h e l a s t anchorage, nor 

t h e k i n g f e e l t h e s c e p t r e grow heavy i n d e a t h l e s s 

hands, f o r t h e se p u l c h r e i s no l o n g e r t h e door t h a t 

l e a ds out o f t h e w o r l d i n t o t h e w o r l d . The i n c a r n a t i n g 

god has u t t e r e d speech which cannot be r e p e a t e d i n the 

language of reason and l o g i c , but may be known when the 

r e f l e c t i o n of one's face i s seen i n a mind as s t i l l as 

t h e m i r r o r i n t h e Japanese t e m p l e — " I have set b e f o r e 

you an open door and no man can shut i t . " The door i s 
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not a l i k e t o a l l . Where I see a blank w a l l a n o t h e r 

may pass u n h i n d e r e d ; and my doorway, where comic or 

t r a g i c masks r a t t l e one a g a i n s t another and o l d arms 

out o f Troy, or Helen's garments are p i l e d , may t a k e 

you who read o n l y f r o m one u n r e a l i t y t o a n o t h e r , as i t 

were t o step f r o m a music h a l l i n t o the s t r e e t where 

t h e y are c r y i n g the l a t e s t rumours of t h e endless war. 

X V I I I 

An acquaintance w i t h whom I r e c e n t l y d i s c u s s e d such 

t h o u g h t s as are w r i t t e n i n these pages t o l d me t h a t 

a l l such theosophy i s a f a l s e dream, because the dead 

i n t h e i r communications never mention r e i n c a r n a t i o n 

exceot t o deny i t . I no l o n g e r b e l i e v e , as once, t h a t 

s p i r i t u a l i s m i s a l t o g e t h e r a d e c e i t , f o r many s e a r c h i n g 

i n t o t h e r e c o r d s of t h i s ambiguous c u l t have convinced 

me t h a t messages of a k i n d are u n d o u b t e d l y r e c e i v e d 

f r o m some plane e i t h e r w i t h i n or beyond t h e gross 

p h y s i c a l . Nor i s my w i l l i n g n e s s t o accept i n t h e o r y 

the p o s s i b i l i t y o f communicating w i t n the dead any the 

l e s s because t h e i r messages are not always conformable 
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t o the d i g n i t y o f separated i n t e l l i g e n c e s . O r a c les 

i n a l l ages h a v i n g been d e l i v e r e d i n obscure and 

d o u b t f u l sentences, i t i s p o s s i b l e t h a t some of them, 

which are s a n c t i f i e d f o r us by the glamour o f 

a n t i q u i t y and a c l a s s i c a l t o n g u e , may t o contemporary 

minds have seemed as t r i v i a l and v u l g a r as t h e 

u t t e r a n c e s o f an i l l i t e r a t e " p s y c h i c " seem t o us. The 

o r a c l e s o f t h e S i b y l and the a u t o m a t i c w r i t i n g s of 

modern s p i r i t u a l i s m have puzzled w i s e r heads t h a n 

mine, who am no pedant t o clo s e my ear s t o disembodied 

wisdom because i t speaks t h r o u g h common l i p s . I t must, 

however, b r i n g w i t h i t some of t h e r e c o g n i s a b l e a i r s 

of wisdom, and not be a l t o g e t h e r sound and f u r y 

d i s t r e s s i n g t h e senses and the mind—"when tr i e L o rd 

a c q u i r e t h a body and when He abandoneth i t , He 

s e i z e t h these and croeth w i t h them, as the wind t a k e s 

f r a g r a n c e s f r o m t h e i r r e t r e a t s . " 

Separated s o u l s are beyond the i n f l u e n c e o f t h e I.Ioon 

so when messages a r r i v e t h a t can o n l y have come f r o m 

the memories o f those who s l e e p , as i n t h e case of the 

G l o s t o n b u r y s c r i p t , 1 I t h i n k i t i s not t h e s o u l s o f 

1 See F r e d e r i c k B l i g h Bond, The G l o s t o n b u r y S c r i p t s 
9 p t s . ( G l o s t o n b u r y , 1921-25). (Ed.) 
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t h e dead wno are r e s p o n s i b l e f o r them, but t h e i r 

s i d e r e a l b o d i e s ; f o r these are s t i l l t h e p r o o e r t y o f 

the weaving Moon and are u n r a v e l l e d more s l o w l y t h a n 

the gross body d i s i n t e g r a t e s i n the grave. The 

E g y p t i a n s may have embalmed t h e i r dead t o keep t h i s 

memory w i t h i n c a l l , and made o f f e r i n g s t o t h e dead 

man's m y s t e r i o u s Ea as the g u a r d i a n o f t h e memory t h a t 

seemed t h e n as now most v i v i d i n t h e neighbourhood o f 

the b u r i a l o l a c e . The m i n g l i n g o f t h e p e r s o n a l t h o u g h t s 

o f t h e medium w i t h t he i m p e r s o n a l communicating 

memory may l i e at t h e r o o t o f a l l t h a t causes weariness 

and d i s g u s t i n t h e r e v e l a t i o n s of t h e seance-room. The 

memory of Dante speaking t h r o u g h t h e l i p s of Mud the 

Medium r a i l s a g a i n s t t h e Church and denies t h e 

a u t h o r s h i p o f "The D i v i n e Comedy"; nor c o u l d P l a t o 

d e l i v e r much o f note i f t h e medium of communication 

were a schoolboy or a Member o f P a r l i a m e n t . 

The b e l i e f t h a t t r u t h i s t o be found somewhere, 

though i t l i e l i k e one sound n u t among a m u l t i t u d e o f 

worm-eaten ones, and many d u s t y s h e l l s have t o be 

cracked i n t h e search, i s almost as i m p o r t a n t as t h e 

f i n d i n g o f i t ; f o r i t i s the adventure and not i t s 
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c o n s u i ^ t i o n t h a t hardens t h e thews. That we see v i s i o n s 

or imagine them; or take a pen and w r i t e a t t h e w i l l 

of who seem as i t were the dead; or i n slee p pass 

t h r o u g h emblematic ad v e n t u r e s t h a t s o l v e -cne doubts o f 

our waking h o u r s — o r even t h a t some o f us deny a l l 

these and l o o k f o r t r u t h i n wine or v e r s e , or p a i n t , 

or m o d e l l i n g c l a y , or t h e eyes of a l o v e r — a r e b u t 

p r o o f s t h a t t h e gods have more ways o f answering 

p r a y e r t h a n one. I know t h a t my own dreams, p a r t i c u l a r l y 

such as are looked f o r and as i t were i n v i t e d , t e l l me 

more o f t h e p a t h I have come by tha n I co u l d nope t o 

l e a r n f r o m t n e w i s e s t o f t h e dead, who must have 

p e r p l e x i t i e s o f t h e i r own t o s e t t l e . I am convinced 

t h a t c e r t a i n dreams, o t h e r t h a n those p a y s i o l o g i c a l 

dreams due t o b o d i l y i m p r e s s i o n s , are sometimes 

communications f r o m one's own d i s c a r d e d s h e l l s . So 

f i r m l y has e x p e r i e n c e r o o t e d t h i s b e l i e f t h a t 1 never 

go t o slee p but I expect t o meet one o f t h a t l o n g l i n e 

o f phantoms of m y s e l f whicn s t r e t c h e s back t o my f i r s t 

i n c a r n a t i o n ; and I know t h a t t h e doorway i n t o t h e w o r l d 

where such l i v e t h e i r s l o w l y d i s s o l v i n g l i v e s i s not 

to o hard t o f i n d i f s u i t a b l e c o n d i t i o n s be a r r a n g e d . 
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The g h o s t s o f t h e o t h e r dead may r e s t i f I am but 

a l l o w e d t o speak w i t h my own. I f d u r i n g some p e r i o d of 

doubt and we a r i n e s s I have a dream or a t h o u g h t , or 

f i n d i n some book a passage which seems t o l i g h t a 

lamp i n t h e darkness, I know i t t o be a message f r o m 

"the mouth o f u t t e r a n c e , " f o r t h e gods speak i n a l l 

v o i c e s and not o n l y i n t h u n d e r s f r o m S i n a i . 

XIX 

An o b j e c t i o n which has been made t o my t h e o r y o f 

dreaming i s t h a t no dream can be more than a p r o o f t h a t 

th e i m a g i n a t i o n i s capable o f d r a m a t i s i n g i n sle e p what 

i t r e c e i v e s waking; b u t a l o n g c o n t i n u i t y o f dreams, 

a l l c o h e r ent and d i r e c t e d by some energy t h a t i s 

c e r t a i n l y not the energy o f the p h y s i c a l b r a i n cannot 
f 

be so e x p l a i n e d . Dreams born o f t h e senses are pe^urbed 

and m e a n i n g l e s s , l a c k i n g the c o n t r o l of t h e c e n t r e s o f 

comparison; o t h e r dreams, due t o subconscious a c t i v i t y , 

can always sooner or l a t e r be t r a c e d t o t h e i r source 

i n some f o r g o t t e n impress on t h e waking mind; but t h e r e 

i s a t h i r d k i n d , always c o h e r e n t , and however i n d i v i d u a l l y 

s t r a n g e always as s a t i s f y i n g t o the i m a g i n a t i o n as i n a 
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museum t h e m y s t e r i o u s Chinese implements of jade and 

s i l v e r , whose purposes we cannot even guess; and 

these I take t o be c h a p t e r s i n a l o n g romance wnere 

the dreamer i s t h e hero and n i s adventures a r e c o r d 

of h i s p a s t . 

Many years ago, as between s l e e p i n g and waking I 

t h o u g h t over a d i f f i c u l t s c i e n t i f i c paper I was t o 

prepare f o r some U n i v e r s i t y S ociet3 r, t h e p i c t u r e of 

what seemed t o be a temple cut i n the s i d e of a c l i f f 

shaped i t s e l f g r a d u a l l y upon t h e darkness i n a 

phosphorescence o f o u t l i n e and d e t a i l . I t was v i v i d 

and s t a r t l i n g , b u t I was s u f f i c i e n t l y awake t o 

r e c o g n i s e i t as a hypnopompic v i s i o n , and examined i t 

w i t h a dreamy i n t e r e s t . P r e s e n t l y a group of people 

came t h r o u g h the doorway and passed down the l o n g 

f l i g h t o f steps t h a t l e d f r o m i t ; w h i l e some v o i c e 

t n a t was y e t not a v o i c e t o l d me t h a t I was l o o k i n g a t 

"The Temple o f t h e Hand i n E t h i o p i a . " At t h i s I must 

have f a l l e n i n t o deep s l e e p , f o r I became one of a 

crowd l o o k i n g a t a man huddled i n d e j e c t i o n near a 

v a s t g r a n i t e Hand, of which a l l but t h e f i n g e r - t i p s 

was b u r i e d . 
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I knew t h e Hand t o be t h e emblem o f something I had 

l o n g f o r g o t t e n and f e l t a vague f e a r . One of t h e 

crowd, whom I asked why t h e man on t h e ground was i n 

such m i s e r y , shouted: "His h e a r t has t u r n e d t o stone 

because he has never s i n n e d . " 

A f t e r a d e s u l t o r y and u n s u c c e s s f u l a t t e m p t t o f i n d 

any r e c o r d o f an E t h i o p i a n "Temple o f the Hand," I 

f o r g o t a l l about t h e e x p e r i e n c e u n t i l l o n g a f t e r my 

m a r r i a g e , when my boy, a t t h e age of t e n , complained t o 

h i s mother t h a t he was t r o u b l e d i n h i s dreams by a 

v a s t Hand, f r o m which he seemed t o be r u n n i n g i n t e r r o r . 

XX 

The r i t e s o f Gybele were conducted w i t h w i l d music, 

and c l a s h i n g and r i n g i n g of b r a s s , which t h r e w t he 

i n i t i a t e s i n t o a t r a n c e i n which t h e i r minds became 

f u l l of t h e images of the gods; and some i m p r e s s i o n a b l e 

people can s t i l l induce t r a n c e by l i s t e n i n g a t t e n t i v e l y 

t o the sound o f a s l o w l y beaten gong. C e r t a i n words 

and r h y t h m i c a l sentences have a s i m i l a r oower over my 

own i m a g i n a t i o n : t h e r e i s a d r e a m - l i k e l y r i c o f 
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Mallarme's t h a t has a l l t h e m y s t e r y and beauty o f a 

m a g i c a l i n v o c a t i o n . I have o n l y t o r e p e a t t he words of 

S o u p i r : 

"Mon ame v e r s t o n f r o n t ou r e v e , o calme soeur, 
Un automne jonche de taches de rousseur 
I t v e r s l e c i e l e r r a n t de t o n o e i l a n g e l i q u e 
Monte, comme dans un j a r d i n m e l a n c o l i q u e , 
F i d d l e , un blanc j e t d'eau s o u p i r e v e r s 1'AzurJ 
— V e r s l'Azur a t t e n d r l d'Octobre pale e t pur 
^ u i m i r e aux grands o a s s i n s sa langueur i n f i n i e 
S t l a i s s e , sur l'eau morte ou l a fauve agonie 
Des f e u i l l e s e r r e au vent e t creuse un f r o i d s i l l o n , 
Se t r a i n e r l e s o l e i l jaune d'un l o n g r a y o n . " 

t o c a l l up images t h a t have no p l a c e i n t h e dim 

garden of Mallarme's r e v e r i e , b u t belong t o t h a t 

remoter and more shadowy w o r l d which f o r many yea r s 

has been t h e background o f n e a r l y a l l my adve n t u r e s i n 

the s p i r i t . Avicenna and P a r a c e l s u s , t o name o n l y two 

masters of the c o n t e m p l a t i v e l i f e , t a u g h t t h a t t h e 

power o f t h e i m a g i n a t i o n , even w h i l e t h e s o u l i s s t i l l 

i n t h e pent-house o f the body, i s not y e t w h o l l y a s l e e p , 

but can p e r f o r m a l l t h e wonders o i magic; n o t o n l y as 

i t were i n the r e f l e c t i o n o f a n o t h e r ' s mind, but 

o b j e c t i v e l y , causing shapes t o change and m a t t e r t o be 

p e n e t r a b l e . And though we have f o r t h e time b e i n g l o s t 
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the s e c r e t o f bending t h i s energy t o obey the w i l l , 

i t i s s t i l l t h e r u l e r o f t h a t v i s i o n a r y w o r l d o f 

waking and s l e e p i n g dreams i n whi c h I b e l i e v e one may 

read t h e w i l l of the gods and s i t out t h e drama o f 

h i s own p a s t . Some say t h a t such a b e l i e f i s as mad 

as t o r u n w i l d i n the woods and seek t o dance w i t h t he 

f a u n s . N i h i l e s t i n f e l i c i u s nomine c u i sua f l g m e n t a 

dominatur, i s an o l d s a y i n g t h a t can be h u r l e d a t h i s 

opponents by e i t h e r p a r t y i n a d i s p u t e . S l o w l y but 

s u r e l y I nave come t o l o o k unon t h e fundus Tenebrosus 

of dreams as e x i s t i n g i n the r e a l i t y of i t s own 

g l i t t e r i n g landscapes, as I have seen tnem, and not 

as p h y s i o l o g y would have one b e l i e v e , i n a s p u r i o u s 

r e f l e x of t h e shabby w o r l d of e x t e r n a l consciousness; 

w h i l e I t h i n k the shapes who i n h a b i t i t a r e , f o r want 

of a b e t t e r word, S p i r i t s who f l o w i n t o t he i m a g i n a t i o n 

as i n t o an element o f t h e i r own n a t u r e , and appear as 

men or gods because t h e human f o r m i s t h e one emblem 

by w h i c h t h e mind can express i t s knowledge of t n e i r 

presence. 

They e n t e r the p l a s t i c substance of the i m a g i n a t i o n 

as forms e n t e r the m a t t e r , of which P l o t i n u s w r o t e : 
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"t h e y pervade w i t h o u t d i v i d i n g i t , l i k e images i n 

w a t e r . " They l i n k the s o u l t o a d i v i n e r l i f e and a 

f u l l e r energy t h a n i t s own; and b r i n g t o t h e p n y s i c a l 

bodv, i n the s y m b o l - c r e a t i n g dreams of a slee p not 

u n l i k e death i t s e l f , memories which are more or l e s s 

coherent e x p r e s s i o n s o f another c o n d i t i o n of e x i s t e n c e . 

For many years t he b e l i e f t h a t these dreams and 

v i s i o n s might f u r n i s h m t h e end some sequence of 

evidence s u f f i c i e n t t o convince d i s b e l i e v e r s l e d me t o 

keep a r e c o r d o f them. But I rra**© found, as o t h e r s 

have fo u n d , t h a t i n d i v i d u a l c o n v i c t i o n i s the black 

s t a r t h a t shines w i t h i t s own f i r e and t u r n s a l l i t s 

r a y s w i t h i n . The knowledge of o c c u l t t r u t h i s a 

p e r s o n a l e x p e r i e n c e and not a demonstrable f a c t . I t 

cannot be handed as a g i f t t o o t h e r s ; not even t o 

those who are w i l l i n g t o make p r o v i s i o n a l acceptance 

of such evidence as we can b r i n g i n t a t t e r s a c ross t h e 

t h r e s h o l d o f waking consciousness. Though I see i n my 

own v i v i d dreams the snadow of former e x i s t e n c e s , and 

t r a c e p e r s o n a l a c t i v i t i e s f r o m l i f e t o l i f e , o t n e r s 
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may see i n them no more than tne t u r m o i l of an 

i m a g i n a t i o n shut up i n some cavern f u l l o f o l d 

sybolisms and t h e pnantoms o f a n t i q u i t y ; c e n t a u r s 

and chimerae who peep t h r o u g h the t r e l l i s e s o f a w i l d 

garden; nor have I ever known but one person who 

b e l i e v e s as f i r m l y as I do, t h a t wnatever i s w r i t t e n 

i n t n e t r a n c e o f i n t e n s e and absorbed c o n t e m p l a t i o n i s 

l e s s an agreeable form o f a r t than a d i v i n e r e v e l a t i o n , , 

I cannot r.xve t o another the nameless i n t u i t i o n which 

i s a b l e t o choose between maces e e n t by the gods and 

those wnich s l i p i n t o consciousness t n r o u r h V i r g i l ' s 

d e c e i t f u l door of i v o r y — - f a l s e ad coelum m i t t u n t 

insomnia M a n e s — y e t I b e l i e v e t h a t I have passed 

t h r o u g h t h e o t h e r r a t e , t h a t o f t h e t r u e snadows, w h i c h , 

as the poet knew, i s e a s i e r t o f i n d t han the door of 

l i e s — q u a v e r i s f a c i l i s f a Garlic d a t u r e x i t u s u m b r i s — 

and have t r o d the s t r e e t s o i some c i t y of the a n t i q u e 

w o r l d , and mi n g l e d w i t h i t s crowds, a shadow among 

f a i n t shadows, and heard the narps of Mempnis. 3ut i f 

I may use an e x p r e s s i o n t h a t i s o f t e n on the l i p s and 

comes o f t e n from the pen of tne man o f a f f a i r s , "these 

are n o t st a t e m e n t s t n a t c a r r y c o n v i c t i o n " ; and ae would 
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add "dream? are not evidence„" ?o I leave tae burden 

o f p r o o f on t n e n a ^ a r d s i i o u l d e r s of Time, and f i n i s h 

t a i s essay where i t be^an, i n a r e v e r i e t h a t i s n a i f 

the o r o o e r t y of an o t h e r mind and another p e r s o n a l i t y , 

w a l k i n g i n a t w i l i ^ n t t h a t I l i k e t o t h i n k i s haunted 

by t h e gods. 

I n t h e days when T had not yet f o r s w o r n argument, 

nor l e a r n e d the hopelessness of " t r y i n g t o e x p l a i n , " 

and was g e t t i n g the worst of some d i r o u t e w i t h a 

l o g i c a l d i s b e l i e v e r — o f t e n e r t h a n not my f r i e n d , t h e 

B e n e d i c t i n e m o n k — I would b r i n s j out my dream of the two 

L i o n s o f the ?un; and t h o u ^ i perhaps none were ever 

c o n v e r t e d , some had cause t o r e a r r a n g e t h e i r t h o u g h t s , 

so I brin--? i t out a - a i n , I was convinced, o e f o r e I 

could read or w r i t e , t h a t the d i s c o f the Sun was 

guarded by two L i o n s , whom I imagined chained t o i t as 

do^s might be t o a kennel„ Thev were q u i t e p l a i n t o 

the mind's eye; t o be seen most d i s t i n c t l y a t t n e 

moment t n a t l i e s between s l e e p i n g and wakin-r, and I 

was never more c e r t a i n of t h e i r e x i s t e n c e than wnen 

t n r e a t e n e d w i t h punishment f o r i n s i s t i n g unon t h e i r 

o b j e c t i v i t y . . I never saw a l o n e l y l i o n i n a p i c t u r e 
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book, or i n a menagerie, but I wished he itught aave 

a companion, and the Sun shine or set between them 0 

1 r e f u s e d t o d i s b e l i e v e i n a v i s i o n which f i l l e d me 

w i t h r e l i g i o u s awe, q u i t e d i f f e r e n t f r o m the boied 

i r r i t a t i o n w i t h which I payed my r e e o e c t s t o t h e 

t y r a n t Jehovah, whom I f e a r e d and d i s l i i t e d f r o m tne 

f i r s t ; s e c r e t l y s y m p a t h i s i n g w i t h tne g r e a t Adversary; 

even h o p i n g he might y e t conquer i n some renewal o f 

the b a t t l e o The L i o n s o f the Sun I f e l t t o oe t i o l y and 

p o w e r f u l f r i e n d s , w o r t h y o f b o t h reverence and a i i e c n i o n 

I praved t o them i n s e c r e t ; I gave them i n c e n s e , which I 

could always s e t , as r e l a t i v e s shipped i t i n cargoes 

f r o m t he O r i e n t ; one hot day I b u i l t an a l t a r o f stones 

i n the garden and made a o u m t - o f f e r i n g o l a bow and 

arrow b e l o n g i n g t o a f r i e n d ; t h e r e was, however, no 

s p e c i a l m a n i f e s t a t i o n of a p p r o b a t i o n or acceptance from 

the L i o n s , o t h e r t h a n t h e i r c o n t i n u e d presence i n my 

t h o u g h t s and dreams B 

Then f o r a few years t he v i s i o n grew f a i n t i n the 

mi d s t o f o t h e r i m p r e s s i o n s o f awakening e x t e r n a l 

consciousness, u n t i l one day i n a school l i b r a r y I came 

uoon an i l l u s t r a t e d volume o f E g y p t i a n a n t i q u i t i e s , and 
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f o r t h e f i r s t time i n t h i s l i f e saw amons o t h e r f a m i l i a r 

t h i n g s a page o f h i e r o g l y p h i c s . I t was a c r i s i s t h a t 

shaped the whole of my subsequent conduct, and lias not 

ye t expended i t s f o r c e , I f e l t as a s i c k man might f e e l 

who t a k e s up h i s morning oaper t o d i s c o v e r t h a t he has 

f o r g o t t e n how t o read d u r i n g the n i g h t . But i n the 

m i d s t of much t n a t was incomprehensible or f o r g o t t e n 

I found a o i c t u r e of my t w i n L i o n s g u a r d i n g the Sun, as 

I had known them f o r so l o n g ; t h e r e a l s o were the stone 

doors, broad below and narrow above, t h r o u g h which I 

had passed i n dreams; t h e r e were the long-eyed, t n i n -

f l a n k e d o i r l s , as I had seen them l i n g e r i n g on the edge 

of s l e e p ; and a wooden c n a i r w i t h a seat of p l a i t e d 

g r a s s , upon which I had c e r t a i n l y r e s t e d , l e d my eye t o 

an i n t e r m i n a b l e v i s t a of t a i l p i l l a r s w i t n c a p i t a l s o f 

half-opened l o t u s - o u d s , the s h a f t s carved, as were tne 

f a m i l i a r w a l l s , w i t h r i g i d o u t l i n e s o f a n i m a l s and gods 

and men. 

At the present day i t i s no l o n g e r a m a t t e r of surmise, 

but o f knowledge, f r o m a source deeper t h a n "the t i d e 

of dreams," t h a t my i m a g i n a t i v e or v i s i o n a r y impress o f 

the L i o n s o f the Sun i s a memory f r o m a f o r m e r l i f e i n 
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which the mystery o f tne god of the double h o r i z o n , 

Horus o f tne t w i n l i o n s and t h e double crown, had been 

a p a r t of some r e l i g i o u s i n i t i a t i o n or b e l i e f ; and 

though t o some a horoscope i n which the Sun i s s e t t i n g 

i n Gemini may be a s u f f i c i e n t e x p l a n a t i o n b o t h of the 

dream and the dreamer's i n t e r p r e t a t i o n o f i t , I n o l d 

i t t o be one of t h e p r e d e s t i n e d a c t i v i t i e s o f my 

present l i f e t o t e a r away, or make the a t t e m p t , i t o n l y 

i n my own mind, t h e p a i n t e d shroud i n which e c c l e s i a s t i ­

c a l i gnorance and s t u p i d i t y nave wraoped the Lo r d o f 

the t w i n L i o n s . Ten thousand years before t h e p r i e s t s 

had t r i l l e d t h e i r f i r s t h e r e t i c t n e \»orld knew Horus 

as t he Lamb; as the T/ord made F l e s h ; who came by the 

T a t e r , the Blood, and the S p i r i t ; who had s a i d : " I am 

the food which does not p e r i s h . " He was the double 

Harmahcis of t n e I n c a r n a t i o n and R e s u r r e c t i o n ; o f 

Ma t t e r and S p i r i t i n e q u i p o i s e ; tne stone of h i s grave 

was the doorway o l death and o i r t h ; he jms the m a r i n e i 

who ceaseth not i n t h e ooat o f t h e Sun; who knoweth t he 

two Sycamores of t u r q u o i s e ; who cometh f o r t h l i k e t h e 

l i l y o f mothe r - o f - e m e r a l d ; who i s , i n h i s numblest 

m a n i f e s t a t i o n , the two Adams of S t * P a u l . The t r u e 



- 627 -

m y s t i c , whoever he be, who designed t he S t a t i o n s of 

the Cross i n Westminster C a t h e d r a l , has i n h i s 

r e p r e s e n t a t i o n o f the entombment made t h e Body o f 

C h r i s t s t i f f e n i n t o d e a t h i n such a manner t h a t two 

f i n g e r s of the r i g i d Hand are o u t s t r e t c h e d , as a s i g n 

t h a t here a l s o i s the double god; the D i v i n e i n 

E t e r n i t y , the human i n Time. 

At t he end of these t h o u g h t s I remember the Chinese 

s a i l o r , f a l l e n on e v i l days, who came t o s e l l me h i s 

god, whom he c a r r i e d about i n a c a r p e t b a g . The solemn 

Buddha I bought f r o m him has now f o r some yea r s 

m e d i t a t e d i n the room where I o f t e n e s t w r i t e , i n a 

l a t t i c e - w o r k g n r i n e o f pale s t o n e , f l a n k e d by two 

l i t t l e l i o n s o f j a d e , who a r e , as t h e Chinese s a i l o r 

t o l d me, the guardians and f a m i l i a r s of the god. 

X X I I 

TO THE ANGEL OF THE SUN 

0 g l i t t e r i n g Angel o f t n e Sun, 
'.Those f i e r y l a b o u r s never cease, 
Send me t h e phoenix-dream o f peace 
When t h i s l o n g p i l g r i m a g e i s done; 
For we who t u r n t h e w o r l d t o rhymes 
Are lone s t a r s mourning what i s gone, 

/no l i v e a l t / 
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Dreaming o f merry Babylon, 
Desolate i n these oroken t i m e s . 
The a n c i e n t mark i s on our brows, 
Men hate our f o r e i g n t h o u g h t s , our words 
Remember what t h y h o l y b i r d s 
Sang i n the b u r n i n g cinnamon bough: 
"Torches of dreamland f l a r e i n v a i n 
About t h e p a s s i n g h e a r t o f d u s t ; 
Man's l a b o u r i s a heavy p a i n , 
H i s sword i s l i f t e d but t o r u s t ; 
The Temple crumbles as he o u i l d s , 
And Time devours the Mask o f Stone, 
The mummy t h e embalmer g i l d s 
I s but a p a t t e r n l o r h i s own." 
0 pacing L i o n o f the Sun, 
Who meets h i s shadow i n t h e sea, 
Where i n the d e s e r t , when a l l ' s done, 
S h a l l my own Image r u n t o me? 

HERMAS AND THE DAEMON 

Hermas 

By t h e calm, m a s k - l i k e , u n r e l e n t i n g f a c e 
That you have borrowed from some E g y p t i a n tomb, 
I know you f o r a Daemon; and by your eyes 
S t i l l as a l i z a r d ' s ; and by your r i g i d f e e t 
S a n d a l l e d w i t h g o l d , t h a t do not t o u c h t h i s e a r t 

L i s t e n t o me. 

Daemon 
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Hermas 

I l i s t e n u n a f r a i d , 
You are the tempter who comes once t o a l l . 

Daemon 

C a l l me t n e tem p t e r i f you w i l l ; I see 
Gray i n your h a i r , and i n your eyes a h i n t 
Of courage and wisdom t h a t might c a l l me h e r e , 
As your i m a g i n a t i o n g i v e s me snape; 
And I am bidden i n v i t e you, chosen of many, 
To j o i n our company i n a s e c r e t p l a c e , 
Where a l l my comrades w i t h t h e i r m o r t a l f r i e n d s 
Prepare t h e hour t h a t f r e e s us f r o m the s t a r s 
And wearisome Time; so come, e l e c t e d b r o t h e r , 
To share my d e a t n l e s s oody. Ten thousand years 
The lawns whose p e a r l - g r a y dew no f e e t have t r o d 
Await our st e p s where the f i r s t Ocean l a v e s 
The g r e e n - t r e s s e d agate r o c k s w i t h s a l t y l i f e ; 
And sycamores o l d e r than Dodona's oaks 
Among o r a c u l a r f o l i a g e m u t t e r wisdom 
That has escaped you a l l your t o i l s o m e days. 

Hermas 

I hear t h e i r l e a f y murmur i n your v o i c e , 
And t h r o u g h your eyes, as i n those w a t e r y deeps 
Fronds wave and f i s h e s move, see human forms 
Who l a b o u r i n a v i s i o n a r y l i g h t , 
Armoured w i t h phosphorescence l i k e t h e sea's; 
Some pour dark wine f r o m o l d u r n s i n t o bowls; 
Some, a t the f e e t of a dark shape o f s t o n e , 
Feed c r a c k l i n g tongues o f flame w i t h blossomy boughs; 
B i l l o w s o f heavy smoke r o l l l a z i l y seaward. 
Who are the shadows, Daemon? do t h e y l i v e ? 

Daemon 

P l a y e r s o f i n s t r u m e n t s pour out sound l i k e wine, 
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And poets c a s t t h e c o l o u r e d boughs o f s p r i n g 
I n t o the f i r e o f r e v e r i e ; smoke of dreams 
Flows t o the mother o f a l l dreams, the Sea. 

Hermas 

How do the shadows name t h e gray stone shape? 

Daemon 

They name her S i l e n c e . 

Hernias 

Do the shades e x i s t 
Because your eyes have f n g n t e d t h o u g h t t o s l e e p , 
Daemon whose eyes are c r y s t a l s i n the Sun? 

Daemon 

You see them i n t h e emblematic shapes 
T h e i r h e a r t s p r e p a r e , as t r i e r i p e acorn pours 
An oak i n some i n v i s i b l e mould o f f o r m . 
These are t h e l a b o u r e r s who r e c e i v e f o r h i r e 
The Moon's unquai r i e d s i l v e r ; t h i r s t y dreamers 
Who f o u n d , b e i n g s t i l l e n t r a m e l l e d by t h e s t a r s , 
I n t o l e r a b l e venom t o t h e f l e s h 
I n t h e olympian hydromel, y e t drank deep; 
T h e i r l i p s have s h r i v e l l e d on t h e edge of the cup. 

Hermas 

Have I not drank as deep as any th e r e ? 
But n o t , 0 Daemon, your d e l u d i n g wine, 
Nor i n t h e i r company whom my h e a r t c r i e s 
Are your c o - e v a l s ; daemons o f e a r t h , a i r , w a t e r ; 
Not my l o s t b r o t h e r s of t h e h o l y f i r e , 
?/hose b r i g h t n e s s i s t h e shadow of t h e i r l o r d . 
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These are but phantoms whom your s u b t l e w i l l 
Has c l a d i n some i l l u s i o n of romance 
To l u r e , as charms t h e g l i t t e r i n g snake a b i r d , 
My w o n d e r - l o v i n g s p i r i t t o i t s f a l l . 

Daemon 

Would you t r e a d f e a r , t he m i d n i g h t t o a d , t o deatn? 
And wander l i v i n g t h r o u g h the u n d e r - w o r l d , 
And be no more t h e s p o r t , as now you a r e , 
Of d i v e r s e essences? 0 unhappy, w a v e r i n g 
M o r t a l , v a i n as a wave I 
Chained t o c o r r u p t i o n by the gyves of t e r r o r I 
A h i s s i n g t o r c h borne t h r o u g h a storm o f r a i n ! 
I o f f e r you t h e cup the magian Kin«s, 
And a l l the d u s t y a l c h e m i s t s you dream o f , 
Sought s l e e p i n g and awake when the w h i t e Moon 
That now r i d e s dead was once a l i v i n g w o r l d ; 
Do you r e f u s e , as though decay's d u l l candle 
Would o u t s h i n e heaven's t a l l beacon i n the end? 

Hermas 

S p i r i t , you rave i n your daemonic m i n d l 
Not t h e seven p l a n e t s w i t h t h e i r c a p t i v e s t a r s 
Goaded a l o n g the t u r q u o i s e f l o o r s o f space, 
Could f i l l the cup t h a t Eden's r e v e l d r a i n e d . 
I l o o k beyond t h e a c c i d e n t a l beauty 
Of a l l b e w i l d e r i n g emblems of the gods, 
To t h a t g r e a t stormy t h r e s h o l d of the S i b y l 
Whose l i p s b e t r a y the i n v i s i b l e source of l i f e . 
A l l must d r i n k t h e r e , save o n l y the d e a t h l e s s ones; 
Perhaps t h e y a l s o ; once when I was young 
I thought I say/ t h e changeable forms of gods 
Hoving a t h i g h noon i n aj* i l e x g r o v e , 
Calm, a w f u l , c o l d , t o o b e a u t i f u l f o r l i f e ; 
T h e i r h a r d eyes shone l i k e suns m i r r o r e d i n i c e ! 
And once a t dawn, upon t h e windy beach, 
B e a t i n g my b r a i n s over a d i f f i c u l t t h o u g h t , 
The keen s a l t a i r grew on a sudden s o f t 
7/ith l a n g u i d b r e a t h s o f summer roses b l o w i n g 
And t h e monotonous v o i c e s o f the g u l l s 
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Became t h e amorous moan o f r e s t l e s s doves, 
Whose c o r a l f e e t and h y a c i n t h - c o l o u r e d b r e a s t s 
Were l o v e l y t o t h e eye, 0 envious Daemon; 
But when she passed who t r e a d s a l l h e a r t s a l i k e ; 
Yenus, who e l s e ? I saw Myrrha's deep eyes. 
So are a l l shapes men burn t h e i r n e a r t s b e f o r e ; 
Phantoms o f t h o u g h t i n f l i g h t , a r r e s t e d suddenly 
Before us on a m i r r o r o f s t i l l a i r . 
We giv e the i m m o r t a l s bodies l i k e our own; 
For how can man, wno dares the gr a v e , adore 
A phantom god who n e i t h e r s u f f e r s nor d i e s ? 

Daemon 

There i s a r e s t l e s s Image m your h e a r t 
Who w i l l not s t a y a moment i n one dream, 
Nor leave one t h o u g h t u n r a v e l l e d and a t peace, 
But wanders l i k e t h e sea's edge a f t e r t h e Moon's 
Sleep-wandering f e e t . 

Hermas 

An Image t h a t remembers 
I t s t r a n s c e n d e n t a l f a l l ; w herefore I move 
Beneath t he d r i f t i n g change of t i m e and sky, 
Among s u b l u n a r y images, whether of daemons 
That v a n i s h c l o u d - l i k e , or o f Pyramids, 
Temples or C i t i e s , b u i l t w i t h hands l i k e t h e s e , 
As among emblems i n a happy dream; 
There are no more. 

Daemon 

They are indeed no more, 
But I would l i f t you out o f time and sky, 
Free from t h e burden o f tnese many dreams, 
To share w i t h you a t h r o n e t h a t i s not l e a s t 
Among daemonic t h r o n e s , f o r we are one. 
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Hermas 

Maybe you are my shadow, and we are one 
As v o i c e and echo, or as p l a c i d c l o u d 
And i t s r e f l e c t i o n i n the broken s h a l l o w s ; 
But not as flame and l i g h t a r e , nor the h o l y 
I n s e p a r a b l e m y s t e r y o f Being 
W i t h Beauty one when c h i l d or woman s m i l e s . 
Daemon, you are a s e r v a n t of d e s p a i r , 
Your h e a r t a h o l l o w s h e l l e c h o i n g t h e sad 
P l a i n t o f a sea where never m a r i n e r s i n g s 
Contempt o f death i n h i g h a d v e n t u r e ^ won, 
But c a r e f u l cowards hug t h e s t o r m l e s s beach 
W i t h ragged s a i l s , g a t h e r e d i n some d i s a s t r o u s 
And n e v e r - s a t e d comradeship o f wrongs 
You o f f e r me the w i t h e r e d leaves of ma^ic, 
The t a t t e r e d l u r e of "ye s h a l l never d i e " ; 
But these t i r e d bones t h a t c r y a g a i n s t t n e c h o i c e , 
Have l i f t e d t o o hard burdens t h r o u g h the w o r l d , 
And would n o t now be cheated of the grave„ 
Or even d i d t h e f l e s h , as i t does n o t , 
Desire t o l i e f o r e v e r i n t h e Sun, 
A s t a g n a n t p o o l , and n o t become a c l o u d ; 
Soul and not Body i s master i n t h i s House. 
The Soul has chosen; t h r o u g h the grave's g r a y door 
W i t h a l l my K i n I ' l l f a r e t h e a d v e n t u r o u s way, 
And f r e e t h e god who s l e e p s , i f dreams be t r u e , 
Not o n l y i n p a s s i o n a t e h e a r t s of men and women, 
But i n each t r e e , dumb b e a s t , and shapeless s t o n e , 
The p o r t i o n of c a p t i v e l i g h t t h a t a w a i t s d e l i v e r a n c e . 

Daemon 

I fade away; your t h r i c e - b e w i l d e r i n g god 
Has made o f t h i s most p a s s i o n a t e adventure 
An a c c i d e n t a l energy o f tne mind; 
I f a d e , I f a d e . . . i n t o my own d e s p a i r . . . . 
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Hermas 

Now he has gone I w i l l c r y a human c r y ; 
I w i l l s i n g t h e song I made when Myrrna went, 
'Those p r e t t y f i n g e r s c l o s e d t h e u g l y oooks 
That now are a l l I have D Dreams and a songl 
A c r y going a f t e r her t o the Abyss I 
"She w i l l n o t corne, she w i l l not s m i l e any more; 
I s h a l l n o t see her a g a i n , she who was mine; 
I have l a i d o f f e r i n g s under t h e Sycamore; 
A r u b y , a robe o f s i l k , a j a r of wi n e , 
Her f a v o u r i t e f a n , her l u t e r e a d y t o hand; 
But one hot noon has d r a i n e d t he w i n e - j a r d r y , 
My g i f t s are h i d d e n m the wind-blown sand, 
The l u t e - s t r i n g s broke a t sunset w i t h a c r y . " 

SALUTATION TO THE MANES 
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An A r a b i a n N i g h t 
i n f o u r a c t s 
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by 
Jo S a c k v i l l e M a r t i n 
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Nourmana1 

An A r a b i a n N i g h t 

CHARACTERS 

Nourmahal. 
Badoura. 
I s h m a e l . 
G-ulnare. 
Zeyn Alasman. 
Akbar. 
Grand V i z i e r . 
V i c k r a m . 
An O f f i c e r . 
Fareesh. 
Vishnumara. 
A S o l d i e r . 
A F a k i r . 
A S o p h i s t . 
D.jaleeb. 
S e l i m . 
F a t i ma. 
Zouredinah. 
A Merchant o f D e s i r e s . 
The Kin g o f the Dream C i t y o f Ur-Q,uadesh, 

A c o u r t e z a n of Samarkand„ 
Ano t h e r . 
An Arab s l a v e o f Badoura. 
Female s l a v e o f Badoura. 
A p o e t . 
P r i n c e o f Samarkand. 

C a p t a i n o f A k b a r ' s Body Guard, 

Keeper of a Hascheech Den. 
H i s dwarf s l a v e . 

A s l a v e merchant. 

The a c t i o n t a k e s place p a r t l y i n the C i t y o f Samarkand, 
and p a r t l y i n t h e Dream C i t y o f Ur-Q,uadesh. 

T i m e — t h e time o f a l l A r a b i a n N i g h t s . 



- 637 -

Nourmahal 

A c t i n g V e r s i o n 

Act I 

Scene. A room i n t h e house of Badoura, a Courtezan 
o f Samarkand. I t i s a low room, hung w i t h b r i g h t 
c o l o u r e d t a p e s t r i e s . On the f l o o r a re p i l e s o f 
cu s h i o n s , and many low t a b l e s which bear s a l v e r s , 
l a d e n w i t h boxes of sweetmeats, f r u i t s and, f l a g o n s 
o f wine ."A riarguilt? "stands" on one "of t h e t a b l e s . 
I n a c o r n e r , a green p a r r o t swings on h i s pe^lreh. 
There are c u r t a i n e d windows f C, and t h e e n t r a n c e 
i s H. The windows are c u r t a i n e d w i t h s t r i n g e d 

Badoura b e f o r e a m i r r o r , i s a r r a n g i n g her 
h a i r and ner d r a p e r i e s . Zeyn Alasman, a handsome 
young Arab, stands C, w a t c h i n g her w i t h an i r o n y 
h a l f d i r e c t e d a g a i n s t h e r , h a l f a g a i n s t h i m s e l f . 
3adoura, t u r n i n g , and f i n d i n g him s t i l l s t a n d i n g , 
h a l f l a ughs and nods d i s m i s s a l . 

Badoura. Good nie-ht, s w e e t h e a r t . 

Zeyn. ( A n g r i l y ) Pahl 

Badoura. ( I n a l a n g u i s h i n g d r a w l ) Sleep w e l l . 

beads. 
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Zeyn. (Tersely) Sleep w e l l , 3adoura„ 

Badoura. You w i l l come again soon 0 

Zeyn. No, I w i l l never come again. As i t i s , how dare 
I look i n t o the eyes of her I love? Oh me, unhappy? 
Oh Zeyn Alasman, miserable wretch wno would f a i n 
be a poet,—how am I b e t t e r than a dog, a swine, a 
s e l f - i n d u l g e n t f o o l , — a n d worse tnan a f o o l . Ah, I 
hate myself. And you, Sadoura, curse you. 

Badoura. ( S t i l l arranging her h a i r ; laughing p r e t t i l y ) 
That i s about the seventh time you have made me t h a t 
l i t t l e speech. You w i l l come arrain. 

Zeyn. By A l l a h , I w i l l not. 

Badoura. When you come again, I w i l l t e l l you i f I 
l i k e your poem. You have l e f t i t , have you not? Ah 
yes, I see i t there. Read i t t o me, w h i l s t I f i n i s h 
my h a i r . 3ead i t now. 

Zeyn. I w i l l not. I am not i n the mood f o r reading. 
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Bad our a . Read i t , I s a y , — t o please rne. Have I not 
done much t o olease you? 

Zeyn, Plave you not been paid f o r your pleasing? 

Badoura. Read i t neverthelesse Or i s your poetry 
l i k e my a r t s , — a t the c a l l of money o n l y 9 

Zeyn. (Picking up the manuscript and l o o k i n g at her 
i r o n i c a l l y ) S h a l l I read i t then? 

Badoura„ Have I not said so? 

Zeyn. So be i t . (He reads) To Badoura. 

Badoura. Oh not t o Amine, t h e n ? — n o t t o your moon of 
love, your rose of desire? 

Zeyn. (7/lth emphasis) To Badoura. 

Badoura. Go on then. 

Zeyn. (Reading) 
What heart desires tnee, riose of the Bazaar? 
Thou sad, dishe v e l l e d flower I 
For thee, no sun, nor moon, nor any star 
Brings the p r o m t i o u s nour, 
Then hot love waxeth sleepy w i t h d e l i g h t , 
l u l l e d by the sound of kisses i n tne n i g h t , 
Sad g i r l , t h a t faded face has l o s t i t s power. 
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3adoura. Dishevelled flower I Faded f a c e l Oh you 

unspeakable v i l l a i n ! 

Zeyu. You would hear i t . 

Badoura. Lost my power, have I ? Then why are you 
here? " rhat brings you? ".That brought you two days 
ago? What brings you four days out of every seven? 
Slobbering i d i o t l 

Zeyn, You would hear i t , I say„ 

Badoura•> Did I ask t o l i s t e n t o l i e s ? My face i s not 
fad e d. (She s c r u t i n i z e s h e i s e l f anxiously i n the 
m i r r o r . ) You l i e , I say. Conceited d r i v e l l e r , , Perhaps 
a l i t t l e heaviness under the eyes,—a l i n e or two 
about the mouth. That i s the work of the hascheecn 
cup. But l o s t i t s powei I You l i e , Zeyn Alasman. Own 
t h a t you l i e , — - a s poets l i e , — a n d perhaps I w i l l 
admit t h a t you are a ooet. 

Zeyn. I l i e , — a s poets li e , — w h o s e l i e s hold the 
essence of t r u t h . 
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3adoura, So, you admit you l i e , I care not. 

Zeyn. Admit taen, I am a poet 0 

Badoura. I f t o be a l i a r i s t o be a poet, then you 
are a p o e t , — a great poet., The very greatest of 
poet S o Omar and Hafiz should go to school to tnee. 

Zeyn, Enough. I w i l l w r i t e verses t o thee, Badoura,— 
but I r e t u r n here no more c 

Badoura, You w i l l come agai n 0 (Laughing) J r i t e tne 
verses and br i n g them w i t h you« 

Zeyn. I w i l l never come again,, Tmnic you tna t I 
cannot r e s i s t you*7 

Badoura» You cannot r e s i s t w r i t i n g verses,—and 
r e a d i n ^ them to me» You w i l l come a~ain. 

Zeyn. (Hopelessly) never J 

(He e x i t s R, tnrougn the curtained doorway 0) 

Bad our a. (Solus; c a l l i n g a f t e r him) '.Yhen you come next 
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week, br i n g a b e t t e r poem w i t h you. (She yawns) 
Heichol I rather l i k e that f o o l i s h youth. He's m 
love. He i s l i k e the others. They come to me v-.ien 
thev are f i r s t i n love. The v i r t u o u s women don't 
h a l f r e a l i s e what they owe us. Y7e teach t h e i r l o v e r s , 
and they b e n e f i t , — a n d yet i f they knew, tney 
wouldn't thank us. I wonder now i f Zeyn Alasman's 
b e l o v e d , — h i s Amine,—only knew who f i r s t c r i t i c i s e d 
the poems he w r i t e s about her, whether sue would 
thank vie. I wonder J Well, w e l l , I shouldn't have been 
born a woman,, Tne g i f t of tnou'rht i s f a t a l to women,— 
e s p e c i a l l y i f tney acply i t t o t h e i r own t r a d e . (She 
yawns l u x u r i o u s l y , stretches n e r s e l f , and nicks uo 
the moutripiece of the narguile*. A f t e r a few puf f s 
she draws a parchment from hei breast, reads i t 
c a r e f u l l y , w i t h a h a l f s c o r n f u l smile, and tosses i t 
aside. Then she claps-her nands, c a l l i n g ) lshmael! 
Ishmaell Come here. You lazy, wicked, son of the 
desert, come here. 

(A t a l l , b e a u t i f u l l y poised, f u l l - b l o o d e d Arab boy 
answers the c a l l , e n t e r i n g R. His small, c l o s e l y set 
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features nave i n tnem s one t h i n g of the eagerness 
of the" w i l d animal. His f i n e l y hooked nose w i t h i t s 
s e n s i t i v e n o s t r i l s , n i s g i r l i s h mouth, the manly 
grimness of his adolescent c h i n , bespeak a desert 
ancestry. He c a r r i e s a massive copoer t r a y , laden 
w i t h innumerable r e q u i s i t e s of an Arabian lady's 
t o i l e t . He sets the t r a y down upon a l i t t l e bable, 
and t a k i n g a l i v e coal from a b r a z i e r , presses i t 
i n t o the bowl of the courtezan's n a r g u i l e . Badoura 
smokes."! 

(Thrus t i n g out one f o o t ) My s l i p n e r has f a l l e n o f f 
Ishmael. Put i t on. (Ishmael seeks amongst the cushions 
f o r the s l i p p e r , and f i n d i n g i t , attempts to nut i t on 
the wrong- way about. Heel to toe. ) 

Badoura. (Regarding him c u r i o u s l y , w i t h a laugh which 
she t r i e s to make i r r i t a b l e ) You're a f o o l , boy. Do 
you expect me to walk backwards? 

Ishmael. ( S t i l l fumbling; n i s eyes on her face) A l l 
should 

the world/walk backwards i n your presence, lady. 

Badoura. You are c e r t a i n l y a f o o l , — a n d you are clumsy. 
I don't know why I keep you. (She snatches the s l i p p e r 
from him and puts i t on h e r s e l f ) Oh dear! Look at 
that now! 

Ishmael. ( I n hushed i n t e r r o g a t i o n ) Lady? 
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Badoura. One of my b r a c e l e t s has s l i p p e d o f f . Put i t 

on, Ishmael. (Ishmael seeks amongst the oushions f o r 

the b r a c e l e t , but as I t has not f a l l e n o f f j h e cannot 

f i n d i t . He regards h i s m i s t r e s s i n hopeless agony). 

Badoura. ( P u l l i n g one of the b r a c e l e t s from her arms 

and handing i t to him) Oh, put i t on again, Ishmael. 

(She holds out her arm, Ishmael, k n e e l i n g before 

her, c l a s p s the b r a c e l e t round the t h i c k of her arm 

above the elbow. She l e t s her arm f a l l a c r o s s h i s 

knees. He s p r i n g s back, o v e r s e t t i n g the t a b l e which 

bears the laden s a l v e r . He stands trembling.) 

What i s the matter? 

Ishmael. (With a profound salaam) Gracious m i s t r e s s ! 

Badoura. (Languidly) You are a handsome l a d , Ishmael. 

Sing to me. 

Ishmael. At your bidding, Lady Badoura. 

Badoura. Or s t a y , — s p e a k the words, I do not love your 

v o i c e . Speak the song. 
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Ishmaele (Speaks; to an accompaniment of plucked 

atrlflgSjQ 

The white cranes wandering by, 
Breaking the t w i l i g h t ' s r e s t 
With t h e i r sorrowful cry-
Disappear i n the west, 
Spots on the desert sky. 

Badoura* Most m u s i c a l . Who i s the author of t h a t poem? 

Ishmael. I t i s j u s t a song, Lady Badoura,, T h i s i s the 

second v e r s e . 

S t a r s f l o w e r i n g , one by one 
Out of Heaven's blue deep 
Bring no o b l i v i o n ; 
B r i n g no quiet s l e e p 
To me whom they shine upon. 

Badouraa (Sighing profoundly) A h I I am ready to weep I 

Who has taught you to speak v e r s e , Ishmael. S i x 

months ago, you had an ear set to f a l s e measures, 

and thought of nothing but chance sweetmeats; and 

now you r e c i t e l i k e a poet. You have brought a r e a l 

s i g h from my heart and r e a l t e a r s to my eyes. I who 

know so many poets and am so weary of them. Who 

taught you to sing? T e l l me? 
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Ishmael* The t h i r d verse, Lady, e x p l a i n s the meaning 

of the preceding stanzas and f i n i s h e s the song. 

Deign to l i s t e n . 

There i s no peace, ah no! 
Those cold cold s t a r s above 
And the d e s e r t sands below 
Are p e r i s h i n g of the slow 
Sweet melody of l o v e ! 

Badoura. You have a sweet v o i c e , Ishmael. I did wrong 

to say t h a t I loved i t n o t , — a n d you have a p r e t t y 

fancy. Don't look l i k e a f o o l . I know you made t h a t 

poem y o u r s e l f . You are a c l e v e r l a d , — f o r a negro. 

Ishmael. I f i t p l e a s e s the Lady Badoura that I be a 

negro, then I am a negro. But I was not born a negro. 

Badoura. No? Well, go now, Ishmael. To your d u t i e s . 

Wash the d i s h e s , see t h a t my horses are groomed, and 

when you have done t h a t . . . . . 

(Gulnare, a young s l a v e g i r l , r e d - h a ired and green-
eyed, rushes i n R, at door, and' bumps against h i s 
receding f i g u r e , ishmael e x i t s R.) 

Gulnare. Oh, oh, Lady Badoura I Oh M i s t r e s s ! Oh f o r g i v e 

me f o r coming i n l i k e t h i s . Oh, I knew i t would 

happen some day, and now i t has happened I Oh, I'm 
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out of breathe Oh, Lady Badoura, t i d y the room. 

Burn a p a s t i l l e . Powder your f a c e . Oh myI Oh myl Oh 

how my heart beats! 

Badoura. Chatter, c h a t t e r , c h a t t e r ! Screech, screech, 

screeoh! You s c a r l e t - o r e ^ s t e d parakeet! Have done, 

or you s h a l l be whipped. My nerves cannot endure i t . 

Now don't blubber, you l i t t l e f o o l ! W i l l you d r i v e 

me mad? How many times have I t o l d you not to rush 

i n upon me l i k e a sandstorm? Stand s t i l l , w i l l you. 

Go away at once. No. Come back. Oh my poor head. 

F i n d the rose water and the smelling b o t t l e . No, put 

them down,—I don't want them. Fan me,—No, not t h a t 

way, you c a r e l e s s g i r l . Do you think t h a t fan i s a 

f l y - f l i p p e r ? Put i t down at once. I s my nose red? 

What brought you here? 

Gulnare. Oh m i s t r e s s , what an honour! What r e j o i c i n g s ! 

Showers of golden honour and the eyes of a l l other 

women red with envy. Now l e t Zouredinah go out i n t o 

the d e s e r t and d i g h e r s e l f a g r a v e l Cheap t h i n g ! And 

Nourmahal, the conceited t h i n g whose pride a l l the 

r i c h young men feed with t h e i r nonsense, won't she 
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b i t e her long p o l i s h e d n a i l s sharp now. They say 

she s c r a t c h e s P r i n c e Akbar's f a c e ! 

Badoura, ( R i s i n g a n g r i l y ) I t i s not f o r nothing that 

my s l a v e s are the f a t t e s t and the most contented i n 

Samarkand. I am an indulgent f o o l with you* But i f 

you do not immediately and without one f u r t h e r 

unnecessary word, give me your message, I w i l l have 

you whipped so t h a t you w i l l not l i e easy f o r a 

month to come. 

Guinare. Oh Lady Badoura, what honour,—what j o y . The 

V i z i e r S The Grand V i z i e r , — i s here. 

Badoura. The V i z i e r ? 

Gulnare. Even s o l 

(She gives a sudden screech, and f l o p s downwards upon 
tne i i o o r . aadbura t u f n s rouna i n s u r p r i s e . Tne Cirand 
V'laier, a t a l l , S o l d i e r l y man, w e l l on i n middle age, 
has entered H. He stands with one hand hdlding back 
the oWtairi, and looks round him d i s d a i n f u l l y . Badoura 
looks aim up ana down, snrugs ner shoulders, t o s s e s 
ner head, yawns a f f e c t e d l y , arid t u r n s one shoulder to 
nim'. i^rie' begins to t u r n tne r i n g s upon her r i n g e r s . 
uuinare g r o v e l s out of tne room with bowed nead, not 
daring to r a i s e her eyes. The v i z i e r , a tremendous 
f i g u r e , with s l a n t eyes, c u r l i n g n o s t r i l s , and a 
square-out Rajput beard s t e p s i n t o the middle of the 
room. lie i s followed by f i v e armed men, who g a t h e r T n 
a l i t t l e motionless group about the doorway.7 
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Y i z l e r . Are you Badoura,—you g i r l ? 

Badourao I am the Lady B a d o u r a , — e r , — S i r . 

V i z i e r . Well, Lady Badoura (Emphasising the t i t l e 

contemptuously). I have work for you. L i s t e n to 

what I have t o say and stand s t i l l while I speak to 

you. You have heard of Prince Akbar? 

Badoura. (Simpering) Heard of him, E x o e l l e n c y ? 

V i z i e r . I f he be one of your customers, so much the 

b e t t e r , I wish you joy of the drunken e a t e r of 

swine's f l e s h . That I should c a l l such a man, my 

p r i n c e ! Well l i s t e n . He comes here t o - n i g h t . (Badoura 

s t a r t s ) He has of l a t e f i l l e d the court with h i s 

weeping, because h i s l a t e s t fancy, Nourmahal, i n the 

s t r e e t of the d r u g - s e l l e r s , w i l l have none of him. 

By A l l a h , she has some d i s c r i m i n a t i o n . He w i l l come 

here to-night to you, doubtless to make her j e a l o u s , — 

i f by chance one of her s o r t can experience so human 

a sentiment. You w i l l p l y him with d r i n k . That i s 

easy. You w i l l b r i n g out the t r i c k s you r e s e r v e f o r 

your best c u s t o m e r s , — r e l u c t a n t modesty, and so 
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f o r t h , — y o u know! You w i l l so arrange your a f f a i r 

t h a t he s h a l l be i n your arms at the s t r i k i n g of 

the tenth hour. You w i l l have extinguished the 

lamp. The a f o r e s a i d r e l u o t a n t modesty w i l l be your 

excuse. My s o l d i e r s w i l l be here, h i d i n g i n the 

c o r r i d o r without. When they rush i n , be sure to 

hold Akbar t i g h t l y i n your arms so t h a t they may 

dea l with him the more e a s i l y . 

Badoura. (Rushing to the door with a scream) Murder! 

(The men bar her way. She t u r n s to the V i z i e r . ) 

Murder, I say. There s h a l l be no murder here! 

V i z i e r . I am g i v i n g orders. 

Badoura. I won't help you. I won't! I won't! 

V i z i e r . You w i l l do what I t e l l you. You w i l l not say 

any more. Not another word. You have your i n s t r u c t i o n s . 

C a r r y them out. (To the men) Hide yourselves o u t s i d e . 

(He goes to the door and confers with them i n 

whispers.) 

Badoura. (Gaining c o n t r o l of h e r s e l f i n a desperate 

undertone) Oh A l l a h ! Nay, not A l l a h , but thou, Oh 
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Satan, Master of L i e s , Patron of the d e c e i t f u l 

tongues of women, I Badoura, have t r u l y sinned i n 

thy s e r v i c e . Aid me now, Oh Master of L i e s . Akbar! 

Akbar! They s h a l l not s l a y thee. (She r a p i d l y 

powders her f a c e , t u r n i n g her baok to the doorway.) 

V i z i e r . ( S t r i d i n g i n t o the room) Now Badoura! 

Badoura. Oh yes. I know what you r e q u i r e of me. As the 

tenth hour s t r i k e s , you, E x c e l l e n c y , suppose that 

Akbar, P r i n c e of Samarkand, w i l l be h e l p l e s s i n my 

arms, a de f e n c e l e s s prey to the daggers of your 

a s s a s s i n s . Do you suppose w e l l , Oh l o y a l V i z i e r of 

Akbar? 

V i z i e r . I am not supposing. I am g i v i n g you orders. 

Badoura. For what do you take me, E x c e l l e n c y ? 

V i z i e r . (Grimly) For a h a r l o t . 

Badoura. I am a h a r l f c t . I robe my beauty i n shame and 

s e l l i t . I was born so. My mother was a h a r l o t . My 

f a t h e r was a regiment. I t i s i n my blood. Love i s 

good, but i t i s not good u n t i l gold has been paid f o r 

i t . Food and drink are good, but i f I had my way, I 
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would drink d i s s o l v e d gold and pepper my meats with 

the dust of gold. I would paint my l i f e w i th gold. 

I would have a gilded h e a r t . I f you want the corpse 

of Akbar, you must g i l d i t . 

V i z i e r . I s Zeyn Alasman^ j>ne of your customers, by any 

chance? 

Badoura. Why E x o e l l e n c y ? 

V i z i e r . Nothing, nothing. But your t a l k i s the s t a l e 

phantom of h i s t h r i c e affeminate poetry. 

Badoura. (Yawning) Oh,—good night, E x c e l l e n c y . 

V i z i e r . I n s o l e n t woman! Do you dare to pretend even to 

forget the task I have l a i d upon you. 

Badoura. (Eyeing him l a n g u i s h i n g l y ) Not i f your 

E x c e l l e n c y remembers the p r i c e you intend to pay f o r 

the s e r v i c e . 

V i z i e r . P r i c e , you f o o l l I have but to clagp my hands 

and my men w i l l d r a i n your l i f e - b l o o d out here upon 

your scented c a r p e t , and then who w i l l come to k i s s 

your cut t h r o a t ? 
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Badoura* (Snapping her f i n g e r s i n h i s f a c e ) C e r t a i n l y 

not Akbar. Akbar k i s s e s no cut t h r o a t s . No, no, 

Highness. I t w i l l not do. Your t h r e a t s are hollow. 

You may wish to k i l l me,—but you dare not do i t . 

You w i l l not do i t , = i f your treacherous plot i s as 

near your heart as your pale face says i t is» (The 

V i z i e r s n a r l s and h a l f p u l l s a dagger.) Don't 

threaten me. You are only a man under your t i t l e s and 

your c u r l e d beard, and your pretence of gr a n d e u r ; — 

you are only a man whom my eyes s t r i p naked, and I 

defy you. I Badoura, the h a r l o t , def^y you, you l i c k ­

s p i t t l e of Kings! 

V i z i e r . (Somewhat nonplussed) Woman 

Badoura. You have s a i d i t . I am a woman. I am as many 

times a woman as you have c a l l e d me one,—nay, as men 

have c a l l e d me one. I have l i s t e n e d so long to the 

l i e s of men that I know there i s only one th i n g t h a t 

they can giv e . I used to ask for l o v e ; they taught me 

what that meant» They gave me gold i n s t e a d of i t and 

that taught me what t h a t meant. I t means a l l that I 

can a s k , — i t purchases f o r me a l l that there i s f o r me 
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i n the worlds Gold! Goldj hard p i e c e s of gold! 

V i z i e r . (Shrugging h i s shoulders) How much, oh She 

dog! 

Badoura. How much do you o f f e r ? 

V i z i e r . One hundred p i e c e s . 

Badoura. F i v e thousand p i e c e s . 

V i z i e r . You are mad. 

Badoura. No. I am sleepy. Good night, V i z i e r . 

V i z i e r . I w i l l not haggle with you. F i v e thousand 

p i e c e s . 

Badoura. Well, I w i l l consider t h a t , i f there go with 

i t an i n t r o d u c t i o n to your f r i e n d s , V i z i e r . 

V i z i e r . My f r i e n d s ! Well, I promise you t h a t . (He 

pauses) I t i s i n my mind Badoura, to confess t h a t I 

have misunderstood you. You have courage. You should 

have been the mother of s o l d i e r s . 

Badoura. (Sighing) You should have been t h e i r f a t h e r . 
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I w i l l help you. But courage, did you say? Ola no, 

I am a coward. I hate blood. I f a i n t at the thought 

of pain or death. Oh E x c e l l e n c y , w i l l i t hurt him 

much? 

V i z i e r . (Laughing) Don*t worry g i r l . A t h r u s t , — a 

gasp,—and i t w i l l be o v e r , — a n d you w i l l have 

earned your money. 

Badoura. Oh, the red gush of b l o o d , — i f i t should 

touch my hands. You do not seem to think of t h a t . I t 

i s nothing to you. You are a manl — w h a t a man! 

There are none such i n Samarkand J 

T i z i e r . HaJ Hal HumJ Hal Not now p e r h a p s , — b u t when I 

was a young man, by A l l a h , there were many l i k e me. 

(Badoura s i n k s down and b u r s t s i n t o h y s t e r i c a l 

weeping.) Now by the Sandals of God, g i r l , what i s 

the matter? Nay, nay, by the Prophet, weep not so. 

Badoura. Oh, oh, oh, oh, ohl What chance has a poor 

g i r l S How can she lead a decent l i f e ? Did not A l l a h 

make me as I am? Did not A l l a h foresee that I should 

be w i l l i n g to commit murder at the bidding of t h i s 
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most wonderful, handsome, b l o o d - t h i r s t y , k i n g l y , 

bearded, God-like w a r r i o r ? —Oh n o , — n o t w a r r i o r , — 

more than w a r r i o r , — P r i n c e , King, G o d,—that ever 

the eyes of a poor g i r l looked upon. (SobsJ 

T i z l e r . (Importantly) Hrrhm! Hrrhml Now, now. There, 

t h e r e ! Do not weep. I w i l l p r o t e ct you. 

Badoura. (Sobbing s t i l l more h y s t e r i c a l l y ) Oh, oh! 

Oh, E x c e l l e n c y , i f a l l men were l i k e you, I should 

be i n love with my p r o f e s s i o n . (She catches hold of 

h i s hand and f r a n t i c a l l y fondles i t . ) You do not know 

how I despise the men who come h e r e , — a pack of 

s i l l y , scented poets with p i e c e s of paper i n t h e i r 

pockets, boring me to death with t r a s h about 

n i g h t i n g a l e s and new moons. (Sobs) I am sure they 

are a l l cowards. But you,—you don't w r i t e poetry! 

You don't w r i t e about anything. You do anything you 

want to do. You want to get r i d of Akbar, and you 

make me get r i d of him f o r y o u , — a s I w i l l do. How 

can I help but do i t when you ask me? — f o r you are a 

man,—and I have d e a l t so long with the husks of men. 
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V i z i e r . ( P a t t i n g her hand c o n s o l i n g l y ) Ah, s e n s i b l e 

wenchI You w i l l p l ay your p a r t , — a n d a f t e r that 

Badoura. A f t e r t h a t , oh Highborn, whose heel i s upon 

my neck? 

Y l z i e r . A f t e r t h a t , Badoura,—you s h a l l come to me. 

Badoura. (Clasping her hands) Oh most generous! Oh 

most brave! Oh most noble V i z i e r . (The V i z i e r pushes 

h i s s c i m i t a r out of the way and puts h i s arm round 

Badoura.) 

V i z i e r . Ah! 

Badoura. Oh! 

V i z i e r . L i t t l e s t a r of the world. 

Badoura. ( S o f t l y ) S t a y with me a l i t t l e while now, 

Highness. 

V i z i e r . Stay with you now? 

Badoura. (Fawning upon him) I t i s but e a r l y , Highness. 

See, i t wants yet h a l f an hour from the ninth hour. 
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There i s time. Stay a l i t t l e w h ile with Badoura. 

Oh lucky Badoura, who has found a man at l a s t . 

V i z i e r . By A l l a h , I w i l l s t a y . I must s t a y I I cannot 

help myself, adorable w i t c h . But f i r s t I must see 

that my men are p l a c e d . I go, but for a moment. I 

w i l l r e t u r n at once. I w i l l come back to you, l i t t l e 

g a z e l l e ! 

Badoura. (Holding out both arms) You w i l l not f a i l me? 

V i z i e r . Be not a f r a i d . I w i l l r e t u r n . 

(He e x i t s R. Badoura w a i t s l i s t e n i n g u n t i l the sound 
of h i s footst e p s has died away, and then s t r i k e s a 
gong, c a l l i n g "Ishmael! Ishmael!" The young Arab 
en t e r s and f a l l s upon both knees with bowed head and 
hands outstretched.) 

Badoura. Ishmael, you were a c h i l d when I bought you. 

Ishmael. I f the Lady Badoura p l e a s e s . 

Badoura. You are almost a man now, Ishmael. 

Ishmael. I f the Lady Badoura p l e a s e s . 

Badoura. Do you know whom you serve, Ishmael? 

Ishmael. I serve y o u , — t o death. 
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Badoura. Words, Ishmael. 

Ishmael. With words and with deeds, Lady,—prove me. 

Badoura. Those who serve me with d e e d s , — I reward, 

Ishmael. Please you to prove me. 

Badoura. You s a i d , — t o death, Ishmael. 

Ishmael. Even so. Do you ask proof of t h a t ? T h e n — 

(He snatches a dagger from h i s g i r d l e and i s about to 

plunge i t i n t o h i s b r e a s t when Badoura stops him.) 

Badoura. Don't do t h a t , foolS What use i s a dead man 

to any woman. Any man w i l l do he r o i c t h i n g s f o r h i s 

m i s t r e s s . The true l o v e r i — t h e t r ue l o v e r , Ishmael, 

i s he who w i l l play the f o o l f o r her. 

Ishmael. M i s t r e s s l LadyS Dress me i n the c a s t - o f f 

c l o t h e s of your s e r v i n g negro woman, seat me back­

wards upon a she-ass, s e l l me i n the market place for 

a bunch of grapes, and i f you but laugh at i t f o r a 

memory, the gates of Paradise w i l l have opened for 

Ishmael. 
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Badoura. (Laughing) Would you do a l l t h a t , Ishmael? 

Ishmael. Prove me, m i s t r e s s . 

Badoura. I f you w i l l do t h a t , you w i l l do a l e s s e r 

t h i n g . 

Ishmael. I w i l l do g r e a t e r t h i n g s , — o r l e s s e r , — a s 

you wish them. 

3adoura. ( C o o l l y ) You w i l l do what I t e l l you. Take 

t h i s gong. (She holds out a gong and a hammer.) 

Hide y o u r s e l f i n the l i t t l e alcove beneath the 

st a i r w a y near the window, and when you see the 

Muezzin mount the minaret to c a l l the hour of nine, 

s t r i k e ten str o k e s upon the gong. 

Ishmael. You mean s t r i k e nine upon the gong at the 

ninth hour? 

Badoura. I mean, s t r i k e ten upon the gong at the 

n i n t h hour. 

Ishmael. But why? 

Badoura. Those who serve me with d e e d s , — I reward. 
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But they must serve me without questioning. 

Ishmael. Give me the gong. 

(He takes i t and disappears through doorway R j 

Badoura. (Looking a f t e r him wi t h a s c o r n f u l laugh) 

So. I f Love can make a f o o l of a wise man, to what 

monster w i l l i t transform a f o o l i s h boy. 

(She arranges the cushions, making two p i l e s near 
together, takes a flagon from one of the t a b l e s , and 
f i l l s two cups.) 

(The V i z i e r e n t e r s B. ) 

(Handing him a cup) A t o a s t , E x c e l l e n c y . May t h a t 

which Badoura has undertaken, be s u c c e s s f u l l y 

accomplished. (The V i z i e r nods and d r i n k s . ) See, 

E x c e l l e n c y , I have made a seat f o r you. S i t down and 

I w i l l s i n g you a song about Love. 

(They s i t . The V i z i e r puts h l a arm about Badoura, but 
she s l i p s away from him.) 

Not y e t . L e t me s i n g my song, E x c e l l e n c y . A f t e r w a r d s , — 

(She r e c i t e s i n a low monotone, accompanying h e r s e l f 
on a s t r i n g e d instrument! 
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Oh, my s w i f t - s e t t i n g s t a r , teach me to f a s h i o n 
Some place of dreams,where my beloved may r e s t , 
With thy dark p e t a l s , f o o l i s h rose of passion, 
Strewn f o r one hour upon h i s l i p s and b r e a s t . 

For though l i k e l e a v e s we are blown apart h e r e a f t e r , 
S t r i c k e n with r u i n , and sorrowing as we go, 
There s h a l l be one bright hour of mingled laughter 
Ere Death's wind wakens or her waters flow. 

Here, though the dream fades, the palace moulders, 
Here where the Gods do nought t h e i r S a i n t s have vowed, 
B r i e f iiove i s s t i l l a golden spark t h a t smoulders 
Along the bleak edge of the embattled cloud. 

Love l i k e a flame l i g h t s up our p e r i s h i n g f a c e s , 
One moment i n our eyes her planets gleam, 
Sighing, we k i s s i n sorrow-haunted p l a c e s , 
And p a r t , the v a i n , sad people of a dream. 

V i z i e r . What a strange song,—and a sad one,—you 

strange g i r l . 

Badoura. But what a l o v e l y song. What a true song. Are 

we not the v a i n , sad people of a dream? 

V i z i e r . (Laughing) By E b l i s , I am no dream. One of 

your p u l i n g poets made th a t song, Badoura. Some 

mawkish boy with scented h a i r and a s t r i c k e n mind. 

Curse the song. I t hath made me sad. K i s s me. (Badoura 

avoids h i s k i s s , and s l i p s away laughing.) 

Badoura. Not yet, thou over-bold s o l d i e r . Thou a r t not 
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a t the sack of a town. 

V i z i e r . ( R i s i n g e x c i t e d l y ) By God, thou hast i t ! I 

would I were, wouldst thou k i s s me, Badoura, i f I 

rushed i n , sword i n hand, spattered with blood and 

f o u l with smokes- Aye, would st thou I 1 know thy kind. 

Badoura. ( F i l l i n g h i s cup) The more w i l l i n g l y f o r the 

blood. Thou a r t a wicked man. 

V i z i e r . (Draining the cup, and dashing the drops from 

h i s beard) I have been, Badoura. I have been. I have 

trodden on the neck of Death f o r the sake of a k i s s . 

Badoura. And w i l l again. 

V i z i e r . Thou sayest the t r u t h . Old s t i c k s burn the 

b r i g h t e s t . 

Badoura. And are the s w i f t l i e s t ash. 

V i z i e r . (Laughing) Very c l e v e r . Very c l e v e r . F i l l my 

cup. 

Badoura. ( F i l l i n g h i s cup) I s the wine to your t a s t e ? 

V i z i e r . (Drinking) An e x c e l l e n t wine. 
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Badoura. (Demurely) I t must be. I t hath made thee 

f o r g e t . 

v i z i e r . Forget! Forget what? 

Badoura. (Sighing profoundly) Nothing! Nothing! Only 

poor Badourao 

V i z i e r . A h a , — w i t c h ! (He makes a c l u t c h a t her which 

she eludes.) Come h i t h e r ! Come h i t h e r , I say, that I 

may k i s s thee. (He p i c k s up h i s cup but puts i t down 

again.) By A l l a h , 1 w i l l drink no more t i l l 1 have 

k i s s e d thee. The wine i s as heady as th i n e eyes. Come 

here. 

Badoura. Do you r e a l l y want mev 

V i z i e r . ( I n a voice which wine has thickened) Come here 

and see. 

Badoura. Art thou i l l f o r longing? 

V i z i e r . L i t t l e d e v i l ! Come h i t h e r . I am i l l f o r longing. 

Badoura. Then thou a r t not i l l enough. Thou must be 

made before Badoura says y e s . F i l l thy cup and empty 
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i t . 

V i z i e r . By A l l a h , I w i l l not. 

Badoura. Then thou dost not love me. 

V i z i e r . By A l l a h , I w i l l f i l l my cup to the very brim. 

(He f i l l s i t . ) I w i l l d r a i n i t to the very dregs. (He 

d r a i n s i t . ) Wow come h i t h e r . 

Badoura. Not y e t . i must dance t o thee. When thou h a s t 

seen me dance, thou w i l t be t r u l y mad,—and t h e n , — 

(She shakes her f i n g e r at him.) 

V i z i e r . More wine! 

(He t a k e s the cup i n one hand and the flagon i n the 
other, tie f i l l s the cup c l u m s i l y , s p i l l i n g wine. He 
drai n s i t a t a gulp and f i l l s a gain, tie looks up^ 
Badoura has gone to the window and i s looking out, 
holding the c u r t a i n s apa'rtT] 

(Holding the cup so that the wine runs onto the 

f l o o r ) What a r t thou doing t h e r e ? 

Badoura. Oh the l o v e l y s t a r s . 

V i z i e r . Curse the s t a r s i Dance. Dance! I w i l l pay thee 

w e l l . 
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Badoura. ( H y s t e r i c a l l y ) I w i l l dance into thy arms. 

V i z i e r . (Drunkenly) Good I E x c e l l e n t ! Dance! 

(Badoura begins to dance. The V i z i e r beats time with 
an u n c e r t a i n hand. Badoura, dancing, drops her shawls 
and v e i l s , one by one, and making a c i r c l e of the 
apartment, blows out each lamp as she comes to i t . Th< 
V i z i e r c l a p s h i s hands. Badoura ends the dance with a 
sudden dramatic gesture, and kneeling beside the 
V i z i e r , drags him down on to the cushions, embracing 
him.) 

Badoura. Now my s o l d i e r i 

V i z i e r , ( T h i c k l y ) I love thee, by A l l a h , I love thee. 

Wait but a minute and I w i l l k i s s thee. 

(Badoura twines h e r s e l f about him, imprisoning h i s 
arms i n her embrace. He k i s s e s her drunkenly. A gong 
s t r i k e s somewhere without. I t continues to s t r i k e . ) 

( S t r uggling) What i s that? 

Badoura. Naught! Naught! Love me! 

V i z i e r . L e t me go, Badoura. (The gong i s s t r i k i n g . ) 

Badoura. Never again, thou f o o l ! 

V i z i e r . ( S t r u g g l i n g ) Let me go, I say. What i s the hour? 

Bad oura. My hour! 
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(At the t e n t h stroke of the gons;. the assassins 
rush i n t o the darkened apartment and stab the V i z i e r , 
i n Badoura's arms. .Badoura leaps up and stands 
regarding them. They s n i l e at Badoura, showing t h e i r 
t e e t h . ) 

Laugh you f o o l s . Grin you murderers, wno are 
already dead. Look a t t h i s , you bungling apes. Look! 
Laugh n o w , — i f ye s t i l l must laugh. 
(She t u r n s the body over, showing the face. The 
assassins rush t o the door w i t h c r i e s . Their way i s 
stopped by Akbar, who stands i n the doorway, h o l d i n g 
the c u r t a i n s apart w i t h o u t s t r e t c h e d hands. They f a l l 
back i n a shaking group.) 

Akbar. What now? A brawl? have I not said there s h a l l 
be no br a w l i n g i n women's houses? Why do ye not 
answer me? (He looks slowly round and sees the body.) 
I s t h a t man drunk? Why do ye not answer me? (They 
f a l l on the ground, g r o v e l l i n g . Akbar w h i s t l e s . Armed 
men answer h i s summons.) Keep the door. (He s t r i d e s 
across the room and looks at the body.) By A l l a h , 
the}' have s l a i n the V i z i e r , lou s h a l l die f o r t h i s , 
Badoura. ( F u r i o u s l y . ) 

Badoura. way, noble Akbar, f o r t h i s i s no work of mine. 
There l i e the murderers. (She p o i n t s t o the p r o s t r a t e 
men. ) 
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Akbar. ( P i c k i n g up one of t h e i r f a l l e n daggers and 
examining i t ) Now by the beard of the Prcjhj'pjet, here 
i s a piece of most damnable trea c h e r y . My f a t h e r ' s 
noble and t r u s t e d V i z i e r , my own honourable f r i e n d , 
s l a i n by the guards who should have given t h e i r 
l i v e s f o r h i s . Were t h i s t o go unpunished, no man's 
l i f e would be safe. (To h i s men) Take av/ay these 
r e p t i l e s and slay them f o r t h w i t h i n the open bazaar. 
i t i s my order t h a t no man remove t h e i r bodies from 
the g u t t e r where ye s h a l l l e a v e them. 
(The "Vizier's men are taken away, o f f e r i n g no 
re s i s t a n c e . Akbar goes t o the casement and opens i t . 
A f t e r a moment he t u r n s t o .badoura.1 

L i s t e n , BadouraJ (There i s the sound of a s c u f f l e 
i n the s t r e e t , then screams, then s i l e n c e . ) Your 
f r i e n d s b i d you f a r e w e l l , Badoura. 
(Badoura stops her ears w i t h her f i n g e r s . Akbar 
kneels by the body of the Grand V i z i e r and st r a i g h t e n s 
the t w i s t e d limbs. His guard r e - e n t e r s . ) 

Vlckram, Captain of the Guard. The order i s accomplished, 
Prince. 

Akbar. (Standing up) There i s another order. Bear f o r t h 
t h i s noble Lord to h i s s t r i c k e n home. (The s o l d i e r s 
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take up the body and carry i t out.) This i s a 
woeful s i g h t . What p a r t had you i n t h i s , Badoura? 

Badoura. None, noble Prince. 

Akbar. Well f o r you i f i t should prove so. Other­
wise, I swear by a l l t h a t i s h o l y , and may A l l a h 
record my vow, you s h a l l j o i n your f r i e n d s i n the 
g u t t e r below. (He shudders) Pah! The a i r of your 
scented room i s t h i c k w i t h the reek of blood. I f I 
stay here, 1 s h a l l t u r n s i c k l i k e a g i r l . 

Badoura. L i s t e n t o me, Prince Akbar 

Akbar. Not one word! 

Badoura. Let me e x p l a i n , — 

Akbar. Thou sha l t e x p l a i n anon,—and i n another place. 
(He makes f o r the door.) 

Badoura. (Running a f t e r him and catching h i s sleeve, 
R) What brought you to 3adoura fs house t o - n i g h t ? 

Akbar. ( F l i n g i n g her o f f ) That which I am ashamed t o 
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think of. 

(Akbar e x i t s R. Badoura s i n k s amongst the cushions 
and weeps abandoneflly. After a moment, Ishmae'l e n t e r s 
and t i p - t o e i n g over to the cushions to Badoura, touohes 
her on the shoulder. She s t a r t s and looks up.) 

Badoura. ( I r r i t a b l y ) Well boy, what now? (Ishmael does 

not speak but stands before her with bowed head) Oh, 

cannot you speak? Are you s t r i c k e n dumb? 

Ishmael. Lady, I struck the ^ong ten times. 

Badoura. V/all, such was my order, A hat then ( 

Ishmael. The reward? 

Badoura. Reward? s i n c e when have my s l a v e s begun to speak 

of rewards? By A l l a h , you f o o l , i f you stand looking at 

me l i k e t h a t , 1 w i l l s t r i k e you. 

Ishmael. Almost you promised me— 

Badoura. I n Heaven's name, what did I promise you? 

Ishmael. T h i s i ( H e takes her about the wai s t and k i s s e s her 

on the t h r o a t . ) 
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Badoura. (Jumping up, h o r r o r - s t r i c k e n ) T h i s i s the 
end I — t h e f i t t i n g end to a mad dayJ My s l a v e , my 
c h a t t e l , the paramour of my s e r v i n g maid, the negro 
boy who e a t s the broken meats that my f r i e n d s leave 
upon t h e i r p l a t e s , has touched my f l e s h with h i s 
l i p s . Thou wouldst k i s s , thou dog! l w i l l have thy 
hide k i s s e d o f f with rods of s p l i t bamboo. (She 
c l a p s her hands.) 

(Grujnare enters at the sound. J 

(To Gulnare) rsid Masoura, the keeper of my s l a v e s , 

take lshmael here, and beat him t i l l he d i e s . 

(Gulnare makes an appealing gesture; ) Gol 

(Q-ulnare f a l l s downwards at her m i s t r e s s ' f e e t . 
lshmael begins to laugh. Gulnare s t a r t s and Badoura 
t u r n s upon him i n f u r i o u s astonishment.) 

Ishmael. I t has been r e v e a l e d to me t h a t I s h a l l not 

be beaten. I am a man. F e e l my s t r e n g t h . (He g r i p s 

her by the w r i s t . ) £>o not scream, Badoura, my 

p e a r l , l e s t 1 s t r a n g l e you. (He bends her a c r o s s h i s 

knee.) And now, what hinders that i do not k i s s you. 

Nothing, save that I d e s i r e you no longer. You are 
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beneath me. And 1 f l i n g you away,—thus! (He 

r e l e a s e s her and throws her from him.) 

Badoura. (bhaking with passion and f a c i n g him) Now 

thou s h a l t die slowly. 

Ishmael. I die s w i f t l y , (^e stabs h i m s e l f , and f a l l s . 

Gulnare f l i n g s h e r s e l f upon the body.) 

Gulnare. Uh my beloved! uh IshmaelJ (She l i f t s h i s 

head.j Compassionate A l l a h , he i s dead* (She Jumps 

up and confronts Badoura. ) 1 w i l l serve you no 

longer, destroyer of men's l i v e s . There i s more 

blood than love i n t h i s house. I have done with i t . 

Badoura. Oh, but t h i s i s too much. I can endure no 

s l o n g e r . (She c l a p s her hands. An old negress e n t e r s , 

followed by two men.) Remove t h i s . ( P o i n t i n g to the 

body. The two men take out Ishmael's body. ) INOW 

remove t h a t ! ( P o i n t i n g to Gulnare. fPhe negress 

c l a p s her hands and the men r e - e n t e r . They s e i z e 

uulnare by the w r i s t s . ; 

iMegress. "vhat i s to be done with her, jjady? 
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Badoura. Whip her. NoS—StayJ She i s worth more 

undamaged. S e l l her. S e l l her a t once. Take her to 

Djaleeb, the s l a v e merchant, and i f he w i l l not 

pay, give her to him. 

(The men lead Gulnare away.) 

Negress. Now you w i l l go to bed, my lamb. 

Badoura. Not i n t h i s house, — t o n i g h t . 

Negress. (Coaxingly) Come to bed, d a r l i n g . 

Badoura. (Stamping her foot) S h a l l I have you whipped? 

Negress. Not you? Old mammy has whipped you often 

enough when you were a l i t t l e g i r l . Come to bed or I 

s h a l l get angry. Come now, lovey. 

Badoura. You w i l l d r i v e me mad. (She rummages i n a 

corner, f i n d s a dark cloak, puts i t on, and draws 

a v e i l h a l f over her f a c e . ) L i s t e n to me, Zobeida, 

but do not dare to r e p l y . Not even from you w i l l I 

endure one f u r t h e r word. T h i s night I have saved a 

P r i n c e , s l a i n two men, and broken a g i r l ' s h e a r t . 
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Now I go to the Cafe of Fareesh to drug myself i n t o 

f o r g e t f u l n e s s . 

(She passes out R.) 

Negress. (Looking a f t e r her) To the Cafe of FareeshI 

Fareesh, the d r u g - s e l l e r I She goes too often to the 

Cafe of Fareesh. She w i l l go once too often y e t l 

(As she s t a r e s a f t e r her, the c u r t a i n f a l l s . ) 

END OF ACT I 
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Nourmahal 

Act I I 

Scene. The Cafe of Fareesh. 

To the l e f t of the stage i s the l a r g e open 
outer room of the Cafe' of Fareesh", the s e l l e r of 
drugs, perfumes, p a r r o t s , c o f f e e , i v o r y , j e w e l s and 
apes. Obliquely f a c i n g t h i s and to the r i g h t of the 
stage i s the house of Nourmahal, the Courtezan. 
There i s a narrow, Moorish door i n the w a l l , and 
above t h i s i s a p i l l a r e d balcony. High above the 
balcony i s a window cl o s e d by a c u r t a i n , composed of 
s t r i n g s o f 'beads. Between the t a l l white w a l l of the 
house of Nourmahal and the Caf§ of Fareesh, the s t r e e t 
of the d r u g - s e l l e r s i s seen i n p e r s p e c t i v e . 

I t i s a narrow, s i l e n t s t r e e t , r i s i n g i n steps, 
with curtained shops at e i t h e r s i d e , and beyond, 
s i l h o u e t t e d against the moonlit sky, the g i l d e d 
t u r r e t s and minarets of Samarkand. A S o l d i e r and a 
F a k i r are seated amongst cushions on the open f l o o r 
of the Cafe. T h e i r f a c e s are the dazed f a c e s of 
hascheech e a t e r s . They s t a r e at each other drunkenly. 

S o l d i e r . ( A f t e r 

F a k i r . FareeshI 

a pause) F a r e e s h ! 

Brother FareeshI 
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S o l d i e r . Fareesn, t h o u dog! Cone f o r t h i 

(The c u r t a i n s a t the back of the Cafe open and a 
l i t t l e o l d man, v e r y n e a t , v e r y bent, a turbanned 
and bowing A r a b i a n P a n t a l o o n , surveys t'ne g u e s t s . 
lie comes f o r w a r d , f o l l o w e d by a bow-legged, humped-
backed, i n s c r u t a b l e negro d w a r f , c a r r y i n g a copper 
t r a y , l aden w i t n sweetmeats, l i t t l e boxes, cups and 
f l a g o n s . ) 

A r t t h o u t h e r e , dog*7' Another c u p l 

F a k i r . ±es, another cup, B r o t h e r t a r e e s h . 

Fareesh. (To t h e d w a r f ) i - i l l t o them, vishnumara. 

(As t he dwarf f i l l s , Fareesh comes down t o t h e c e n t r e 
of t h e s t a g e , speaking i n a s e c r e t i v e monotone, 
w h i l s t a s o f t E a s t e rn melody i s played i n t h e 
o r c n e s t r a . ) 

I am F a r e e s h i 
Fareesh o f Samarkand J 
S e l l e r of c o f f e e , perfumes and hascheech. 
A l l n i g h t i n the bazaar my blue lamp gleams. 
I , o l d Fareesh, of Samarkand, 
Tier chant o f breams. 

(He t u r n s s l o w l y away towards h i s CafeJ 

Are t h e i r cups f i l l e d , Vishnumara? 

Vishnumara. Yes, master. 

Fareesh. (With a s e c r e t i v e s m i l e ) I t i s w e l l . L e t us 

leave them. 
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(Fareesh e x i t s through the c u r t a i n s at the back 
of the Caf§. followed by the dwarf.) 

S o l d i e r . Drink, F a k i r . 

F a k i r . (Drunkenly) I drink, brother, I drink. Do thou 

drink a l s o . 

S o l d i e r . (Drinking) I drink. Thou s e e s t . Ah! Who 

comes here? 

(A Dervish dances i n from the r i g h t of the stage, 
w h i r l i n g round and round. He comes s w i f t l y up to the 
centre of the stage, ceases w h i r l i n g , and with both 
arms outspread, chants l o u d l y ^ ) ~ 

I , s t r i c k e n of God, 
Ever i n p r a i s e of Him, 
f f h i r l l i k e a giddy s t a r , 
W h irl l i k e a P o t t e r ' s wheel, 
Whirl i n H i s p r a i s e . 
Round s t a l k s the l o r d l y sun, 
Following the Lady Moon; 
Clad a l l i n garments white, 
C l a s p i n g each other's hands, 
Dance the bright day-time hours, 
Seeking the hours of n i g h t . 
Clad a l l i n black, 
They too spin g i d d i l y , 
Whirling H i s p r a i s e . 
F a s t e r than hour and hour, 
S w i f t e r than l i f e and death, 
F a s t e r than Love's dances done, 
I w h i r l God's p r a i s e . 
Time laughs and whips me round, 
Time i s the c h i l d of God. 

/no break/ 
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I am the top he spi n s , 
"/hipping me round. 
Lo, I am s t r i c k e n of God. 
A l l I can do i s spin, 
Humming the P r a i s e of God. 
ALLAH RASOTJLI 

(With a loud, chanting c r y , he resumes h i s spinning, 
and w h i r l s off stage, l e f t , before the Caf§.) 

S o l d i e r . (Nudging the F a k i r ) Look a t that now; 

s l o t h f u l servant of God! There's a holy man f o r you! 

Such a one cannot f a i l to a t t a i n blessedness, 

w h i r l i n g thus continuously without reason or 

c e s s a t i o n . He w i l l make A l l a h giddy regarding him. 

Ha, ha I R i s e sluggard! Whirl thou i n such a manner 

while I laugh at thee. Thou w i l t not w h i r l ? Why 

w i l t thou not w h i r l ? 

F a k i r . L i s t e n and I w i l l t e l l thee, S o l d i e r . L i s t e n , -

and i f thou can^st understand p l a i n A r a b i c , — 

comprehend. That marabout w h i r l s t h a t he may a t t a i n . 

I , having a t t a i n e d , — w h i r l not. 

S o l d i e r . (Contemptuously) He w h i r l s and you t a l k . 

F a k i r . Nay, l i s t e n . He w h i r l i n g thus continuously 
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w i t h h i s body, becomes a w h i r l p o o l , i n t o t h e 

v o r t e x of w h i c h are sucked down a l l e v i l p a s s i o n s ; 

i l l u s o r y d e s i r e s t h a t bestrew t h e road t o p e r f e c t i o n . 

S o l d i e r . ( i n s i n g drunicenly) Dost t h o u say t n a t ? Then 

I w i l l w h i r l t o o . i''or by A l l a h , t h e v.'orld w h i r l s 

round me even now. 1 w i l l w h i r l i n t ne o p p o s i t e 

d i r e c t i o n . Out o f the way, t n o u n o l y man. ( S t r e t c h i n g 

out n i s arms i n i m i t a t i o n o f the marabout) Out of the 

way, I say. 

(He w h i r l s out of the Cafe, across tne s t a g e , and 
bumps i n t o a young man i n t h e dress of a t r a v e l l i n g 
s o p n i s t who has j u s t e n t e r e d K. The young; man catches 
n o l d of tne s o l d i e r who i s now e x t r e m e l y g i d d y , and 
s u p p o r t s him back t o the Jafe". The s o l d l e r f " 
s t a g g e r i n g , r e g a r d s him f u r i o u s l y . 1 

S o l d i e r . Dost t h o u w h i r l afc me, t h o u dog? 

S o p h i s t . (Laughing) Way, l w h i r l n o t . A l l a h f o r b i d I 

S o l d i e r . The b e t t e r f a r t h e e . I spare t h y l i f e . 

(Nudging t n e f a k i r w i t h h i s f o o t ) E x p l a i n t o him, 

h o l y man. 

S o p h i s t . ( S e a t i n g h i m s e l f , w a t c h i n g t h e S o l d i e r seat 
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him s e l f , and regarding h i s companions c u r i o u s l y ) 

Yes, e x p l a i n to me,—for I am by p r o f e s s i o n , a 

seeker of v a r i o u s e x p l a n a t i o n s . E x p l a i n , venerable 

and holy person, whom by thy obvious u n c l e a n l i n e s s , 

I know to be a man of God. E x p l a i n . 

F a k i r . Thou a r t a so p h i s t , by thy dr e s s ? 

S o p h i s t . A l a s , holy one, I was, but the schools w i l l 

have none of me. 

F a k i r . And wherefore not? 

Sophist« For t h i s r e a s o n , — t h a t I have l i s t e n e d to 

too many explanations and believed a l l of them. 

F a k i r . Thou a r t one of us b r o t h e r , — t h o u a r t one of 

u s l There i s naught to e x p l a i n to thee. I was but 

demonstrating the elements of philosophy to t h i s 

i l l i t e r a t e wallower i n blood, when the dru~s that he 

hath absorbed, overcame him, and he whirled as thou 

sawest. 

Sop h i s t . Drugs! A l l a h be p r a i s e d ! As i t i s w r i t t e n , 

"He f e l l among t h i e v e s and found f r i e n d s . " Brother 
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ne'er-do-wells, I swear to you that I have not 

t a s t e d the b i t t e r gum of dreams, s i n c e Ramazan,— 

a f u l l h a l f moon. I s there opium, brothers? 

F a k i r . Hast thou money, brother? 

S o p h i s t . Not a p i a s t r e . 

F a k i r . Then there i s no opium. 

Sop h i s t . Those i n j e c t e d eyes and purple l i p s and the 

beads of sweat upon thy brow say otherwise. They say 

that there i s opium. Ah b l i s s ! Opium from S y r i a . 

Black and b i t t e r ! Sleepy gum! Kauseous e c s t a s y ! 

F a k i r . A most expensive e c s t a s y , S o p h i s t . (He looks 

l o v i n g l y into a pot, f i l l e d with a dark and s t i c k y 

material») 

So p h i s t . (Gasping. H i s eyes f i x e d on the pot) What 

d i d s t thou pay f o r t h a t pot? 

F a k i r . One tenth of a ghazi of gold. 

S o p h i s t . I w i l l buy i t . 

F a k i r . Thou hast not a p i a s t r e . 
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Sop h i s t . Nevertheless I w i l l buy i t . L i s t e n to me 

thou grimy s a i n t . I who know the way of holy men, 

know i n what manner thou d i d s t obtain the money that 

paid for that j a r of b l i s s . 

F a k i r . The alms of the f a i t h f u l paid for i t . I 

preach. They Day. 

S o p h i s t . Give me the pot, holy man, and I w i l l give 

thee a new sermon. 

F a k i r . I s i t orthodox? 

So p h i s t . So orthodox that a l l who hear i t , no matter 

of what f a i t h they be, are u p l i f t e d thereby. They 

take heart for they are soothed and comforted. Their 

minds expand, t h e i r purses gape, and the p r o f i t i s to 

the holy one who expoundeth i t . 

F a k i r . (Shaking h i s hand) I am too old to l e a r n a new 

sermon. 

So p h i s t . Nay, but t h i s i s i n v e r s e . A c h i l d might l e a r n 

i t . 

F a k i r . I n true Arabian stanzas? 
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S o p h i s t . Of the purest. They r i n g l i k e new-minted 

gold. 

F a k i r . Here i s the pot. Give me the poem. 

Sooh i s t . (Snatching the pot and pu t t i n g i t i n h i s 

bag) Here i s the poem. I w i l l read i t thee. 

F a k i r . L i s t e n S o l d i e r , — h e i s about to read a poem. 

S o l d i e r . (Unhappily) Curse your poems. I am s i c k , and 

s t i l l w n i r l i n g . 

F a k i r . (To the Sophist) Proceed. 

Sophist. (Standing up, and reading from a parchment) 

This i s the Wisdom given to me, 
By v o i c e s of the muttering sea, 
At t w i l i g h t , wnen the Autumn moon 
Watched the slow death of afternoon; 
By s i l e n c e , when the nis;ht was s t i l l , 
And a l l the flowers had drunk t h e i r f i l l 
Of the i n t o x i c a t i n g dew. 
And f a i n t s t a r s pierced the darkness through 
With t h e i r soft f l u s h ; by mine own heart 
When the s o u l ' s deeps were cloven apart 
By the dark s p i r i t whose sword gleams 
Before the Mecca of our dreams; 
For joy and sorrow, rapture, pain 
And love and hate, the same r e f r a i n 
With i t e r a t e v o i c e s over and over 
Murmur unto every l o v e r . 

/j\o break/ 
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A l l ye whose s p i r i t s nave been hurled 
I n t o the darkness of t h i s world; 
A l l ye who seek in l i f e ' s b r i e f measure 
To wring the l a s t sweet drops from p l e a s u r e ; 
Who pray the empty s k i e s above 
To add one pan*? to sated love; 
Enow t h i s ; between hope and despair 
There i s not space for one gold h a i r 
From beauty's head; no i n t e r l u d e 
Breathes music between mood and mood, 
For sad moods come and gay moods go, 
And a l l are r i p p l e s on the flow 
That some c a l l l i f e and some c a l l death; 
A l l a h , who knows the r o s e ' s breath 
Only as s t a r r y music, knows 
No d i f f e r e n c e between the rose 
That w i t h e r s i n a night between 
The b r e a s t s of h a r l o t or of queen, 
And queen or h a r l o t , cold and dead,— 
The flower-crowned or the sin-crowned head. 
There i s no choice. Our love and hate 
And l i f e and death belong to f a t e . 
The joy that wakes, the pain t h a t s t i r s , 
Are her i n d i f f e r e n t m i n i s t e r s . 
We are the s a c r i f i c e ; and she 
The one to whom, with trembling knee 
A l l a h bows low, and o f f e r s up 
The s t a r - e n c r u s t e d , dim gold cup 
Of day and night, brimmed with your t e a r s , 
B l i n d agonies, and h e l p l e s s f e a r s . 
And ye, 0 shining s p e c t r e s , hurled, 
I n t o the dark night of the world, 
Tremble and sing and laugh and si g h , 
And watch the phantom hours go by 
With s i l e n t l i p s and mocking eyes, 
I n t o l e r a b l e m y s t e r i e s . 
Yet know th a t i n your hands ye hold 
The s i l v e r moon, the sun of gold, 
And a l l the multitude of heaven, 
The v i r t u e s and the v i c e s s e v e n , — 
A l l a h and Kishmet, Time and Chance 
Are painted shadows i n a dance, 
Are phantoms d e l i c a t e l y made, 

/no break/ 
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Your own dreams i n a masquerade 
That s h a l l die out and cease to be 
When ye a t t a i n the e c s t a s y 
Of dreamless s l e e p , where no warm breath 
S t i r s the i n d i f f e r e n c e of death. 

F a k i r . ( I n e c s t a s y , snatching the parchment) Oh 

eminent S o p h i s t ! 0 sweet throated singer of God J 

S o p h i s t . Doth the poem s u i t thy needs, holy one? 

F a k i r . The purest honey of philosophy! Now s h a l l I 

gather congregations! Come l i t t l e bees, come ye 

buzzing swarms of seekers a f t e r t r u t h ! Come and buy 

t r u t h f o r gold! Gold! I w i l l be drunk from Ramazan 

to RamazanJ S o l d i e r , the a r t of war i s a despicable 

and s u b s i d i a r y a r t . 

S o l d i e r . Leave me i n peace, you dotard. I am extremely 

indisposed. 

(Badoura e n t e r s L, r a p i d l y , stands before the Cafe 
a moment, regarding the occupants i n d i f f e r e n t l y , and 
cla p s her hands.) 

Soph i s t . ( S e t t l i n g h i s garments and p i c k i n g up h i s 

s t a f f ) F a r e w e l l , holy p h i l o s o p h e r , — a n d you, w a r l i k e 

king of l a u g h t e r , — f a r e w e l l . 
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F a k i r . narewell, brother i u God, 

P o l d i e r . H e l l drag thee down, thou i n s o l e n t w h i r l e r , — 
f a r e w e l l . (He d r i n k s . ) 

Sophist. Jb'arewell, Lady. 

Badoura. ( I n d i f f e r e n t l y ) A l l a h oe w i t n you stranger. 
(The Sophist e x i t s L. ) 

Badoura. i a r e e s h l j a r e e s h i 

f a k i r . Brother i^'areeshi 

Soldier . rareesh, Thou dog,—come f o r t h j 
(Fareesh enters from the c u r t a i n s at tne back 01' tue 
Cafe", followed by Visnnumara.) 

Who c a l l s Fareesh 9 

Fareesh of Samarkand, 
S e l l e r of c o i i e e , perfumes and hascheech. 
A l l n i g n t i n the bazaar, my blue lamp gleams. 
I , old Jjareesn, of bamarkand, 
Ilercnant of creams. 

Bring f o r t h the cup. 

Bring f o r t h the cup of sleep. 

Fareesh. 

Badouia. 

S o l d i e r . 
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Badourae 
I who have drunk the cup of l i v i n g up 
Now would d r i n k deep 
Of dreamless, s i g h t l e s s , thoughtless, senseless sleep. 

(Vishnumara, obedient t o a sign from h i s master, 
hand's a cup t o each and f i l l s from h i s f l a g o n . They 
l i f t t h e i r cupsT) 

S o l d i e r . I drink t o my one love, the b r i d e of war. My 
curved, blue-bladed, bleak, s t e e l s c i m i t a r . 

F a k i r . (Kissing n i s beads, m a voice t h i c k w i t h 
ecstasy) I d r i n k t o our Lord Buddha's golden face. 

Badoura. ( L e t t i n g f a l l her c a r e f u l l y arranged h a i r ) 
I t o the end of passion's weary race, 
To the l a s t slumber, t o the f i n a l breath, 
To my one f r i e n d , t o my l a s t l o v e r , — D e a t h ! 

(She drains the cup.) 

F a k i r . (Laughing) Ha, ha, hal 

S o l d i e r . (Nodding drunkenly at him) You mustn't laugh 
at her, b l i n d old son of a Hindu cow. Let us resume 
the d i s c u s s i o n . I t was very i n t e r e s t i n g . I say so. I 
know a l l about i t . But you're both wrong. I don't 
agree w i t h , — w i t h anything you say. What did you say? 
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What are w e , — I mean, what were we t a l k i n g about? 

F a k i r . (With the benignly u p l i f t e d hand of the 
pr o f e s s i o n a l e c c l e s i a s t i c ) You are proving my 
argument, S o l d i e r . What are we t a l k i n g about? 
Nothing! V7hat i s there t o t a l k about? Nothing! Do 
we e x i s t ? No. There i s nothing. Nothing e x i s t s , but 
i t e x i s t s everywnere,—and being nowhere, i s not. I t 
i s a l l i l l u s i o n . You cannot understand t h i s , S o l d i e r , 
nor you, Blossom of Love, but i t i s quite true,-= 
though Truth also does not e x i s t . Nothing e x i s t s , 
and I am n o t , — t h o u g h I l e a r n t these non-existent 
t r u t h s by s i t t i n g f o r f i f t e e n years on the banks of 
the holy Ganges, which i s a r i v e r f l o w i n g out of 
nowhere i n t o nothing. I too am beginning t o f e e l s i c k . 
Moreover, S o l d i e r , you are drunk and you are f a i l i n g 
asleep. I n the words of our Lord Buddha, "Wisdom 
f a l l e t h upon the head of the f o o l i s h , as the r a i n 
drops upon the male f r o g i n the season of lo v e . " 

S o l d i e r . I am not drunk. The f a k i r l i e s . I am not 
asleep. And you, dancing g i r l ? How i s i t w i t h you? 
But you are a woman. Li<?tea t o me. Contemplate me. 
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Brawn, muscle, s t a t u r e , valour i (He s t r i k e s h i s 
ohest. ) Manhood I That i s ray humble s e l f . 7/hat 
f o l l o w s me? Blood, carnage, the slaughter of heroes. 
77ar, the burning of c i t i e s and the c r i e s of v i r g i n s . 
When I was a young man, I was a captain i n the Army 
of Iskander Beg. I sacked c i t i e s . I p i l l a g e d . I 
slewl Aha! (To Badpura) What are you laugaing a t , my 
Pearl of Islam? 

Badoura. (Contemptuously) At you, sapless root o f war. 

Fa k i r . Cease.my c h i l d r e n , cease. We are none of us 
e i t h e r s o l d i e r s or pearls,—we are a l l of us every­
t h i n g and nothing; f o r we none of us e x i s t . 

Badoura. (Yawning) You have said t n a t before, holy man. 

S o l d i e r . (Extremely i n f l u e n c e d by the hascheech he has 
swallowed) I am not nothing. I w i l l s l ay you. Slay! 
Burnl Kiss me, sunbeam of A l l a h ! You w i l l not? 
Where i s my sword? I w i l l slay you, I say! There i s 
but one God and Mohamet i s tne Prophet of God! 
(The hascheech g r i p s him and he seems t o go mad before 
t h e i r eyes. He springs t o h i s f e e t w i t h a y e l l . 
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w h i r l i n g h i s long curved sword about h i s head i n a 
f l a s h i n g c i r c l e . Badoura screams and clutches the 
f a k i r . ) 

Fa k i r . Have no f e a r , daughter. 

Badoura. (Fev e r i s h l y ) W i l l he k i l l me? I s he mad? 

Fa k i r . Not mad,—happy! This i s what he nas paid 
Fareesh f o r . 

S o l d i e r o (With foam on h i s l i p s , staggering) A l l a h , 
A l l a h , A l l a h ! 

F a k i r . L i s t e n . 

S o l d i e r . (Gazing i n t o vacancy) 
The camp awakens, Hark! The deep boom of gongs! 
The dragon-throated war-horns bellow and s n a r l ! 
The leathern drums purr, holy tongues of war, 
Greadily r a v i n g f o r death. 
The captains wake, they c a l l the drowsy ranks. 
The s o l d i e r s waken, eagerly they leap, 
They shake t h e i r limbs f r e e from the weeds of dream 
They r i s e l i k e d i v e r s from the g u l f s of sleep, 
They s t r e t c h t h e i r arms and dr i n k the morning a i r . 
They munch t h e i r bread and dates, and wait the word. 
Lo! See the shaken banners r i s e and f a l l . 
Hark t o the twanging of the stretched bow-strings. 
Cry, musical harps of death! 
Soream, hawks of b a t t l e , scream! 
A r a i n of arrows! A storm of spears! 
They b l o t out the sun. This i s to l i v e , indeed! 
I have but dreamed of shame and m i s e r y , — 
I am a man again! 

/no break/ 7 
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I am a captain of Iskander Beg! 
Sons of the Crescent I Follow me t o deathl 
Charge on themt Islam! Paradise awaits 
Beneath the shadow of Iskander*s sword. 
(He drops h i s sword, staggers, and collapses upon 
the f l o o r . He l i e s where he nas f a l l e n , snoring.) 

Badoura. Oh compassionate heart of A l l a h , why was I 
born a woman! 
(The Fakir who was nodding, wakes up and looks around 
around him, but sees only h i s own dreams.) 

F a k i r . (Counting h i s f i n g e r s ) Three dancing g i r l s ! — 
Three s o l d i e r s ! —Three f a k i r s ! I l i e , — I am no 
f a k i r , — n o r a s o l d i e r , — n o r a dancing g i r l . Yet I am 
a l l these t h r e e , — a n d I am nothing. I am e v e r y t h i n g , — 
and I am n o t h i n g , — a n d I am,—I am,—sleepy. (He f a l l s 
over w i t h his face i n tne cushions.) 

Badoura. (Regarding him, and then the S o l d i e r , 
contemptuously. Speaking at l a s t , b i t t e r l y ) Now I can 
weep i n peace. 
(She" sinks down upon the cushions, mixes a cup and 
d r i n k s deeply, and w i t h a s i g h of s a t i s f a c t i o n . ) 
Ah! That puts new l i f e i n t o me! 

(Fareesh enters from the back of the Cafe, moving s o f t l y 
and s t e a l t h i l y , bowing w i t h an enigmatical smile."] 
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Fareesh. ^ new l i f e t r u l y , Lady Badoura. 

Badoura. A deeper i n d i f f e r e n c e t o l i f e , old man. And 
th a t i s a l l I have t o hope f o r . 

Fareesh. The l i f e i n the cup i s a Heavenly l i f e , Lady 
Badoura. 

Badoura. I have looked i n strange places f o r Heaven, 
old man. 

Fareesh. And found i t ? 

Badoura. Not I . I t i s not t o be found wnere I looked 
f o r i t . (Losing h e r s e l f and s t a r i n g s t r a i ^ n t before her; 
speaking t o h e r s e l f ) I n the eyes of a drunken P r i n c e l i n g . 
HeavenI Hal Desire even was not i n h i s eyes, or i f i t 
was, I could not recognise i t . 

Fareesh. ( D i s c r e j t ^ l y ) I t i s a man t h a t you would have, 
Lady? 

Badoura. (Carelessly) No woman can have a man. There i s 
nothing under t h e i r empty husk of passion. No man can 
have a woman; f o r a l l t h a t i s beneath the a r t s 
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rh e r e w i t n she smears her soul t o please him i s 
i n v i s i o l e to him. And i f he saw i t , he would not 
want i t . 

Fareesh. There i s a way. 

3adoura. Thou sayest? 

Fareesn. ( P o i n t i n g ) V/ithm the cup. 

Badoura. Ah ye s i * ' i t h i n the cup. 

Fareesh. There i s a way, Lady. (He smiles s e c r e t i v e l y 
and i s aoout t o r e t i r e ^hen she stops him w i t h a 
gesture.) 

Badoura. Fareeshl 

Fareesh. LadyI 

Badoura. Thou hast drunk oi t h i s cup, t h y s e l f , per­
chance? 

Fareesh. Lon- ago, Lady,—when I was young. But a 
l i t t l e , Lady,—but a v e i y l i t t l e . I am o l d . And tney 
who d r i n k much of t h i s cup, do not grow o l d . 



Badoura. Dost tnou remember, t h e n 0 

Fareesh. ( S a i l i n g s e c r e t i v e l y 1 Yes. 

Badoura . When thou hadst drunken, thou d i d s t f i n d 
desires g r a t i f i e d t n a t weie denied tnee i n l i f e 0 

Fareesh. T r u l y . 

Badoura. Thou d i d s t f i n d t h y s e l f i n places taax were 
not of t h i s l i f e ? — i n c i t i e s t n a t were not of t h i s 
e a r t h 0 

Faree sh. (Slowly) I n c i t i e s , — i n a c i t y t h a t was 
n o t , — i t i s not good t o speaK of i t . 

Badoura. That c i t y I too .-:now. ,'rhy do you f e a r t o 
speak of i t ? 

Fareesh. I d r a n k , — o n c e , — t w i c e . I would not drink 
again. 

Badoura. t h e r e f o r e , I say° 

Fareesh. ( S t i l l more slowly) Lest f i n d i n g myself m 
t h a t c i t y , I might not r e t u r n . 



3adoura. (With growing excitement) And the name of 
that c i t y ? 

Tareesh. ( v i s i b l y uneasy) I t i s not to be named. 

3adoura. I t i s the C i t y of Ur-QuadeshI I t i s the C i t y 
that i s twice as old as time. I t i s tne C i t y of the 
t h i r t e e n t h nour. (Fareesh makes a gesture of 
h o r r i f i e d r e c o l l e c t J o n . ) Bahl Begone, old man. I 
would re-enter the 'rates of t h a t c i t y . 
(Fareesh e x i t s at the baci: of tne Cafe, looking back 
at her uneasily over h i s shoulderD 

s t r a i g h t 
Badoura. (Leaning her chin upon her elbow, and l o o k i n g / 

before her gloomily) Yes,—once again, I would r e ­
v i s i t i t . I w i l l r e - v i s i t i t . Akbar, thou Prince of 
wine cups, tnou mannikin upon whom I have hung my 
dreams of a man, i f I cannot d r i n k tne sweet poison 
of d e c e i t f u l love from t ny l i p s , I can at l e a s t 
compel thee, thanks t o the b i t t e r poison of Fareesh's 
cup, t o be i n dreams t h a t which tnou couldst not oe 
i n r e a l i t y . (Fhe l i f t s the cup.) Do thou, dark 
s i s t e r , mistress of untrue v i s i o n s , sleepy queen of 
the po^py, send him t o me i n dreams. Ah me I tfnat a 
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f o o l I am. Akbar w i l l never again hold up h i s 
head i n °amarkand. lLe owes h i s l i f e t o one such 
as I i 
(She nicies up a st r i n g e d instrument from one of 
the low t a b l e s and examines i t c u r i o u s l y ^ 

Cracked! And two of the s t r i n g s gone, A poor 
useless instrument, but how sweet the wood of i t 
smells. I t may serve my purpose. (Sue QIUCKS tne 
s t r i n g s s o f t l y , r e c i t i n g ) 

Strange l i t t l e l u t e of scented wood, 
Now touched b~; my u n s k i l f u l hand, 
' ? , r i l l you not answer t o my mood, 
Poor courtezan of Samarkand? 
T e l l me, ^ sweetly smelling l u t e , 
Upon what s t a r r l i t deed i n t e n t , 
Did your l a s t l o v e r ' s l i p s f a l l mute? 
You sad, Araoian instrument! 
>< h i s per your secret, though i t s t i n g s , 
None l i s t save I , and the crescent moon. 
Be not ashamed of your jangled s t r i n g s , 
For my heart too is out cf tune. 

What a merry song! 0 dear I Y/hat a f e s t i v e evening! 
(She looks around her.) The a p p r e c i a t i v e audience 
snores. 'There i s the cup? rimpty? (Sne examines the 
flagons.) A l l empty! (She claps her hands. Vishnumara 
enters.) Come h i t h e r , t h o u i what i s t h y name? 
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Vishnumara. Vishnumara, u e a u t i f u l a p p a r i t i o n . 

3adoura. A l o r d l y name. 

~ rishnumara. Yes, Lady Rddouia. I t me am tne sorrow 
of Vishnu. ?,Ty parents gave i t t o ne. I was born 
a f t e r they had prayed Vishnu f o r a c h i l d . 

Bad oura. Poor lad I Does i t hurt t o be so hideous! 

Vishnumara. No, Lady, but i t h u r t s t o be p i t i e d . 

Badoura. (Wineinr) I do not p i t y thee, tnou f o o l . 

Dwarf. Thanks, gracious La i y . 

Badoura. F i l l these b o t t l e s . 3 r i n g hemp and opium. 
Have you I n d i a n hemp? 

Dwarf. (Producing a 11agon irom a dark corner of tne 
Cafe) Here i s I n d i a n hemp, Lady. I t i s more potent 
than a l l other kinds. come from I n d i a . 

Badoura. Mingle me a cup then, a f t e r the Ind i a n 
fa s h i o n . Make i t strong. (The dwarf mixes wine and 
hemp i n a cup and hands i t to Bddoura, wno smells i t . ) 
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I do not t h i n k much of t h y brewing, Vishnumara. 
This cup hath an e v i l smell. 

Dwarf. So hath Heaven to mortal n o s t i i l s , Lady. 

Badoura. Hoi Thou a r t a philosopher too, l i t t l e 
t w i s t e d one. T e l l me, i s t n i s cup a deadly cup? 

Dwarf. I n what way deadly? 

Badoura. r / i l l i t k i l l " 

Dwarf. I t w i l l b u n g peace, but no man nath died of 
i t . No sane man, — or none t h a t I have heard o f , — 
hath ever drunk a second cup, havmr drunk one such 
cup a s thou hast, l a d y Badoura. 

Badoura. (Looking at mm s t e a d i l y ) Ho? (She drains the 
cup t o the l a s t drop* ) Mix me anotner. 

Dwarf. ( S t a r t i n g back) 3y Sheva, the destroyer, 1 w i l l 
n ot. 

Badoura. Thou w i l t not? FareeshI Fareeshl Thou lazy 
l a n d l o r d , wheie a r t tnou? 
(Fareesh enters, r u b o i n ^ n i s eyes. ) 
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Fareesh. Ever at thy se r v i c e . Lady Badoura. 

Badoura. Sol Did t h i s c r i p n l e mingle me a cup of 
Ind i a n hemp,—tne strongest cup, according t o tne 
fashion of h i s country. 

Fareesh. (To the dwarf) So do. 

Dwarf. (''linglinc the cup, and handing i t to Badoura, 
who places i t beside her) I had a nightmare about t h i s . 

Badoura. Another CUT). 

Dwarf. (H-anding the second cup t o Badoura, who places 
i t by the f i r s t ) I t was thus i n my dream, 

Badoura. 3nough. Leave me. 
(Fareesh bows and leaver the Cafe. The dwarf l i n g e r s , 
g e s t i c u l a t i n g desperately and i m p l o r i n g l y . Fareesh 
r e t u r n s , takes him by the s c r u f f of tne neck and kicks 
him through the door at tne back. The c u r t a i n s f a l l 
behind botho'j 

Badoura. Two cupsS (She places one to tne r i d i t , the 
other t o the l e f t . ) Two p i l l a r s of tne doorway out 
of t h i s world. I have never been so nappy since I 
l e f t my f a t n e r ' s farm. I wonder i f the snow be as 
white as i t used to be upon the h i l l - p e a k s of 
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Kashmir^ The hemp i s at work. I seem t o hear music. 
(There i s a sound of d i s t a n t music. Akbar i s seen 
coming down the s t r e e t of the d r u g - s e l l e r s . He i s 
accompanied by musicians. "He comes forward beneath 
the window of MourraahaTl Akbar, staggering ever so 
s l i g h t l y , regaids the musicians who group them-
selves and begin t o tune t h e i r instruments. Some put 
f l u t e s t o t h e i r l i p s , others l a y l u t e s acioss t h e i r 
knees, or kneel before b r i g h t l y painted tympans and 
drums. Three austere and dark Egyptian musicians 
crouch on one knee b e f o r e ~ t h e i r curved harps. They 
a l l regard Akbar.) 

Badoura. (T-Toodily) I t was not the hascheech then. 
There was music. There i s Akbar! Aiibar,—and before 
the house of Kourmahal. A f o o l accompanied by h i s 
f o l l y . 

Akbar. 
Now ye musicians w i t n youi dreamy faces, 
Lords of the tympan, dulcimer and snawn, 
Ye wno dance t a b o r i n g , ye ,jrho blow long f l u t e s , 
And ye, Egyptian harpers, crouching low, 
Ye whose blood moves t o undulating music, 
Ye whom I love because ye hate narsh sounds, 
Wake now your w i l l i n g slaves of s t r i n g and wind, 
Bid them v i b r a t e beneath your learned hands, 
To weave a web of music round her ne a r t , 
A snadowy fane where l u t e and v i o l complain 
Against the w o i I d ; there be her d w e l l i n g place, 
Surrounded, Music, by thy m i n i s t e r s . 
Blow, blow, s o f t f l u t e s , and ye w i l d harps, cry on, 
B u i l d battlements of music t o the s t a r s , 
Love dwells i n Palaces not reared oy hands. 
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(The musicians play, fause. There i s no answer 
from the casement of Ncurmahal.) 

Alas musicians, she hath overthrown 
Your battlements of sound w i t h s i l e n t scorn, 
And AKbar, he who sent a thousand ships 
A c r o s s ten thousand leagues of a l i e n sea, 
To b r i n g strange f o r e i g n poets t o h i s c o u r t , 
Akbar, wnose caravans have t r a i l e d the world, 
Laden w i t h jewels t o b r i n g a l l singers h i t n e r ; 
Akbor's a beggar when he doth beseech 
One smile from one f r a i l g i r l i n Samarkand. 
The footsore beggar, a l l oefouled WJth mire, 
Who lead? h i s hungry wife from town t o town, 
And loves hex under hedges i n the r a i n , 
He i s my l o r d ! He has what he des i r e s ; 
While I , whose spoken t i t l e s make nim blench 
Would give him a l l he envies, could ne give 
His woes t o me, and T " r i t h tnem, Nourmahal. 
Now leave me sorrowing, music-ma^inf; f r i e n d s , 
Scorn i s a h u r t t h a t ' s best endured alone, 
When Love's proud pinions t h a t should fan the s t a r s 
T r a i l c r i p p l e d thus, d i s s e r v i c e a b l y lame. 
Go and make merry. 

A Musician. 
Nay, i f thou be sad, 

The s i l v e r n unison and giave sweet pause, 
The tunable and dulcet ebb and flow 
Of a l l Arabia's wandering seas of song, 
Would grate and creak i n s t r i d u l o u s discord 
On the j a r ] e d ears of us who are thy f r i e n d s . 
I f thou a r t sad, we w i l l go pray. Come brethren I 

(The musicians exeunt, covering up t h e i r instruments 
and drawing t h e i r hoods about t h e i r faces. Akoar 
watches them t i l l they disappear amongst the shadows 
of the s t a r - l i t s t r e e t . Then a f t e r a pause i n w h i c h -

he gazes up at the balcony, he seems t o rouse himself 
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and knocks vehemently a t tr i e door of nourmaaal's 
house with, t he i v o r y s t a f f he c a r r i e s , ) 

Akbar. UourmahalJ i l o u r m a n a l i I t i s I , Akbar, son of 

t h e Kaleeph, son of Iel±al-ud-Din, t h e I l l u s t r i o u s , 

t h e L i g n t of I s l a m , P r o t e c t o r of t h e i - ' a i t h . i t i s 

I , Akbar. 1 want you, Ilourmahal. 

Badoura. we meet a g a i n , P r i n c e Akbar. (Akbar l o o k s 

round but does not r e p l y . ) 

Akbar. (Knocking a ^ a i n ) Kourmahall IJourmanali 

3adoura. ( M o c k i n g l y ) Ilourmahal J l-'ouimahall 

Akbar. (Knocking ) Wourmanall Ilourmahal I 

Badoura. Do you love Uourmahal? 

Akbar. (Without t u r n i n g h i s head) I l o v e riourmanal. 

Aourmana1 i s mine. 

Badoura. ,,'hy do you l o v e ner? 

Akbar. She i s i ourmahal. ?he i s t h e Hose of trie 7/orld. 

Badoura. ijook a t me. 
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Akbar. She i s i-ourmanal. She i s w i n t e r t n a n the Moon 

of Ramazan. 

Badoura. ( B r u s h i n g her h a i r back from her f l u s h e d 

f a c e w i t h a g e s t u r e o f contempt) She i s Nourmahal. 

I am Badourao I s t h e r e any d i f f e r e n c e between us? 

Akbar. She i s Nourmahal. Her wanton t n o u ~ h t s are 

w h i t e r t n a n the p e a r l s t n a t d i v e r s b r i n g . She i s 

c o l d e r t h a n t he snow t n a t i s upon the summit of 

A r a r a t and she i s mere consuming t r a n f i r e . She i s 

a r e d s t a i n upon the w h i t e t a p e s t r y o f tne w o r l d . 

She has f l u s h e d the marble s t e p s o f t h e Palaces o f 

Samarkand w i t h t n e r e d b l o o d o f l o v e . She i s 

Nourmahal,—Nourmahal whom Akoar l o v e s . (Knocking) 

NourmanalJ Open t n e d o o r I 

(Badoura, w i t h a g e s t u r e o f contemptuous acquiescence, 
begins t o p l a y upon t h e l u t e . The t t n e i s i n d e f i n i t e 
a t f i r s t , the mere murmur o f s t r i n g s plucKed a t 
i n t e r v a l s , but i t g r a d u a l l y shapes i t s e l f i n t o a 
melod~y, and as the melody d e f i n e s i t s e l f , Akbar t u r n s 
t o Badoura. ) 

Badoura. Si n g t o h e r , t h o u l o v e r l Sinn; t o your 

Nourmanal. Sne w i l l n o t know t n a t i t i s I who set 

the measuie. 
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(The music has now become a v e r y d e f i n i t e melody,) 

Akbar. ( 9 i n k i n g ) 

Hourmahal, l i g h t as a l e a f , dancer out of a dream, 
iMourmahal, l o , i t i s I J here i n t h e s t i l l bazaar, 
Here i n a w o r l d t h a t nas w i t a e i e d , a w a i t i n g tne gleam, 
Of your j e w e l l e d nand a t t h e l a t t i c e , I'ourmahal, 

woman or s t a r . 

Mourmahal, waken and wonder, g r e a t are the g i f t s 
t h a t 1 b r i n g , 

R i c h e r t h a n merchants bear i n caravans f r o m the s o u t h . 
Z i n g s may hang you w i t h j e w e l s , but I arn more t n a n a 

k i n g . 
I w i l l g i v e you the w o r l d and the s t a r s f o r t n e noney 

and musk of your mouth. 

(As he s i n g s , the beaded c u r t a i n of t h e window i s 
moved, and as t h e l a s t words _die away upon tue a i r t o 
tn e l a s t notes of ̂ adoura's music, t h e c u r t a i n s open, 
and a v e i l e d f i g u r e , g r a c i o u s even beneath t h e 
o b s c u r i n g yashmak, l e a n s out w i t h a l a u ~ h . A l l t h a t i s 
r e v e a l e d of i t i s t h e s m a l l j e w e l l e d nand t h a t h o l d s 
a s i d e t h e c u r t a i n , ) 

Hourmahal. Honey and musk, indeed I And a t an hour when 

a l l good bees are i n t h e i r h i v e s l Honey and musk 

indeed I — y o u f o o l I What do you want? 

Akbar. ( I n a choked v o i c e ) I t i s 1 , Nourmahal. 1, A k b a r I 

Kourmahal. I ? Who i s I ? I don't know you. I am s i c k o f 

you a l l , — A k b a r s , Yickrams, Seleems,—Sons o f i l a l e e p n s , 

s o l d i e r s , p o e t s , p r i e s t s , — o h yes, t h e p r i e s t s know 

i l o u r m a h a l , — a l l of youl I wis n 1 wasn't a woman. Go 

home, — or _go elsewhere . 
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Honey and music, indeed? Do you know how many of you 

f o o l s have been here to-day*? 

Akbar. I do not know. I do not wis h t o know. Do not 

t e l l me. I w i l l n o t b e l i e v e you. Oh Fourmanal, 

golden sand blown over t h e d e s e r t o f my l i f e , golden 

sand olown by the wind of l o v e ; i t i s I , i t i s Akbar, 

Nourmahal. Do not say these t h i n g s t o t o r t u r e me. I 

l o v e you, Kourmahali 

Nourmahal. (Laughing) Ahai I t i s you. Yes, now I know 

you. You are Akbar. Oh v i r t u o u s ^ k b a r , son of t h e 

Kaleeoh, a l l t h e bazaar i s t a l k i n g about you. Wno 

d r i n k s wine i n Ramazan? '//ho sent Fourmahal a rope o f 

p e a r l s hidden i n a basket of red pomegranate f l o w e r s , — 

w i t h a l e t t e r , — s u c h a f c o i n s n l e t t e r , — a n d a p o e m ] — 

such a s i l l y poem! A l l my f r i e n d s have laughed over 

them. A l l my f r i e n d s , Akbar; Vickram, t h e t a l l c a p t a i n 

of your f a t h e r ' s body guard, has j u s t c a r r i e d o f ! your 

poem hidden i n h i s t u r o a n . Poor Vickram. He i s go i n g 

t o B a g d a d , — w i t h your poem, Akbar. There i s a pale 

g i r l i n a hareem t h e r e who w i l l not l o o k a t VicKram. 

He i s f o o l i s h enough t o wish t o t r y t h e v i r t u e o f 

your poem upon h e r . 
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Akbar. There i s but one pale ?,irl i n a l l the w o r l d , 

ilourmahal. 

Nourmahal. Now you are q u o t i n g your own f o o l i s h 

v e r s e s . V;hat d i d you say i n t h a t poem? How d i d i t 

g o 9 Something about pomegranate f l o w e r s . I am v e r y 

s t u p i d . I cannot remember. I r e t so many poems. On 

yes,—now I remember. You s a i d you had sent t h e 

pomegranate f l o w e r s 9 0 t n a t t h e y m i g h t look a t my 

l i p s and know what red blossoms r e a l l y a r e . Catch! 

(She k i s s e s a r e d pomegranate f l o w e r and throws i t 

t o Akbar, who t a k e s no n o t i c e o f i t . ) Why don't you 

take i t , Akoar? Take i t and k i s s i t as you ought t o 

do i f you r e a l l y care f o r me. I s n ' t i t r e d enough f o r 

you? 

Akbar. I t i s not so r e d as your l i p s , Nourmanal. 

Nourmahal. C e r t a i n l y i t i s n o t . :'y l i p s are s c a r l e t . 

They are re d d e r t h a n any f l o w e r . Even ^icicram, t h e 

s o l d i e r , — a h , v/hat a man!—even he has not been 

a b l e t o k i s s them p a l e , "our poem d i v e r t e d him, 

Akoar. (Phe yawns.) Good n i g h t , Akbar. 
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(She l e t s t h e c u r t a i n f a i l . There i s trie sound of a 
l a u g h . Akbar r a t t l e s f u r i o u s l y a t the door, aadoura 
o l u c k s a mocking tune f r o m t h e s t r i n g s o f her 
i n s t r u m e n t . ) 

Akbar. NourmahalJ :«'or t h e l a s t t i m e , I Akbar, son of 

t h e Kaleeph of Samarkand, I c a l l t o you. i J or t h e l a s t 

t i m e , I appeal t o you. (There i s a pause d u r i n g which 

the tune t h a t Badoura i s p l a y i n g becomes almost comic. ) 

You w i l l not come? You w i l l not hear? You are asleep? 

W e l l t h e n , t h e r e i s o n l y one t h i n g more. (lie draws 

h i s dagger. ) Sleep i n peace, I^ourmahal. Sleep i n 

peace, even though t h e r e i s olood on your t h r e s h o l d . 

(He s i n k s down upon h i s knees, h i s eyes f i x e d on t h e 
l a t t i c e , and i s about t o plunge t h e daggei i n t o h i s 
n e a r t , when dadoura w i t h a d r e a d f u l c r y , s p r i n g s 
f o r w a r d and h o l d s h i s w r i s t . ) 

Badoura. hot t h a t , son of t h e K a l e e p h l 

Akbar. ( R i s i n g on one knee, a n g r i l y ) Why n o t , B r i d e of 

the L - u t t e r ? 

Badoura. (Solemnly) There are o t h e r ways of peace. 

Akbar. But none t o I'-ourmahal. 

Badoura. ( W i t h sudden f u r y ) Nourmahall Kourmahall And who 



- 708 -

i s iMourmahal, t h a t you should grope f o r her among 

the g u t t e r s o f Samarkand, A t h i n g o f naught! A 

t h i n g bought and s o l d , even as i 1 — ( S h r i e k i n g j even 

as I , Akbar, the e x c e l l e n t ! And t o t h e same end s h a l l 

we come, and she t o worse t n a n mine, (She b u r s t s i n t o 

t e a r s / ) — f o r I have l o v e d I 
———— w 

Akbar. (Busy w i t h h i s dreams) She i s t h e f l o w e r o f the 

w o r l d j 

Badoura. xes, we are a l l f l o w e r s i — s i s t e r s o f the same 

garden. 

Akbar. She i s a f l o w e r , i t e r r o o t s are about my h e a r t . 

(He t r i e s t o f r e e h i s hands f r o m Badoura's grasp;) 

L e t go, you cheap f o o l i She i s a f l o w e r . 

Badoura. You are t h e f o o l , Kaleeph's son, or you would 

know t h a t t he r o o t s o f such f l o w e r s a? we a r e , are 

deep i n n e l l . 

Akbar. ( S t r u g g l i n g w eakly) L e t go J ±,et go, y o u , — y o u 

p a i d k i s s e r l 

Badoura. (Wheedlingj I w i l l n o t . . L i s t e n , i l l u s t r i o u s one, 
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l i s t e n , P r o t e c t o r o f the poor. L i s t e n , oh Heaven-

bo r n , g u a r d i a n o f even such as I . ( D r e a d f u l l y ) 

There i s a b e t t e r way. You s h a l l have your Nourmahal. 

I swear i t . Give me t h e k n i f e . (She t e a r s the k n i f e 

f r o m him and conceals i t i n the f o l d s o f her r o b e . ) 

Yes, Nourmahal s h a l l be yours t o - n i g h t , l i p s , body, 

v e i l , oerfume and a l l t h e l y i n g p a i n t , a l l t h e husk 

o f l o v e t h a t o t h e r s have sucked dry b e f o r e you. You 

s h a l l b i t e i n t o i t and when i t crashes l i k e a c i n d e r 

beneath your t e e t h , say t o your h e a r t t n a t t n i s was 

w o r t h t h e s a c r i f i c e o f your manhood. No, no. I am a 

l i a r i I am a l i a r ! There i s peace on t h e b r e a s t o f 

Nourmahal. I h o l d t he key. I w i l l do one good deed 

b e f o r e I r o t . L i s t e n Akbar, — t h e r e i s a cup t n a t i s 

brimmed over w i t h a l l t h a t men d e s i r e and women 

u n d e r s t a n d . R i c h e s , women, war, pomp, power, c r u e l t y 

and t h e a b i l i t y t o use i t , r e l i g i o n and a l l t h e f o l l i e s 

o f t h e w o r l d , — t h e cup t h a t Fareesh s e l l s . By t h e 

shadow of t h a t A l l a h who has shut h i s heaven t o women, 

I swear t h a t I know. God gave us knov/ledge when he 

denied us i m m o r t a l i t y . I am o f t h e company of t h e 

l o v e r s o f t h e cup o f dreams. D r i n k t h i s . 
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(She hands one o f the cups t o Akbar, and d r a i n s the 
o t h e r . ) 

Akbar. ( D r i n k s ) FaughI (Shuddering w i t h d i s g u s t ) UghI 

What f i l t h i s t h a t ? I s i t poison? I would have 

p r e f e r r e d my dagger. 

Badoura. I t i s t h e cup o f s o l a c e . I t i s hascheech o f 

the I n d i a n s o r t . 

Akbar. ( A f t e r a l o n g pause) I t i s v e r y s t r o n g . I t i s 

s u r e l y s t r o n g enough. B i t t e r and f o u l and — a n d 

b e a u t i f u l ! What am I s a y i n g . I t i s s t r o n g e r t h a n 

w i n e . I know the s t r e n g t h of wine,—none b e t t e r I Wine 

f o r b i d d e n o f t h e Prophet. I t has h o l d o f me a l r e a d y . 

(He s t a g g e r s t o t h e s t e p s o f the Cafe and s i t s down.) 

I am d r o w s y , — s l e e p y ! I am not drunk. I want t o 

d r e a m , — t o dream w i t h o u t f o r g e t t i n g a n y t h i n g , good or 

e v i l . Good bye, Nourmahal. — B a d o u r a , — A k b a r , 

— S o l d i e r , — K a l e e p h , — a l l o f you. Perhaps f o r one 

n i g h t out o f many n i g h t s , I s n a i l s l e e p . Thank you, 

g i r l o f the s t r e e t s . I s h a l l s l e e p . My head i s 

r i n g e d w i t h i r o n . Did you say i t was n i g h t ? You l i e , 

Badoura. There are two suns and two moons,—green and 

r e d , — a n d v i o l e t , — a n d b l u e . And I can hear a 
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shepherd on t h e h i l l s b l o w i n g on h i s f l u t e t h e tune 

t h a t i s making me s l e e p y . 

(He s i n k s h i s head i n h i s hands.) 

Badoura. ( R i s i n g uo and l i s t e n i n g ) I can hear some­

t h i n g t o o . I can hear music g a t h e r i n g . I t i s coming 

f r o m everywhere. I t i s as though t h e e a r t h and the 

s t a r s and the t r e e s had become a u d i b l e . I t i s no 

shepherd's p i p e on any h i l l t h a t makes t h a t music. 

Or i f i t be ( C o v e r i n g b o t h eyes w i t h her hands), 

— M e r c i f u l A l l a h , g r a n t t h a t I never see t h a t 

Shepherd 1s f a c e . Oh! I am b e g i n n i n g t o be a f r a i d . I 

am t e r r i f i e d o f e v e r y t h i n g ! Hush. I dare not ask 

Akbar t o p r o t e c t me, f o r f e a r of what I might see 

when he l i f t s h i s f a c e . I s i t Akbar? Oh, what a f o o l 

I am! My hands and f e e t are becoming numb. I mustn't 

scream. ( W h i s p e r i n g ) I no l o n g e r dare t o l i s t e n t o the 

sound o f my own v o i c e ! Be b r a v e , Badoura! Are you 

t h e r e , Badoura? Do not be a f r a i d ! The door o f t h e 

hascheech-eater's Paradise i s always thrown open by 

images o f t e r r o r . Now t h e y are gone! A l l a h be p r a i s e d ! 

I f e e l happiness t o my f i n g e r n a i l s . Oh! (She s h r i e k s ) 

Akbar, wake up! What are these? 
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(The stage becomes f i l l e d w i t h a crowd of shadowy 
and vaguely d e f i n e d serai-human f i g u r e s . They drop 
f r o m b a l c o n i e s , t h e y r i s e up f r o m the cushions i n 
t h e Caf§~, t h e y step f r o m b e h i n d p i l l a r s , e v e r y dark 
c o r n e r g i v e s b i r t h t o t r o o p s o f them. They are i n 
c o n s t a n t m o t i o n and t h e sound o f them i s as o f a 
m u l t i t u d i n o u s w h i s p e r i n g . They are accompanied by 
music.) 

Badoura. I f I do not speak t o them, I s h a l l become 

one o f them. Who are ye? (They g a t h e r c l o s e r . ) 

Who are ye t h a t wander by, 
Grey i n t h e g r e y e s t hour o f n i g h t ? 
Do ye s i n g on muted s t r i n g s 
Of the end of a l l d e l i g h t ? 

A Shadow. (To Akbar who s l e e p s ) 

Wrapt i n f o l d s o f slumber we 
Lay dreaming by the A r a b i a n sea, 
But s i g h s awoke us, and we came, 
S w i f t e r than w i n d , b r i g h t e r t h a n f l a m e , 
We rode t h e storm, we swam t h e f l o o d , 
W i t h l a u g h t e r a l i g h t i n our sleepy b l o o d , 
With beaks and claws and wings and f i n s , 
B r i g h t f e a t h e r e d bodies and women's eyes, 
Akbar, we are t h y merry s i n s , 
W h i r l e d i n the wind o f Akbar's s i g h s . 

(Badoura draws c l o s e r t o Akbar, as though t o p r o t e c t 
him. He r a i s e s h i s head d r o w s i l y and l o o k s about him, 
o b l i v i o u s o f t h e shadows.) 

A Second Shadow. (Fawning upon him) 

Master o f h e a r t s , do you dream no more 
Of t h e Tamarisk grove by t h e Lake o f Wine, 
And the red f l a m i n g o e s t h a t paced t he shore, 
And t he l u t e s t h a t sang when your h e a r t was mine? 
Master, I g i v e you the k n o t t e d s t r i n g 
That s t i l l e d the v o i c e you had t a u g h t t o s i n g . 



(She o f f e r s Akbar a k n o t t e d c o r d . Badoura waves 
her o f f . She w a i l s and becomes one o f t h e crowd.) 

Another Shadow. 

I was t h e w i f e o f a P r i n c e o f I n d . 
You a t e h i s s a l t and you bro^e h i s oread. 
And c a l l e d him b r o t n e r , and s t r u c k him dead, 
And who dare say t h a t Akbar sinned? 
Akbar, son o f t h e Kaleeph, see 
The s e r p e n t ' s tongue t h a t you gave t o me. 
Whose but Akbar»s s e c r e t k i s s 
Turned my v o i c e t o a l y i n g h i s s ? 
Akbar's l o v e , and A l l a h ' s s c o r n 
Covered me w i t h s c a l e s o f h o r n . 
Heaven's j u s t i c e and Akbar's l u s t 
Turned my h e a r t t o t h i s b a l l o f d u s t . 

(She s c a t t e r s a h a n d f u l o f g r e y ashes and d i s a p p e a r s . 

Badoura. (Shaking Akbar) 'Hake I Wake I T h i s i s no place 

t o dream. Your dreams are about us. They are wicked 

dreams. They are p o w e r f u l dreams. 7ake, wake, Akbar, 

— o r t h e y w i l l overcome me. 

Akbar. ( S t a r t i n g uo) I was a s l e e p . Who are you. Oh, 

3adouraI What i s t h e m a t t e r ? 

Badoura. (Weeping) Look a t them. 

Akbar. ( S t u p i d l y ) I can h a r d l y l o o k a t a n y t h i n g . The 

hemp i s overpowering me. I n any case, I see n o t h i n g . 

We are a l o n e , are we not? (The shadows d i s a p p e a r . ) 
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Badoura* They are gone! 

Akbar. (Pushing her away I r r i t a b l y ) Who are gone? 

What i s gone? 

Badoura. Your s i n s have gone, Akbar. 

Akbar. Not t h e y , by A l l a h S But my senses are g o i n g . 

Yours have gone, Badoura. (He r i s e s t o h i s f e e t / ) I 

can s c a r c e l y s t a n d , but I am b e g i n n i n g t o f e e l v e r y 

happy. 7 / i l l t h a t s t u f f make us sleep? 

Badoura. No. 

Akbar. Of what use i s i t then? 

Badoura. Our b o d i e s w i l l s l e e p , b u t we o u r s e l v e s , we 

s h a l l n o t s l e e p . We s h a l l a t t a i n a l l our d e s i r e s 

w h i l e our bodies s l e e p . 

Akbaro While our bodies sleep? And where s h a l l we be 

t h e n ? — w e o u r s e l v e s ? 

Badoura. I n t h e C i t y t o which we are g o i n g . 

Akbar. The C i t y ? Aha! I t seems t o me t h a t somewhere, 
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— s o m e h o w , — I have heard o f a C i t y . But what C i t y ? 

Badoura. I t i s the C i t y of Ur-Quadesh! The C i t y t h a t 

i s t w i c e as o l d as t i m e . The C i t y o f the t h i r t e e n t h 

h o ur. 

Akbar. Of t h e t h i r t e e n t h h o ur. I am not so sober as 

I t h o u g h t I was. There are t w e l v e h o u r s , — o r t h e r e 

were t w e l v e h o u r s . How t h e n , o f t h e t h i r t e e n t h ? 

Badoura. A l l the i n h a b i t a n t s o f t h a t C i t y w a i t t n e 

s t r i k i n g o f the t h i r t e e n t h hour. 

Akbar. And wherefore? 

Badoura. That we s h a l l know, when we hear i t s t r i k e . 

I t may be t h a t a t t h a t hour o n l y , we s h a l l a t t a i n our 

d e s i r e s . 

Akbar. Have you any d e s i r e s , S i s t e r Badoura? 

3adoura. Y e s t e r d a y , — o r t h i s m o r n i n g , was i t ? — - o r t o ­

m o r r o w , — o r perhaps i n a f o r m e r l i f e , — I d e s i r e d you. 

Akbar. Me? Who am I ? 

Badoura. You are Akbar. 
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Akbar. No I am n o t . That shows how h e a v i l y you have 

drunk. Did you know Akbar? 

Badoura. Yes. At l e a s t I t h i n k I d i d . A g i r l i n 

Samarkand t h a t I heard o f , — o r perhaps k n e w , — o r 

maybe whom I have j u s t imagined,—knew and l o v e d him. 

I have f o r g o t t e n her name, but I remember her a l l the 

same,—a l i t t l e h i l l - g i r l f r o m K a s h m i r , — a n d y e s , — I 

remember,—she was c a l l e d Badoura. She l o v e d Akbar. 

Akbar. T h i s i s a d u l l t a l e , whoever you a r e . l e t me 

t e l l you a t a l e . I no l o n g e r know who I am, but i f 

t h i s i s my v o i c e , l i s t e n . There was a man who l o v e d 

a woman. I have f o r g o t t e n her name. I f I c o u l d 

rememDer her name, I c o u l d t e l l you t h e r e s t o f the 

t a l e . 

(The window o f Nourmahal i s m o m e n t a r i l y i l l u m i n a t e d as 
though someone w i t h i n had c a i r i e d a lamp past i t . 
There i s the sound of a sudden l a u g h . ) 

Akbar. l i s t e n ! That was her name, t h a t l a u g h l That 

qu i c k l i g h t t h a t l a s t e d out a m o m e n t , — t h a t was her­

s e l f . She i s c a l l e d Nourmahal. 

Badoura. What a p r e t t y name I 

Akbar. Yes. She was born i n Ramazan. The moon was her 
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mother. I don't t h i n k she had a f a t h e r , — o r a t 

l e a s t , I don't know him. But I remember t h a t t h e 

d e v i l was her u n c l e . She h a t h been t h e cause o f much 

anguish and n o t a few poems. There I Look over t h e r e ! 

( P o i n t i n g t o a corner o f t h e Cafe) Do you see him? 

Badoura. See whom? 

Akoar. That man over t h e r e . J^e i s t h e Uncle o f 

Nourmahal. Can you not see him' 5 

Badoura. I see many a p p a l l i n g t h i n g s , but t h e r e i s no 

man amongst them. 

Akbar. He i s p e r f e c t l y p l a i n however, t o me. Nov/ he i s 

gone, but he i s w i t h us a l l t h e same. He i s about us. 

By A l l a h , ne pours sleep upon us. Sleep i s coming 

upon me. 

Badoura. ( S i n k i n g down on t h e c u s h i o n s ) And upon me. 

Akbar. ( S i n k i n g down a l s o ) I can h o l d out a ? a i i i s t i t 

no l o n g e r . S h a l l we awake f r o m t h i s s l e e p , Badoura? 

Badoura. ( S l e e p i l y ) We s h a l l awaken i n Ur-^uadesh. 

(She s l e e p s . ) 
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Akbar. ( S l e e p i l y ) I n Ur-Ouadesh. I n the C i t y of the 
t h i r t e e n t h hour,—where we s h a l l a t t a i n our desires. 
By A l l a h , I would give my soul t o see t h a t C i t y . Well, 
since I cannot, I bid myself good n i g h t . I w i l l sleep. 
I must sleep. 
(He i s about t o s e t t l e down when a t a l l v e i l e d f i g u r e 
appears and comes down to him, touching him on the 
shoulder. A f a i n t beam of l i g h t s t r i k e s upon the 
he a v i l y v e i l e d face. The Voice speaks.) 

Voice . You c a l l e d me. 

Akbar. Who are you? 

Voice. You c a l l e d me. 

Akbar. Then I didn' t want you. Go away. Who are you? 

Voice. She whom you c a l l e d Nourmahal i s ray daughter and 
my niece. 

Akbar. Your daughter and your niece J I am a l i t t l e 
weary of r i d d l e s , good f e l l o w . I know the d e v i l was her 
uncle. 

Voice. She i s my niece. I am the King of Ur-^uadesh. 

Akbar. What i s Ur-^uadesh? 
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Voice. The C i t y of the t h i r t e e n t h hour. 

Akbar. I t h i n k I remember hearing,—something. What 
i s the t h i r t e e n t h hour? 

Voice. The hour when the soul awakens t o knowledge, 
— t o the t r u t h hidden from i t . 

Akbar. I don't want knowledge,—and my s o u l , — i f I 
have a soul,—doesn't want i t e i t h e r . I t wants t o 
sleep. What have you come f o r ? 

Voice. The soul t h a t you promised me. 

Akbar. What do you want t o do w i t h i t ? 

Voice. To take i t , — t o Ur-wuadesh. 

Akbar. ( S l e e p i l y ) Very w e l l , then. Take i t . 

Voice. I have i t . 

Akbar. Keep i t t h e n , — b u t go. 

Voice. Do you ask a price? 

Akbar. No. I t can't be worth much,—such a soul a s 
mine. My p r i c e i s , — l e t me sleep. 
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Voice. You s h a l l have more than your p r i c e . You s h a l l 
have a l l your d e s i r e . I f you desire your soul t o o , 
you s h a l l have i t . I am a j u s t merchant. 

Akbar. I have no d e s i r e , — e x c e p t t o sleep. 

Voice. I t may be t h a t you w i l l f i n d your d e s i r e , - = i n 
the C i t y t o which you go. 

Akbar. ( S l e e o i l y ) I s i t f a r ? 

Voice. I t i s at hand. I t i s aoout you. 

Akbar. How do I reach i t ? 

Voice. Through the gates of sleep. 

Akbar. Then I w i l l go. I w i l l c e r t a i n l y go. Do not 
hinder me. And i f I f i n d my desire t h e r e , I w i l l t e l l 
you, AS f o r my soul, you may keep i t . Put i t i n your 
purse. Now I w i l l sleep. By A l l a h , I w i l l sleep. 
tReciting; the evening prayer) There i s but one God 
— a n d Mohamet i s — i s — 
jThe dark f i g u r e disappears. Badoura jumps up w i t a a 
scream.) 

Badoura. AkbarI Akbar J My beloved! AkbarI 
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Ak'oar. (R i s i n g up a n g r i l y on n i s elbow) Cannot a 

rTince sleepv Where i s the steward of my bedchamber? 

Badoura. ihe dark f i g u r e ! I t has gonei 

Akbar. Please go w i t h i t . 

Badoura. My soul J I t too has c o n e I The dark f i g u r e 
has taken i t t 

Akbar. A p r i c e l e s s t r e a s u r e , doubtless. Way d i d he 
tatce ib? 

Bad oura. I t went w i t h yours. 

Akbar, And wbere? 

Badoura. To the C i t y of the t h i r t e e n t h hour, — t o 
Ur-Quadesh. 

Akbar. Ah, I have heard of i t . somewhere, 1 have neard 
of i t . Then you too may gain trie knowledge of your 
d e s i r e . 

aadoura. I t has been given t o me. The out-cast who 
saved your l i f e , got your heart as her reward. 
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Akbar. (Confusedly) I do not seem t o be sleeping 
w e l l t o - n i g h t . T e l l them t o be s i l e n t . Am I not a 
Prince? I am a Prince. I s there no place i n t h i s 
land of nightmares where I may r e s t my head? 

Badoura. ( P u t t i n g her arms round him w i t h the gesture 
of a mother) Yes. Here! Here on t h i s f a l l e n breast, 
poor lover of NourmahalJ 
(Their heads droop togetner s l e e p i l y . The dark f i g u r e 
re-appears and stands over them. A long note on a 
trumpet i s heard. The f i g u r e waves, w i t h a commanding 
gesture and the Voice speaks.) 

Voice. Open the gates and l e t them enter. 
(The stage darkens. The background d i s s o l v e s , 
r e v e a l i n g heavy bronze"doorsV The note of the trumpet 
i s heard again. The doors slowly swing open, AS they 
do so, the c u r t a i n f a l l s . ) 

END OF ACT I I 
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Nourmahal 

Act I I I : The Dream 
Scene i 

Scene. High IMP on i n ur-Q,uadesh. 
The market place. At the pack of the stage i s 

the base of a basalt c l i f f . Ihe smooth 'surface of the 
c l i f f i s pierced by vast s l i d i n g doors of stone. The 
doors are shut. On eTther" side are various booths and 
shops. "AS t h e ~ c u r t a i n rises~T a small boy i s beating 
f u r i o u s l y upon a large and~*deep-toned gong which hangs 
"at the side of the doors of the c l i f f . He looks at th"e 
r i s i n g c u r t a i n and f l i e s i n t e r r o r . " I-he booth kee'pers7 
each seated i n f r o n t of h i s boo€b"7 laugh.""An o l d " 
woman who i s cooking a meal i n an open shop, R, looks 
a f t e r the boy, glances at the audience, and goes back 
to her cooking, lhe gong begins t o sound i t s e l f . The 
audience can see i t shaking beneath the force of 
i n v i s i b l e stroke's, A'crowd walks upon the stage. Some 
gather i n groups and q u a r r e l , some make love, others 
Inspect the booths i n t u r n , but no one buys. 

A Butcher. \Standing i n f r o n t of h i s booth, L, the 
contents of which, however, are hidden by the f r o n t of 

the old woman's shop before him) 

file:///Standing
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I deal i n f l e s h . 
I s e l l the hearts of men i n Ur-Quadesh. 
My t a k i n g s hardly pay my shop's upkeep. 
Hearts are so cheapj 

Buy, buy, buy, buy. Hearts f o r sale. Hearts f o r sale 
here I Buy, buy, buy, buy! 

An Apothecary. 
I deal i n drugsl 
C r y s t a l s of Dead Sea s a l t and b i t t e r bark. 
Moon s t r i c k e n f l o w e r s , gathered i n the dark. 
Dried cauls and graveyard slugs 
I n wine concocted are a cure f o r p a i n . 
Do dreams oppress ye? Take of dragon's b r a i n 
One scruple, and a drachm of mummy dust; 
Or of t h i s wondrous gum, 
Gathered at midnight by a maid born dumb: 
One g r a i n i n mil k w i l l s t i r old age t o l u s t . 
Come buy, buy, buyJ But no one ever buys, 
And no drug here w i l l dry my weeping eyes. 
Oh sad physician, weary and alone, 
With drugs t o heal a l l sorrows but h i s own. 

(He shakes h i s head sadly, t r y i n g the contents of some 
of h i s flagons.1 

A Merchant. 
I deal i n s i l k ! 
Here i n my shop are purple shawls from Tyre; 
Fine wool as white as m i l k ; 
Rare Persian c l o t h of gold 
Centuries o l d , 
That shines l i k e water woven i n t o f i r e . 
Here are pale s i l k s as lucent as tne dawn; 
Garments f o r brides w i t h f a l l i n g sleeves of lawn; 
Here are t h i n t u n i c s , f i t f o r amorous g i r l s , 
Finer than web, a l l sewn w i t h l i t t l e p e a r l s ; 
B r i g h t green and s c a r l e t turbans f o r the Brave, 
And s o f t Egyptian l i n e n f o r the grave. 

/no break7 
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Come buy, buy, buy. IN one buys, a l a s ! 
W i l l proud youth ever pass, 
Pass on the other side? 
Alas f o r the eyes of pride I 

(He sinks down cross-legged on h i s cushions, idadoura 
e n t e r s e The Apothecary bows i n v i t i n g l y , bhe ignores 
him. The merchant of woven s t u f f s spreads a g a u d i l y 
patterned c l o t h before her f e e t . She ignores i t . She 
comes to the Butcher and enters i n t o low speech w i t h 
him. The crowd g r a d u a l l y melt away, le a v i n g her alone 
w i t h the ButcherT] 

Badoura. You are he, whom 1 have been seeking? 

Butcher. Gracious Lady! 

Badoura. Are you he? 

Butcher. I do not know. I s e l l h e a r t s . 

Badoura. Then you are he. Have you any hearts t o s e l l ? 

Butcher. Many, Lady. You have but t o walk i n s i d e t o see 
them. 

Badoura. W i l l you answer f o r your wares? Have you any 
hearts worth buying? 

Butcher. Gracious Lady, are any hearts t h a t are f o r sale 
worth buying? 

Badoura. I do not know. Do your customers t h i n k so? 
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Butcher. Alas, Lady,—none buy. 

Badoura. Nevertheless I w i l l b u y , — i f you have the 
heart I want. 

Butcher. Please you t o step i n s i d e . 

Badoura. Wait. Have you any Princes' hearts? 

Butcher. Princes' hearts? Wherefore, Lady? 

Badoura. The heart I want i s a Prince's h e a r t . Have you 
any such? 

Butcher. Not at present, Lady. The Princes who have 
r e c e n t l y come h i t h e r , have l e f t t h e i r hearts behind 
them. 

Badoura. Then I s h a l l buy nothing to-day. A l l a h be w i t h 
you, Butcher. 
(The Butcher, shrugging h i s shoulders, i s about t o 
enter h i s shop, when she stops him."] 

Badoura. Stay. 

Butcher. Lady. 

Badoura. I f you come across such a h e a r t , keep i t f o r me. 
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Butcher. As you w i l l , Lady. How s h a l l I know i t ? 
Badoura. I t i s a Prince's h e a r t . 

Butcher. The hearts of Princes are as the hearts of 
other men, Lady. 

Badoura. Not t h i s h e a r t . 

Butcher. I s i t greater than the hearts of other men? 

Badoura. No. 

Butcher. Does i t beat f a s t e r than the hearts of other 
men? 

Badoura. No. 

Butcher. I s i t more f a i t h f u l than the hearts of other 
men, Lady? 

Badoura. No. 

Butcher. How then s h a l l I know i t ? 

Badoura. Keep i t . I s h a l l know i t . 
(Akbar enters, l o o k i n g about himj 
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Akbar. A f r i e n d l y face at l a s t . By A l l a h , how many 
years i s i t since I have been wandering i n t h i s strange 
place? I have seen strange things,—more t h i n g s than I 
dare speak of. But you, I know you e Wnat i s your name? 

Badoura. I am Badoura, r e c e n t l y of Samarkand. 

Akbar. Then who am I ? 

Badoura. You are Akoar, Prince of Samarkand. 

Akbar. Am I indeed? I was! Yes,—now I remember,—I was. 
But t h a t i s a l l f a r o f f , — f a r o f f and h a l f f o r g o t t e n . 
When did I meet you before? 

Badoura. To-night. 

Akbar. To-night? I t i s high noon. 

Badoura. I t i s here t but not the r e . 

Akbar. Here,—but not t h e r e . I am weary of r i d d l e s . I 
w i l l not t r y t o answer you. Do you answer me. f?here was 
t h e r e , — a n d where i s here? 

Badoura. There was Samarkand. There was the Cafe of 
Fareesh i n the s t r e e t of the d r u g - s e l l e r s . There, I 
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gave you the cup that you d r a n k , — t h e cup t h a t brought 
you here. 

Akbar. I am dreaming, I suppose. But i n my dream I seem 
t o understand you. So much f o r t h e r e . Where am I now? 

Badoura. Now I cannot understand you. There i s no now. 

Akbar. Oh I see. You have explained There. Explain Here. 

Badoura. Here i s Ur-Quadesh. 

Akbar. This town? 

Badoura. This town. Here you are i n Ur-^uadesh,—Ur-
Quadesh, the C i t y t h a t i s twice as old as time, the 
C i t y of the Shut Gates, the C i t y of the t h i r t e e n t h 
hour. I t i s the C i t y whose outer gates have been seen 
from afar by poets, drunkards, s a i n t s , condemned 
murderers and the dead. I t i s the c i t y of F u l f i l l e d 
Desire. 

Akbar. Ah yes, I remember,—or I seem to remember,—I 
came here to f i n d a d e s i r e . 

3adoura. What d e s i r e 9 
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Akbar, By A l l a h , I cannot remember. Only I remember 
i t was a desire t h a t 1 desired very g r e a t l y . Can you 
remember my de s i r e , Badoura? 

Badoura. I t may be t h a t you w i l l f i n d i t . 

Akbar. Where? 

Badoura. Here. 

Akbar. How s h a l l I know i t when I do f i n d i t ? 

Badoura. I f i t be the r e a l desire of your hea r t , you 
w i l l know i t . 

Akbar. 'Where am I to look f o r i t ? 

Badoura. Go seek about. There i s a merchant here who 
s e l l s such t h i n g s . 

Akbar. Desires? 

Badoura. And t h e i r f u l f i l m e n t . 

Akbar. By A l l a h , a strange merchant, Badoura. Can you 
d i r e c t me t o him? 

Badoura. No,—but he i s t o be found. 
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Akbar. I w i l l seek him. By the beard of the Prophet, 
I w i l l seek him. A rare merchant. But f i r s t , t e l l me 
more about t h i s C i t y , Badoura. 

Badoura. I t i s the C i t y of Ur-Q,uadesh. I t i s r u l e d by 
a King whose face no i n h a b i t a n t hath ever seen and by 
an innumerable m u l t i t u d e of v i r g i n s , who were f a l l e n 
women t h e r e . I might be one of them, but I have 
s a c r i f i c e d my r i g h t f o r a desire t h a t i s not yet 
f u l f i l l e d . 

Akbar. What desire? 

Badoura. Ask the Butcher. 

Akbar. I w i l l l i s t e n to your r i d d l e s no longer. 1 am 
e i t h e r drunk, sleeping or dead. 

Badoura. Yet had you asked him, my r i d d l e would have 
been answered; f o r 1 have j u s t been lo o k i n g over h i s 
stock t o see i f your neart was t h e r e . 

Akbar. (Laughing) Did you buy i t ? 

Badoura. No. I couldn't. He hadn't got i t . But I t h i n k 
I s h a l l get i t y e t . i t may come t o me by r i g h t of 



- 732 -

i n h e r i t a n c e . When the t h i r t e e n t h hour s t r i k e s , you 
may even be glad t o give i t t o me. 

Akbar. ,7hich hour i s the t h i r t e e n t h hour? 

Badoura. I t i s an hour t h a t i s struck on no time-piece 
made by human hands. I t i s an hour that many av/ait but 
few can e x p l a i n . I cannot ex p l a i n i t . I doubt i f any 
man can exp l a i n i t . 
(The Fakir enters w i t h n i s begging bowl.) 

F a k i r . I can ex p l a i n i t . I t i s the hour which does not 
e x i s t . I t i s the hour which never s t r i k e s . The sun, 
f l a u n t i n g t o the z e n i t h , f e a r s the t h i r t e e n t h hour as 
mortals fear the s p i r i t s of the dead. I t hath never 
s t r u c k , and ther e a t the sun r e j o i c e t h , f o r he i s the 
slave of day and n i g h t . The twanty-four hours of day 
and n i g h t are tne a r t i c l e s of n i s creed. The heresy of 
the t h i r t e e n t h hour i s the overthrow of h i s creed. Such 
i s my teaching. I f ye nave l i s t e n e d , ye have p r o f i t e d . 
I f ye nave p r o f i t e d , r e j o i c e t h e r e a t . Be g r a t e f u l 
t h e r e a t . (He holds out h i s begging bowl.) A t r i f l e 
drooped t h e r e i n w i l l insure ye success i n t h i s w o r l d . 
Add t h e r e t o a t r i f l e and I w i l l r e c i t e t o ye a poem i n 
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which the u l t i m a t e t r u t h s of a l l r e l i g i o n s say t h e i r 
l a s t word, and e x p i r e . (He holds out h i s begging 
bowl t o 3adoura. ) 7/ouldst thou rob God? (To Akbar ) 
The jewel i n t h y turban, I l l u s t r i o u s , w i l l ensure 
thee Paradise. (Akbar t u r n s h i s back.) Or, as thou 
a r t a Prince, a copper p i a s t r e s h a l l buy i t . 

the hoofs and horns of goats, rush i n and b i t e the 
F a k i r ' s heels . S h r i e k i n g , he drops h i s beg ?ging bowl 

Akbar. This h o l y man, possessed of more reverence than 
l u c i d i t y , seems t o have f l e d , Why hath he f l e d ? 

Badoura. Because i n Ur-Q,uadesh, mere holiness hath no 
d w e l l i n g place. This i s the C i t y of T r u t h . 

Akbar. Who were those apish, scaled, half-human dog-
b i r d s t h a t b i t at h i s heels? 

Badoura. I l l u s t r i o u s c h i l d , dead menyjyho hath not 
r e a l i s e d death, they are the d e v i l s of h i s own 
d i s b e l i e f . 

Akbar. So be i t , i f thou sayest so. I nave l o s t a l l 
count of t h i n g s , whatever thou sayest, I w i l l b elieve. 



- 734 -

T e l l me out one t h i n g , thou wno seemest t o know more 
than I k n o w , — t h i s desire which I s e e k , — s h a l l I f i n d 
i t ? — a n d f i n d i n g i t , s h a l l I know i t l'or the desire 
t h a t I desired i n t h a t other p lace,—which 1 desired 
there? 

Badoura. I f i t be the t r u e desire of thy heart, thou 
s h a l t f i n d i t . Not otherwise. 

Akbar. Not otherwise. Then i f i t be not the t r u e desire 

Badoura. IOU cannot f i n d i t here. This i s the C i t y of 
T r u t h . I t has been l e f t behind you. 

Akbar. And i f i t be the t r u e one?—when s h a l l 1 f i n d i t 

Badoura. I t maybe, at the t h i r t e e n t h hour. 

Akbar. And thou sayest, none can e x p l a i n the t h i r t e e n t h 
hour? 

Badoura. None can e x p l a i n i t . 
(The Soldier e n t e r s . ) 

S o l d i e r . I can e x p l a i n i t . Such i s my mission. The 
t h i r t e e n t h hour i s the hour of d e s o l a t i o n . I t hath 



- 735 -

never struck. A l l a h grant t h a t i t may never s t r i k e , 
y/hen i t s t r i k e s , 7/ar s h a l l be no more. When i t 
s t r i k e s , the cold s t e e l of the swords of Islam 
s h a l l t u r n to water and d r i p i n drops of wetness 
through our scabbards. 
(A g a u d i l y dressed woman simpers across the stage &t_ 
the back. Me turns and sees her.J 

Stay! Stay, Zouredinah, i t i s I . I must begone. 
Here i s something t h a t F i l l not brook delay. Farewell. 
Farewell. A l l a h be w i t h you. 
(He e x i t s h a s t i l y a f t e r the woman.) 

Akbar. I give i t up. For the second time, I give i t up. 
I f I am dead, I am content. I f t h i s be death, i t i s 
more amusing than the Paradise I nave been taught t o 
believe i n . Ghostly Badoura, i s there anything i n 
t h i s phantom C i t y to d i s t r a c t the Shade of Akbar? 

Badoura. Seek your d e s i r e . 

Akbar. Where? 

Badoura. About the C i t y . (Going) Farewell. 

Akbar. Stayl Stay! W i l l you not help me to f i n d i t ? 
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Badoura. Not y e t . Farewell. We s h a l l meet again. 

Akbar. When? 

Badoura. I f not before, tnen at the t h i r t e e n t h hour. 

(She disappears, A woman, c a r r y i n g a c h i l d , wrapped 
i n a shawl, h u r r i e s across the stage. Akbar catches 
hold of her shawl.) 

Akbar. I s i t n e a r l y t h i r t e e n o'clock? 

Woman. Nearly. Hold t h i s t i l l then. (She hands the c h i l d 
t o Akbar and i s h u r r y i n g o f f . ) 

Akbar. (Turning i t about awkwardly and scanning i t s 
face) I t i s dead. 

Woman. (Returning and s h r i e k i n g ) Oh you v i l l a i n ! How 
dare you. Dead, did you say? Give me back my c h i l d . 
There i s no death. 
(She snatches the body of tne c h i l d from him and rushes 
o f f the stage.) 

Akbar. I f there i s no death, then I am a l i v e . I f there 
i s no madness, then I am sane. I f hemp, nor poppy hath 
not grown i n any f i e l d , then I am sober. But there is 
death i n t h i s C i t y , and here madness s t a l k s shameless 



- 737 -

at noonday. Death and Madness are C i t y c o u n c i l l o r s 
here, and one boasteth against the other, saying t h a t 
h i s hemp-field i s r i c h e r than h i s neighbour's poppy 
garden. I f i t i s the w i l l of A l l a h , so be i t . I , 
being mad, dead and drunk i n a C i t y of ghosts, w i l l 
enjoy t h i s u l t i m a t e adventure t o i t s dregs. I w i l l 
engage a guide though i t be the E v i l One h i m s e l f . 
(He looks about him, t o f i n d himself alone. He goes 
up t o a booth, and knocks. There i s no r e p l y . He 
knocks at another booth, w i t h the same r e s u l t . A f t e r 
a pause i n which he stares about him, he goes up t o 
the vast doors i n the c l i f f and knocks. As he does so, 
the stage r a p i d l y darkens. The v e i l e d f i g u r e of the 
second act crosses from r i g h t t o l e f t , pausing a 
moment i n the centre t o wave h i s arm w i t h a commanding 
gesture. Then complete"~darkness f a l l s and when i t 
l i g h t e n s , the booths, and a l l save the vast doors are 
gone, and we are i n the courtyard of Djaleeb, the 
s l a v e - s e l l e r , i l l u m i n a t e d by the f u l l moon.) 

Scene i i 

(Djaleeb i s i n the act of s e l l i n g n i s l a s t slave t o a 
young man, who pays the orice and" leads h i s purchase 
away. Djaleeb packs handfuls of money i n t o bags. He 
t i e s up h i s l a s t bag w i t h a sigh of s a t i s f a c t i o n . The 
stage g r a d u a l l y f i l l s w i t h the crowd whoi occupied the 
preceding; scene. Badoura enters b r e a t h l e s s l y , dragging 
i n Gulnare by the w r i s t . Gulnare hangs back.) 
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Badoura. (To Djaleeb) Stay merchant. Bo not close tne 
shop. Here i s a slave whom you must s e l l on my 
behalf. 

D.ialeeb. (Bowing) I am t i r e d Lady; but never too 
t i r e d t o make a good bargain. My commission i s 
tw e n t y - f i v e per cent. 

Badoura. Oh you can take the l o t . I am not s e l l i n g 
t h i s g i r l f o r p r o f i t . 

Djaleeb. I s i t a whim? 

Badoura. I t i s a whim. 

Djaleeb. Good. (To Gulnare) S i t down g i r l ! (As she 
sulks at him, t h r e a t e n i n g l y . ) S i t down, I say. (Guinare 
s i t s . ) This one w i l l need firmness. You sold her t o 
me before, Lady Badoura. 

3adoura. When? 

Djaleeb. I n the dream t h a t we have both l e f t . 

Badoura. That i s t r u e , merchant. I sold her then t o 
f u l f i l my d e s i r e . 
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Djaleeb, And now? 

Badoura. Now i must s e l l her t h a t she may f i n d her^s. 

Djaleeb. What i s her desire? 

Badoura. ( I n d i f f e r e n t l y ) I do not know. I only know 
th a t i f I s e l l her, she w i l l f i n d i t . I was t a l k i n g 
t o Prince Akbar when I heard t h i s g i r l ' s heart 
b l e a t i n g . I t was c r y i n g t o be sold and I h u r r i e d 
a f t e r i t . I found i t . I ran through many l i t t l e 
crooked s t r e e t s m a t t r i e d t o t r i p me up. I passed 
innumerable doorways t h a t t r i e d t o d i a ^ me i n . I ran 
b r e a t h l e s s l y , d i s r e g a r d i n g the voices t h a t w h i s t l e d 
my name. Without making a sound, I broke through the 
nets woven by the hands t h a t belonged t o those 
voices. I could not hear my own f o o t s t e p s . I neard 
no sound save the beating of the heart t h a t was 
cr y i n g f o r help. At l a s t I found i t . I rescued her. 
Here she i s . S e l l her. 

Djaleeb. (Threateningly) Stand up, g i r l ! (G-ulnare 
stands up s u l l e n l y . ) 
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(Akbar, s t i l l knocking mechanically at the door I n 
the c l i f f a t the back, t u r n s h i s head and seeing 
Gulnare and Badoura, comes t o himself. He beckons 
a small boy from the crowd and °;ives him money. ) 

Akbar. Knock at t h i s door, and i f i t opens, c a l l me. 
(The boy knocks at the door, and Akbar crosses the 
stage t o the slave-merchant. As soon as Akbar's 
back i s turned, the boy runs away, b i t i n g the piece 
of money.) 
Hal I know you. I t i s Gulnare! S h a l l I buy you, 
Gulnare? 

Gulnare. No, I l l u s t r i o u s ! 

Akbar. (Taken aback) Well, w e l l , I won't then. But why 
should I not buy you? 

G-ulnare. Because i hate you, you t u f t e d , bejewelled 
f o o l ! 

Akbar. (Slapping Djaleeb on the back) By A l l a h , 
merchant, I w i l l buy t h i s slave. How much? 

Badoura. (Pushing oetween Akoar and Djaleeb) She i s not 
f o r sale. I take her back. 

Akbar. What do you mean? 
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Badoura. I mean t h a t you shan't have her. 

Akbar. Why should I not? I can pay f o r her. 

Badoura a She I s not f o r sale. She i s not f o r s a l e . 

Akbar. Aha, Badoura,—a thought has descended upon 
me. What i f t h i s be the desire t h a t I am here t o 
seek. 

3adoura. She i s not. She i s not! 

Akbar. By A l l a h , l know not. I have not iound i t y e t . 

Badoura. You w i l l not f i n d i t here. 

Akbar. (S a r d o n i c a l l y ) Do you assure me of t h a t ? Very 
w e l l then. I w i l l take your word. I t i s r a t h e r t h a t 
I am i n d i f f e r e n t i n the matter. I w i l l seek e l s e ­
where. A l l a h be w i t h you, Badoura,-—and w i t h you, 
Gulnare. I s h a l l not buy you a f t e r a l l . 
(Akbar e x i t s , L, up.) 

Badoura. (Looking a f t e r him) Akbar I Akbar I 

(Badoura h u r r i e s out a f t e r him.) 
Djaleeb. By the beard of A l l a h , she seeks her d e s i r e . 

And I am t o s e l l you, g i r l , i t seems, t h a t you may 
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f i n d yours. Well (eyeing h e r ) , i t snould not be 
d i f f i c u l t . Hold y o u r s e l f s t r a i g h t and sing a song 
to c a l l up the l o i t e r e r s . Do as I bid you, g i r l . 
(Gulnare looks at him contemptuously 9) You won't? 
You dare to disobey me? (Gulnare shrugs.) You won't 
s i n g ? — o r i s i t t h a t you can't? Oh w e l l , i f you 
c a n ' t , — o f course t h a t a l t e r s the matter. I must 
s e l l you myself without help from you. 
(He begins t o clap h i s hands together, at f i r s t 
s l owly, afterwards more e n e r g e t i c a l l y , c a l l i n g t o the 
crowd which begins t o gather about him) 

H i , h i , h i , h i J Noble Sheiks, brave Imaums, 
hon°rable Ulemahs, merchants, scholars, s o l d i e r s , ye 
proud s p i r i t e d students of the four orthodox sects, 
and ye also, f a k i r s and philosophers, servants of 
A l l a h who desire a l i t t l e refreshment by the wayside 
i n your search f o r t r u t h , gather about Djaleeb, 
— D j a l e e b , the l o v e r of h i s f e l l o w men,—who has a 
slave t o s e l l . Now i s your time. I am s e l l i n g at a 
l o s s . Four hundred ghazis of gold I paid f o r her. 
(Aside to Gulnare ) May A l l a h f o r g i v e me f o r the l i e . 
(Aloud) Four hundred ghazis, I ask f o r her; and f o r 
t h a t price go also her armlets of gold, her necklet 
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of c o r a l , her t w i s t e d b r a c e l e t s , the r i n g s upon her 
ankles, and the untamed s p i r i t of a v i r g i n daughter 
of h e l l . Ho, ho, ho, hoi (Clapping h i s hands) Ha, 
ha, ha, ha I (Clapping h i s hands) T a l l she i s , white 
she i s , the sun i s jealous of her h a i r , the sea 
c r i e s continuously t o be as green as her eyes. Buy, 
buy, buy, buy. I s there no one? W i l l ye not b i d , ye 
sons of ghosts. I f there i s a man here w i t h aught 
but smoke i n h i s veins, l e t him come f o r t h and bid 
f o r what I s e l l . 

(The Grand "Vizier, a blood-stained k e r c n i e f pressed 
hard against n i s breast, enters. He i s accompanied 
by two of h i s guard who bear bags of gold. His face 
i s very D a l e . ) 

D.jaleeb. Hal By the beard of A l l a h , t h i s crowd of 
ghosts have given b i r t h to a man, though he i s not 
a young one, and being r e c e n t l y dead, s t i l l bleeds. 

V i z i e r . Thou l i e s t . I bleed not. 

D.jaleeb. (Beating h i s drum) Be s i l e n t , dead man t h a t 
knows not death. L i s t e n t o me, and J. w i l l so sing 
t h a t thou s i i a l t be enraptured t h e r e a t . L i s t e n , — a n d 
thou s h a l t f o r g e t the daggers t h a t so l a t e l y 
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encountered tnee. Look h i t h e r at what I have t o s e l l . 
Look h i t h e r and pay me my p r i c e , — t h a t she may f i n d 
her d e s i r e . 

V i z i e r . That she may f i n d her d e s i r e . And what i s her 
de s i r e , merchant? 

Djaleeb. What else but a man,—a man l i k e thee, noble 
V i z i e r . I s i t not so Gulnare? 

Gulnare. ( S u l l e n l y ) No. 

Djaleeb. I t i s the way of maids t o deny what they would 
have. L i s t e n noble V i z i e r . L i s t e n t o my song. (He 
nods tQi the orchestra which oegins t o pla y . ) 

((Dhanting) 
To a l l who pay, I s e l l ; wnat does thou give? 

V i z i e r . (With d i f f i c u l t y ; pressing the handkerchief 
hard against h i s breast) 

Gold t h a t i s squandered ere the day i s done. 

Bjaleeb. (Pushing forward the u n w i l l i n g Guinare) 
Then take her t o thee, f o r Djaleeb must l i v e . 
Take what t h y price has bought, and get thee gone. 
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(The V i z i e r beckons to h i s body guard who b r i n g 
forward the bags of g o l d . As they do so, he r e e l s 
and d i e s , overcome by h i s wounds. They drop t h e i r 
money bags and bear the body o f f " the stage. Djaleeb 
adds the bags t o h i s heap.) 
(Zeyn Alasman rushes forward from the crowd c a s t i n g 
h i m s e l f and a rose at Gulnare*s f e e t . She draws her 
f e e t away from him.) 

Djaleeb. (Looking at him) 
To a l l who pay, I s e l l ; what dost thou g i v e . 

Zeyn. 
A t o l l of Love t h a t w i l l o u t l a s t the years. 

Djaleeb. (Thrusting Gulnare forward) 
Give her t h a t t o y , f o r even she must play. 
Give me tne p r i c e , and quench her s u l l e n t e a r s . 

(Zeyn Alasman attempts to take Gulnare i n h i s arms. 
She t h r u s t s him away, laughing mockingly at him. He 
stands a moment regarding her, then covering h i s 
face w i t h h i s hands, rushes out.) 

Djaleeb. I cannot s e l l thee, Gulnare, and i f I cannot, 
i t i s the w i l l of A l l a h . I t i s the l i r s t time I have 
had t o s e l l on such t e r m s , — t h a t thou shouldst f i n d 
t h y d e s i r e . By A l l a n , I have n i t h e r t o sold t h a t 
those who buy should f i n d t h e i r s . I f I knew what t h y 
desire was, perchance I should succeed. Not gold, i t 
seems, nor love: what then? Thou a r t s i l e n t ? So be 
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i t , I w i l l wait f i v e minutes, and at the end of 
t h a t time, i f thou a r t not sold, I take thee home. 
(Akbar enters w i t h Badoura at the back, and stands 
watching. The moon which nas i l l u m i n a t e d the c o u r t ­
yard t u r n s green. A greenish l i g h t suffuses the 
stage. The crowd suddenly f a l l s t o i t s knees; 
D.jaleeb also. The King of Ur-Q,uadesh has entered. He 
i s hooded and robed i n black and green. He i s 
recognisable as the hooded f i g u r e of the preceding 
a c t . The people grovel ab.iectly. ) 

Djaleeb. (His voice shaken) 
To a l l who pay, I s e l l ; what dost thou hold? 

Voice. 
Sleep and the end, and no more wish t o l i v e . 

Gulnare. 
( F a l l i n g on her knees and s t r e t c h i n g her arms out t o him) 
Then i n t h i n e arms, my weary heart e n f o l d , 
Thy p r i c e outbids a l l t h a t I have t o g i v e . 

(The King takes Gulnare by the w r i s t s and leads her 
away. As he goes, he t u r n s and looks slowly upon the 
audience and upon the p r o s t r a t e crowd. His face i s a* 
skull" . When they have l e f t the stage, Gulnare i s 
heard t o scream. Cne of the crowd r i s e s up and looks 
about him. I t i s Ishmael.) 

Ishmae1. ( F r a n t i c a l l y ) 
Which way did she go? I s there not a voice among you, 
dead sea of p a l l i d ghosts? 
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(The l i g h t s go out, leaving the stage i n u t t e r 
darkness. I n the darkness the voice of lshmael i s 
heard c a l l i n g . " ] 

Gulnare I 7/here are you, Gulnare? 

Scene i i i 

(When i t l i g h t e n s again, we are back i n the market 
place. The crowd have gone. The bootn keepers have 
r e t i r e d w i t h i n t h e i r shops. The old woman i n the 
f r o n t booth i s s t i l l cooking. Akbar and Badoura stand 
e x a c t l y where they stood i n the preceding scene, 
loo k i n g at each other. The only other occupant of the 
stage i s an old man who s i t s drowsing before an 
empty booth. There i s a p l a i n wooden oox before him. 
He snores a u d i b l y . ) 

Akbar. (Rubbing h i s eyes) Gone! '"/here i s she? 

Badoura. Of whom do you speak? 

Akbar. Of her who was here, but nowl-r-of Gulnare. 

Badoura. I know not. I only know t h a t her heart i s at 
r e s t . I can hear i t no longer. 

Akbar. She has found her des i r e , then? 

Badoura. T r u l y . 
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Akbar. I n strange ways, Badoura. 

Badoura. The ways of A l l a h are strange, Prince Akbar. 

Akbar. By A l l a h h i m s e l f , t h a t i s so. And Ishmael who 
was t h y slave. Has he also found h i s desire? 

Badoura. His heart too i s at r e s t . I cannot hear i t be 

Akbar. Mine beats f a s t . Faster methinks than i t beat 
i n the l i f e I have l e f t . I t i s time I found my desire 

yet 
Badoura. Thou hast not/found i t then? 

Akbar. (U n c e r t a i n l y ; making a step towards her) I , — I 
t h i n k I have found i t , Badoura. 

Badoura. (Drawing; back) Not y e t . 

Akbar. (Pausing ) How then? 

Badoura. When you t r u l y f i n d i t , you w i l l not t h i n k 
t h a t you have found i t . You w i l l know. 

Akbar I s h a l l knowI Then I w i l l know,—and the sooner 
the b e t t e r . Where i s t h i s merchant o l whom thou hast 
spoken, who w i l l s e l l me my desire? Guide me t o him, 
Badoura. Guide me t o him, I say. I w i l l pay h i s 
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p r i c e . I w i l l pay any p r i c e . For i t seems t o me t h a t 
I know,—that 1 t h i n k I know,—what he w i l l s e l l me. 

Badoura. I cannot guide you t o him. You must seek 
him f o r y o u r s e l f . 

Akbar. There i s madness i n the a i r . There are r i d d l e s 
on the tongues of a l l who speak here. I am surrounded 
by creatures of dreams, shapes of f o l l y . You alone 
Badoura, seem apart from a l l t h i s compact of 
u n r e a l i t y . You alone seem wise i n t h i s maze of 
madness. I f you cannot guide me, how s h a l l I f i n d 
t h i s merchant myself. 

Badoura. Seek d i l i g e n t l y , P r i nce,—and witn. a s i n g l e 
h e a r t . Farewell. 

Akbar. Stay, Badoura,—stay. Do not leave me. 

Badoura. I must. You w i l l f i n d naught, unless you seek 
i t alone. Farewell. We s h a l l meet again. 

Akbar. When? 

Badoura. At the t h i r t e e n t h hour. 
(Badoura e x i t s , R.) 
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Akbar. (To the audience) Never before have I had so 
v i v i d a dream. Never before hath the cup so wrought 
i n me. Wine could not have done i t . These merry 
phantoms, these f a n t a s t i c images, these grotesque 
s i m i l i t u d e s w i t h which I am surrounded, do indeed 
seem more r e a l t o me than the o r i g i n a l s whom they 
represent. (He i s i n t e r r u p t e d by s h r i l l l a u g h t e r . ) 
L i s t e n t o t h a t . Were i t not t h a t I can s t i l l t a s t e 
the b i t t e r dregs of that, cup upon my tongue, I could 
f i n d i t i n my heart t o be a f r a i d . Here 1 am,—the 
pr o d i g a l son of J e l l a l - u d - D i n , the p u b l i c scandal of 
the realm, as w e l l known and despised i n Samarkand 
as my f a t h e r i s honoured,—here I am, Prince Akbar, 
b l i n d drunk w i t h hemp i n the Cafe" of Fareesh, no 
doubt snoring dis-*ustingly and most c e r t a i n l y doomed 
to v i o l e n t sickness when I awake. And yet i t seems t o 
me (peering at the audience) t h a t I address a 
multitude of grotesquely bedizened beings, a l l set 
out i n rows, who regard me c u r i o u s l y . 1 pace the 
s t r e e t s of a C i t y t h a t i s charted on no map. I am 
f r e t t e d by ghosts. The apparent dead are my f a m i l i a r 
f r i e n d s . And a l l t h i s high adventure, t h i s magical 
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i n t e r l u d e i n ray useless l i f e , t h i s C i t y and i t s 
i n h a b i t a n t s , w i l l drop i n dust about me. The 
u l t i m a t e r e s u l t of so much wonder w i l l be a 
v i o l e n t headache and a Ion'?, d u l l , only too f a m i l i a r 
sermon from my august p r o g e n i t o r . Well, f o r the 
f i r s t time at any r a t e , 1 am here,—and i n search 
of a d e s i r e . I w i l l l i v e out the dream. I w i l l s t i r 
up some more of these dreams and see what happens. 
(He looks round and sees the merchant dozing w i t h 
the wooden box before him.) 
(Poking him w i t h h i s seaboard) What do you s e l l , 
f a t h e r ? 
(The merchant sleeps on. Akoar opens the box and 
peers i n t o i t c u r i o u s l y . He takes i t i n h i s hand, 
turns i t upside down and shakes i t . The box i s empty. 
He replaces i t and laughs. He shakes the merchant 
vi g o r o u s l y by the shoulder.) 

Merchant. (Waking, and rubbing h i s eyes; i n a sleepy 
voice) Buy, buy, buy. Come good people, what do you 
lack . 3uy my goods. 

Akbar. (Laughing) Goods indeed! Are you t r y i n g t o s e l l 
t h a t box? 

Merchant. Which box? 



- 752 -

Akbar. (Kicking i t contemptuously) Why, t h i s old 
empty clothes box. 

Merchant* A l l a h f o r b i d . 

Akbar» A l l a h f o r b i d indeed. No man would buy i t . 

Merchant. No man could buy i t , Akbar, Prince of 
Samarkand. 

Akbar. More wondersJ You know me then? 

Merchant. I was present at t h y b i r t h . I prophesied 
t h y coming h i t h e r . 

Akbar. Indeed,—and t o whom? 

Merchant. To myself. 

Akbar. (Laughing) T r u l y d id a l l prophets confine t h e i r 
prophesies to such an audience, they would gain more 
c r e d i t than they now possess. Mad old s e l l e r of 
nothing, your box i s empty. 

Merchant. Yet know i t s value, Prince Akbar. I f the 
great Haroun-al-Raschid, upon whose departed s p i r i t 
be peace, were t o gather a l l h i s wealth i n t o a 
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heap,—a heap so high t h a t Mount Ararat were hidden 
beneath i t , — a n d i f the seven g e n i i were t o p i l e 
the wealth of t h e i r master, Solomon, upon t h a t heap 
u n t i l i t s summit were overthrown by the sun i n i t s 
course,—and were a l l t h a t wealth m u l t i p l i e d as 
many times as there are grains of sand upon a l l the 
shores of t h i s w o r l d , — y e t know t n a t i t would not 
buy the dust from the sandals of him who made t h a t 
box. 

Akbar. A l l a h p r o t e c t t h y w i t s . Here i s a piece of go l d . 

Merchant. ( C a r e f u l l y t e s t i n g the piece of gold w i t h 
h i s t e e t h and pl a c i n g i t i n h i s pouch) May the f a t h e r 
of a l l , whose name be holy f o r ever; may he pour h i s 
blessings abundantly upon you, munificent p r o t e c t o r 
of the Poor I 

Akbar. (Laughing w i t h genuine amusement) I cannot p i l e 
gold pieces up t o the sun, venerable merchant, but 
I w i l l give you ten s i m i l a r pieces f o r the emptiness 
t h a t i s i n your box. I s i t a bargain? 

Merchant. (S t r o k i n g h i s beard and loo k i n g i n t o vacancy) 
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The emptiness t h a t i s i n my box, I l l u s t r i o u s , i s a 
p o r t i o n of t h a t emptiness that r o l l s between star 
and s t a r . Regarding the bargain, i t i s already 
completed. You have bought a l l t n a t I nave t o s e l l , 
but my stock i s not diminished. 

Akbar. Dost thou s e l l words, eloquent and convincing 
f a t h e r of r h e t o r i c ? 

Merchant. No. 

Akbar. What then? 

Merchant. Wishes. 

Akbar. Truly? 

Merchant. Desires. 

Akbar. (Arrested) Hal And what moreover? 

Merchant. Their f u l f i l m e n t . 

Akbar. I have been seeking thee. This i s the maddest 
t u r n i n the dream y e t . W i l t thou s e l l me my desire? 

Merchant. I have already t o l d t h e e , — I have sold i t 
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thee. 

Akbar. I f i t be t r u e , old man, t h a t you have sold me 
the f u l f i l m e n t of my desire at the p r i c e of a gold 
piece, then by A l l a h , I have made the f i r s t 
admirable bargain of my l i f e . Add t o your favours, 
worthy and venerable merchant, by i n f o r m i n g me what 
my desire i s . 

Merchant. I n good time you w i l l know i t . 

Akbar. I n what time. 

Merchant. When the t h i r t e e n t h hour s t r i k e s . 

Akbar. The t h i r t e e n t h hour J — a g a i n the t h i r t e e n t h hour! 
(Zeyn Alasman enters. ) 

Merchant. ( I n t e r r u p t i n g Akbar) Pardon me, I l l u s t r i o u s , 
but here i s a customer; and i t i s my doom t h a t I may 
never refuse t o t r a d e . 
(Zeyn Alasman kicks the box, stamps on the f l o o r and 
shakes n i s f i s t i n the merchant's face.) 

Merchant. (Imperturbably) Ungovernable c a p t a i n . 

Zeyn. I am not a cap t a i n . I am Alasman, the poet,—Zeyn 
Alasman, which means the beauty of statues. 
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Merchant. (Imperturbably) I l l u s t r i o u s Zeyn Alasman, 
the p o e t , — 

Zeyn. ( S t i l l more f u r i o u s l y ) F o o l l 

Merchant. My son I 

Zeyn. Bearded he-devilS 

Merchant. Brother. 

Zeyn. Cheat. 

Merchant. Dupe. 

Akbar. This promises w e l l . There i s a heavy sale toward. 
(Zeyn Alasman t u r n s a n g r i l y upon him but i s m o l l i f i e d 
by the aloofness of the r i c h l y dressed and s o l d i e r l y " 
accoutred f i g u r e of Akbar.) 

Zeyn. I l l u s t r i o u s stranger, i f you have come h i t h e r t o 
bargain, be warned by me and go. 

Akbar. I have already bought. 

Zeyn. Then you w i l l get nothing f o r your money. This 
merchant i s a cheat. 

Akbar. ( I n d i f f e r e n t l y ) T . r e l l , w e l l , I am used to being 
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cheated. 

Zeyn. And so am I , — b u t t h i s merchant i s the f a t h e r 
of cheats. I f I buy wine from a wine merchant and 
the wine i s sour, i t i s the w i l l of A l l a h . 

Merchant and Akbar. (Together) Blessed be His name. 

Zeyn. And I go elsewhere f o r my wine. But i f i t be 
not wine, but poison, and I drink i t and pe r i s h 
miserably t h e r e o f , i s not my blood upon the head of 
him t h a t sold i t t o me? vVill not A l l a h demand i t of 
nim who i s not a merchant of wine but a poisoner? 
So also i s t h i s merchant. Ask him. 

Akbar. (Looking at the merchant who i s again slumbering 
p e a c e f u l l y ) I perceive he i s again asleep. 

Zeyn. I w i l l waken him. But wait J Wait I L i s t e n t o me, 
— t o me, Zeyn Alasman, the poet,—whom you, as a l l 
the admiring world, must know as t h a t dreamer from 
whose b r a i n sprang a l i v e the quatrains which men c a l l 
the entrance t o t h e Four Paths of Love. 

Akbar. A most e x c e l l e n t poem. 
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Zeyn. You have read i t ? 

Akbar. Not yet. 

Zeyn. nevertheless, l i s t e n . I bought from t h i s s e l l e r 
of vapid charms, t h i s threadbare wizard from the 
u l t i m a t e desert, a charm. I gave him gold, food, 
opium, and the wine forbidden of the Prophet. For a l l 
t h i s , I demanded the l i t t l e s t of favours. I asked 
t h a t i t should be given t o me,—to me,—Zeyn Alasman, 
— m e r e l y t h i s , — t h e power t o produce one t h i n g of 
beauty whose fame should o u t l a s t even the Quatrains 
t h a t have made me what 1 am. 

Akbar. (Yawning) Well,—what happened? 

Zeyn. This happened. At the very hour, moment, second, 
th a t t h i s d e v i l - b a r t e r i n g dotard of the bazaar promised 
me the b i r t h of my i n s p i r a t i o n , my ears were s p l i t by 
the shrieks of a wizened hag, w i t h a f o u l oabe i n her 
arms, who swore t h a t her daughter had given b i r t h t o 
i t , subsequent upon an act of p e r i o d i c absentmmdedness 
to which a l l we men of l e t t e r s are s u b j e c t . 

Akbar. They say these t h i n g s about me. Let us take 
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comfort from the words of the Prophet who s a i t h , 
—"The complaints of the ignoble are l i e s i n the 
ears of the I l l u s t r i o u s . " 

Zeyn. Nevertheless I w i l l wake t h i s r a s c a l . (He 
shakes the merchant.) Rouse t h y s e l f , cheat,—and 
j u s t i f y t h y r a s c a l i t y i f thou canst. 

Merchant. The babe which thou d e n y e s t , — 

Zeyn. Ah then, thou d i d s t hear — 

Merchant. The babe which thou denyest s h a l l be the 
t h i n g of Beauty whicn s h a l l o u t l a s t even the memory 
of thee and of thy Quatrains. She s h a l l be the f i r s t 
of the t h i r t e e n b e a u t i f u l works of A l l a h ; but i n 
t h a t day, no man s h a l l know t h a t the author of thy 
t n r i c e - f o r g o t t e n poems was her f a t h e r . 

Akbar. ( S t a r i n g c u r i o u s l y at Zeyn) Thou hast then, t h y 
de s i r e . 

Zeyn. ( F u r i o u s l y ) I am cheated w i t h words. (He rushes 
from the stage. ) 
(The old woman i n tne shop, sets down her pan and 
comes out upon the stage.) 
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Woman. 7/hat' s t o do? Whatever i s t o do? More tr o u b l e ? 
•»'ho's q u a r r e l l i n g now? 
(As she s h u f f l e s about the stage, one of her s l i p p e r s 
comes o f f . She bends down t o pick i t up. and 
str a i g h t e n s h e r s e l f w i t h a cry of pain.) 

Ah. Oh! Ee! Oh my poor back I Oh-h! Curse the 
rheumatism! 
(She s h u f f l e s across the stage t o Akbar, and peers at 
him s h o r t - s i g h t e d l y . ) 
What's the matter, young man? Huh! My oaekl 

(Akbar goes down upon one knee and f i x e s her sandal 
f o r her.) 

(Rising) 
Akbar. /Nothing i s the matter, reverend lady. 

Woman. (Thrusting ner face i n t o h i s i n her eagerness t o 
see who i s speaking) Oh you v i l l a i n ! Reverend indeed! 
Why don't you say, old lady and have done w i t h i t . 
You scented popinjay! 

Akbar. (Leading her towards her house) Well, w e l l , — I 
meant no offence. Forgive me, mother. 

Woman. (Pushing him) Mother, you A r a b i a n f o o l ! I t i s 
easy t o see t h a t you are a stranger here. Mother, 
indeed! I have only been married seven months. 
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Akbar. ( S e t t l i n g her head-dress which has f a l l e n o f f ) 
Well, w e l l , I did not mean t h a t , or not as you 
supposed I meant i t . I am, as you say, but a 
stranger, b e a u t i f u l lady, mother of neroes to be. 

Moman. (Giggling;) My s i s t e r had t w i n s , — b o t h boysl 
—They are s o l d i e r s now. Fine, handsome lads! 

Akbar. I am sure they are. 

Woman. So l i k e me I — b o t h of themJ 

Akbar. Yes, yes. (Aside) This i s the most n a t u r a l 
dream of a l l . 

'•Yoman. You are laughing at me. This bazaar i s becoming 
un i n h a b i t a b l e . I never l i k e d i t . I don't l i k e the 
neighbours,—and I p a r t i c u l a r l y d i s l i k e t h a t obscure 
old man who s i t s before an empty box a l l day and 
never seems t o s e l l anything. I shouldn't wonder i f 
he was accountable f o r my rheumatism. 

Akbar. By the beard of A l l a h , there i s something i n 
the wisdom of a g e , — t h a t i s t o say, worthy matron, 
your a t t r a c t i v e m a t u r i t y has solved the problem. I 
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don't l i k e him. 

Woman. I hate him. Nobody seems t o know who he i s or 
where he comes from or what he has t o s e l l . Do you 
know what he is ? 

Akbar. I only know what he says he i s . 

Woman. What i s that? 

Akbar. He says he s e l l s wishes. 

Woman. Wishes? 

Akbar. He says so. 

Woman. Ah w e l l , — p o o r f o l k l i k e myself have qu i t e 
enough wishes without needing t o buy them. 

Akbar. True, good mother,—pardon, I f o r g o t . But t h i s 
merchant declares t h a t by wishes he means desires; 
and t h a t he s e l l s the f u l f i l m e n t of them. I have 
even traded w i t h him myself. 

Woman. ( I n an e n t i r e l y new voice) Have you got the 
f u l f i l m e n t of your desires? 

Akbar. W e l l , — ( H e s i t a n t l y ) — n o t y e t . But I am l i k e the 
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hungry dog under the ta b l e a t the f e a s t , I l i v e i n 
hopes. 

Woman. (Turning round and loo k i n g a t the merchant) He 
i s c e r t a i n l y a strange old man. 

Akbar. That i s so. 

Woman. Does i t not seem t o you t h a t there i s something 
about him which i s not e n t i r e l y r e p e l l e n t ? 

Akbar. (Eyeing the merchant d o u b t f u l l y ) Yes,—-I 
suopose s o , — i f he wouldn't sleep so much. 

Woman. Young man, you are not yet old enough t o be 
anything but a s c o f f e r . The very f a c t t h a t t h i s poor 
merchant has apparently nothing t o s e l l , convinces 
me t h a t he i s not one of your common bazaar cheats. 
I have always p i t i e d him. I have even believed i n 
him. I said t o my husband only y e s t e r d a y — 

Merchant. (Half waking up) Buy, buy, buy, buy! 
Sol d i e r s and p r i e s t s , c i t i z e n s and wives, here I have 
a l l t h a t you d e s i r e . Buy, buy, buyI Women and g i r l s , 
widows and b r i d e s — 
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Woman„ (To Akbar) Now then, what did I say? Did you 
hear that? 

Akbar. (Trying t o disengage h i s garment from her 
c l u t c n i n g hand) Hear what? 

Woman. ( I n a doddering ecstasy) He said B r i d e s i 
Brides! And me only married seven months! Oh moon of 
Love! Oh Pools of a f f e c t i o n ! Oh unfathomable wells of 
Passion,—Oh,—ah,—eh,.oh, my rheumatism! Oh 
merchant! H i ! H i ! Ho! Ho! He, he! Merchant! F a l l not 
asleep, son of a dog, f o r here i s custom! (To Akbar, 
who h a l f l a u g h i n g l y , h a l f s e r i o u s l y , t r i e s t o detain 
her) Let me go, you s i l k e n f o o l ! What do you know of 
our customs? You are a stranger. H i , mercnant! 
(She fumbles i n her breast and p u l l s out a l i t t l e 
greasy bag of money, which she throws w i t h a clash at 
the f e e t of the merchant.) 

A l l my savings, reverend and mysterious one whom I 
have al?/ays loved! S e l l me a wish. 
(The merchant puts tne bag i n t o h i s b e l t and dozes. ) 
(Shaking him, w h i l s t Akbar laughs) S e l l me a wish. 

Merchant. (Opening one eye) I t i s s o l d , u n a t t r a c t i v e 
old woman. You have your wish. 



Woman. (Dancing w i t h rage) Why you drowsy f r a u d , you 
don't even know what i t i s . 

Merchant. I know. 

Woman. (Drawing back from him i n f e a r and c u r i o s i t y ) 
You know? 

Merchant. Wrinkled daughter of tne grave, I know. 3e 
you the judge. You wished f or once, i f only f o r once, 
to do something, or t o be, t h i n k , or act something 
t h a t might d i v e r t your husband from tnose other loves 
w i t h whom he now spends so great a p o r t i o n of h i s time. 

Woman. (To Ak'oar) What does ae mean? 

Akbar. He means, poor old mother,—now don't devour 
me,—that you wish t o please a young nusband. 

Woman. ( F a l l i n g on her knees before the merchant and 
s t r e t c h i n g out ner arms) Yes, though my soul burn 
forever i n Gehenna, though I be c h i l d l e s s t i l l I 
di e , though a l l women laugh a t me, though every 
b i t t e r n e s s t h a t may be the l o t of women mingle w i t h 
every b i t e of my d a i l y bread, s t i l l , 0 merchant, 
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Servant of A l l a h i f you be, or f r i e n d of satan, i f 
so you be, or good or e v i l , whatever you be, grant 
me t h i s — 

Merchant. i have said t h a t i t i s granted. 

Woman. way, do not laugh at me. Listens urant me 
t h i s , — s o order your magic, whether i t be of Heaven 
or of H e l l , — a n d whatever be the p r i c e , — t h a t i may, 
i f only f o r once, perform one a c t , — b r i n g t o i t s 
consummation one u n d e r t a k i n g , — p e r f o r m one good or 
e v i l d e e d , — t h a t s h a l l be wholly pleasing t o my 
husband. 

Akbar. (With a l i g h t laugh) Now go home, there's a 
good woman. 

Merchant. (To the old woman) The bargain i s made. 

Woman. Thanks be t o A l l a h I Oh dear! Oh me! Oh my! 
What a smell of burning! Alas f o r the dinner. 
(She rushes i n t o her house and blows upon the f r o t h 
of a saucepan t h a t i s b o i l i n g over. She spreads the 
c l o t h upon the f l o o r , — s e t s various dishes upon i t , 
f i l l s them w i t h steaming messes from her numerous 
pans, and i s gatnering cushions from the corners of 
the room, when her husband enters from a door i n the 

0 
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rear of the house. He sinks cross-legged upon tne 
cushions, s t r o k i n g h i s short black beard w i t h the 
solemn p r e c i s i o n of a man who i s not quite sober. 
His wife puts one of the dishes before him, ne 
s n i f f s at i t d o u b t f u l l y , w i t h one eye upon the door 
by which ha has entered and towards which he beckons 
a p o l o g e t i c a l l y . The s l i m v e i l e d f i g u r e of a woman, 
w i t h ..regard t o whose status no doubt can be 
reasonably e n t e r t a i n e d , enters the apartment i n 
response t o h i s beckoning, and s i n k i n g beside him 
wi t h a f o o l i s h g i g g l e , t h r u s t s two henna-stained 
f i n d e r s i n t o the steaming p l a t t e r . The old woman, who 
has also seated h e r s e l f , picks up a gobl e t , as though 
to throw i t at the younger one, but in s t e a d , she 
moves closer to her husband, and s i t t i n g on the 
opposite side t o t h a t of the g i r l , drops her head on 
hi s shoulder.) 

Husband. (Shrugging her head o f f h i s snoulder) Don't 
go t o sleep there, you drowsy old she-ass. 

Woman. (Fatuously) My b e a u t i f u l Seliml My handsome 
young husband 1 

Husband. Fatima, you are a f o o l ! (The younger woman 
gig g l e s , her mouth f u l l of sweetmeats) 

Woman. Ah Selim, my loved one, you can't deceive me. 
I can see i t i n your face. There i s the same look i n 
your eyes as there used t o be when you stood outside 
the shop of my f a t h e r , the money-lender, and r e c i t e d 
t h a t b e a u t i f u l poem you had made aoout me. Gome now, 
— c o n f e s s i t , — y o u do love your l i t t l e ±<atima, don't 
you? 
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Husband. (Bored) Oh A l l a h ! 

(The Courtezan, Zouredinah, nudges him. He tu r n s 
towards her.J 
(To Zouredinah) L i t t l e v e i l e d moon of love I 

l7oman. ( E c s t a t i c a l l y ) I knew you d i d . Oh, say i t again. 

Husband. ( I r r i t a b l y ) Has A l l a h v i s i t e d you w i t h madness, 
Fatima, you mumbling, t o o t h l e s s , withered, sorrow of 
my youth? I s i t not enough t o be t h a n k f u l f o r and t o 
praise Heaven f o r , t h a t you have got a husband i n 
your old age? Be more r e s p e c t f u l , p a r t i c u l a r l y i n 
company. 

Woman. (Beginning t o blubber) Oh Selim, you are only 
j e s t i n g . I know you are only j e s t i n g , even though 
perhaps you don't know i t y o u r s e l f . 

Husband. By the beard of the d e v i l , Fatima, I believe 
you have gone mad. Cannot a man eat nis evening meal 
i n peace? Cannot a man commune w i t h a f r i e n d ? Must he 
a f t e r a l l the labours of a weary day, have h i s b r i e f 
moments of l e i s u r e rendered b i t t e r by your d r i v e l l i n g ? 

Woman. (Kissing him f u l l upon the l i p s ) My S e l i m I My 
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very ownest young and eloquent husband! 

Husband. (Pushing the dishes away and o v e r s e t t i n g 
them) Now you've s p o i l t my a p p e t i t e . How can I eat 
anything now 9 Cannot you be content w i t h t r y i n g t o 
poison me w i t h bad cookery, you t a t t e r e d remnant 
of a woman. Be more r e s p e c t f u l , or by A l l a h , you w i l l 
d r i v e me t o f o r g e t myself. I n another moment, I s h a l l 
say something t h a t might offend the ears of our 
guest, the Lady Zouredinah. 
(He l e e r s i d i o t i c a l l y at Zouredinah, who yawns 
g e n t e e l l y behind her v e i l . The old woman very 
d e l i b e r a t e l y takes the spread c l o t h by the corners 
and draws i t away, o v e r s e t t i n g a l l the dishes. As 
d e l i b e r a t e l y , she r i s e s , and drags away the cushion 
on which the Courtezan i s s i t t i n g , causing Zouredinah 
t o f a l l back i n an u n d i g i n i f i e d heap. Zouredinah 
screeches i n the Indignant f a l s e t t o of the g u t t e r . 
Selim regards these proceedings w i t h s t a r i n g eyes, 
open mouth, and raised,hands; the complete p i c t u r e of 
a d i g n i f i e d f o o l taken by surprise.*! 

Zouredinah. (Arranging her v e i l , i n a voice incoherent 
w i t h s o i t e ) Thingl Thing! Thing! Married woman! Old 
married woman! C h i l d l e s s creature of misery. 

Woman. Soi t away, s h r i l l l i t t l e pest! Screech, you 
poor t h i n g ! Or i f you w i l l leave my house q u i e t l y , 
I w i l l give you an old snawl and the heel of a l o a f . 
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Go back t o the company of others l i k e y o u r s e l f . You 
are no f i t company f o r aught else. I f o r g e t myself 
i n speaking t o you. I am a woman. Do not say old 
womanj f o r I know i t , — b u t I am at l e a s t a woman. 
You might have been,—you poor, s i l l y , cheap, v a i n , 
v e i l e d , scented t h i n g of nothing. I don't despise 
you. I don't hate you. I deny myself even the 
l e g i t i m a t e pleasure of p i t y i n g you. Take the broken 
meats and the s o i l e d c l o t h . (Threateningly) Take 
them,—and go q u i c k l y . Go,—and leave me w i t h t h i s 
s e l f - i n d u l g e n t disgrace of manhood. 
(Before the t h r e a t e n i n g a t t i t u d e of the old woman, 
the Courtezan r e t r e a t s i n t e r r o r u n t i l she i s stopped 
by the w a l l at the back of the house, where she f l o p s 
t o the ground i n v i o l e n t h y s t e r i c s . ) 

Husband. (With an ab.iect, and wholly unsuccessful 
attempt at v i r t u o u s i n d i g n a t i o n ) Fatima, I s h a l l 
divorce you. 

Woman. Selim, divorce me now. 

Husband. ( S t u t t e r i n g ) Yes, yes, you sh e - d e v i l ! 1 do 
divorce you. You are divorced! You are no longer wife 
of mine. Leave my house, undu t i i ' u l w i f e . 



- 771 -

(The o ld woman begins t o close the house and tidy-
up the room.) 

Woman. I cannot leave your house. 

Husband. How? You cannot? ̂ hen I have divorced you? 

Woman. You l e f t your house when you came h e r e , — t o 
my house. 

Husband. To yours? 

Woman. My house,—bought w i t h the gold of my f a t h e r , 
the money-lender. The Prophet Mahomet, who closed 
the doors of Paradise t o women, no doubt because he 
was a s a i n t , was yet s u f f i c i e n t l y a man t o do us 
j u s t i c e i n t h i s w o r ld. This house i s mine. 

Husband. Yours? 

Woman. Mine. I t s f u r n i s h i n g s , ornaments, plates and 
l i n e n are mine. The very cobwebs i n i t s undusted 

corners are mine. The spiders wno nave woven them 
are my tenan t s , — e v e n as you are, Selixn, my beloved 
husband, my young, noble, righteous and d u t i f u l 
husband, who has seen f i t t o divorce me. Your 
garments are mine,—and i f I went before the Cadi 
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and claimed the very food t h a t you have eaten, I 
should win my s u i t . But I give you t h a t . I am sleepy, 
and I am going t o close my house. Take away t h i s 
s h r i l l t h i n g t h a t you have brought here and go. Go! 
Al l a h go w i t h you, Selim. 

Husband. (Thoroughly f r i g h t e n e d ) Fatimai 

Woman. Well?—Go! 

Husband. And i s t h i s the way you repay me? 

W oman. Yes. 

Husband. I s t h i s the reward of the love I have given 
you? The recompense of my f a i t h f u l n e s s , — m y devotion? 
— o f my s e l f - s a c r i f i c e and self-immolation upon the 
a l t a r of Love? Fatima, my autumn rose, now l i t t l e 
you understand me? 

Woman. I understand w e l l enough. 

Husband. You do not. By A l l a h , you do not. You are 
angry because I brought low dancing g i r l s i n t o our 
house. But why have I done s o ? — t o t r y y o u , — t o 
prove you,—so t h a t now t h a t a l l seems ended, as you 



thought i t w a s , — I may open my arms t o you and say 
w i t h a l l my heart t h a t i t i s you, only,—Fatima,—my 
F a t i m a , — t h a t i l o v e , — t h a t I d e s i r e . 

Woman, o e l i m , — y o u married me. 

Husband. I married you, i a t i m a . 

Woman. Do you love me, relim° 

Husband. can you doubt i t ? (With one eye on the s t i l l 
w r i g g l i n g f i g u r e o i the younger woman] I do love you, 
/atima. 'rurely you can not f i n d i t i n your heart t o 
t u r n me out? 

Woman. (Approacmng him slowly) I f you love me then, 
look at me. 
(He t u r n s t o her from the younger woman, gazing at her 
as though fascinated by her manner, sne comes slowly 
towards him, and before he has time t o see what she i s 
doing, sne nas plucked a dagger from h i s b e l t . He 
stares at her and Jumbles w i t h the empty sheath. ) 
Who bought you t h i s k n i f e , belim" (He does not 

answer.) I t was f I ten ghazis 01 gold l paid 101 i t . I 
have a r e c e i p t from tne armourer. 1 am a c a r e f u l 
woman,—a t r u e daughter of my f a t h e r , xes, 1 bought 
i t , — a n d f o r you. xou saw i t i n the armourer's booth, 
and priced i t . ':our featner-braiaed mind never rested 
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u n t i l i t was yours. Ten ghazis of gold I paid f o r 
i t , — f o r a j e w e l - h i l t e d k n i f e t h a t you would not 
have courage t o s t i c k a pig w i t h . I t s h a f t wears as 
many precious stones as such t h i n g s as sne ( p o i n t i n g 
to the Courtezan, who t i r e d of being i n a f a i n t , 
looks UP s l o w l y ) , but i t s blade i s v i r g i n . I t i s the 
l a s t purchase I made. (She looks from him to the 
Courtezan, pauses a moment and goes on) Yet no. I t 
i s not the l a s t purcnase I made. That was made to-day. 
I bougnt a charm from the s e l l e r of wishes. 

Husband. (Alarmed > To wish me dead, you hagJ 

Woman. Not so. I ^ave him a bag of o_old and f o r that 
gold the thrice-accursed cheat promised me the 
f u l f i l m e n t o± my des i r e . Do you know what t h a t desire 
was, my husband? 

Husband. A l l a h f o r b i d : 

Woman. I t was not much. I t was only t h a t I should be 
able t o perform one ac t , — o n e o n l y , — t h a t would please 
tne empty f o o l t h a t i t i s my curse t o love. The s e l l e r 
of wishes i s a l i a r . I can do nothing t o please my 
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husband, but I can do,—and here I d o , — t h e one act 
of my l i f e wholly pleasing t o myself. 
(With poth hands she dri v e s the dagger up to the 
h i l t i n her l e f t breast. Selim recedes from her, 
h o r r o r - s t r i c k e n . She staggers towards him, sways and 
f a l l s . The Courtezan jumps up and screams.) 

Zouredinah. Murder I You have murdered n e r l You wicKed 
v i l l a i n ! Let me go. I had notning t o do w i t h i t . I 
saw you do i t . Let me go. C a l l the watch. Help! 
Murder I 

Husband. (Kneeling h u r r i e d l y and examining h i s w i f e , 
and then t u r n i n g warnmgly upon the Courtezan) 
S i l e n c e l Silence, I say. Don't be a f o o l . She i s 
dead ! 

Zouredinah. She i s dead,—and you have k i l l e d her I 

Husband. Not I , by A l l a h , /vith her own hand sne slew 
h e r s e l f . She l i e s tnere w i t h her f i n g e r s s t i f f e n i n g 
about the dagger. Come away. Come away, I say! This 
ends a l l our t r o u b l e s . She w i l l come between us no 
more. See, I w i l l close the c u r t a i n s . (Getting ready 
to l e t them f a l l across the shop) See,—they w i l l 

f i n d her and we know naught of her. And when I have 
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come i n t o her i n h e r i t a n c e , tnou, Oh my Pearl s h a l t 
oe nuns; w i t h jewels as rare as thou a r t . 

Zouredinah. (Leaping up) Quickly then. 

Husoand. Come. Oh go you before. I f o l l o w . 
(He watches her go out by the door at the back of the 
shop, and f o l l o w s , a f t e r l e t t i n g the c u r t a i n s f a l l ~ 
across i t . Akbar, who has oeen watching w i t h i n t e r e s t , 
s t r i d e s f u r i o u s l y over t o the sleeping mercnant of 
wishes and tugs him a n g r i l y by the beard. The merchant 
s t a r t s up f u r i o u s l y and puts h i s hand upon n i s dagger. ) 

Akbar• You cheat I You t h i e f ! You prophet of serving 
maids! Give me back my money! 

Merchant. You have touched my beard! 

Akbar. (With a hand upon h i s yataghan) I w i l l touch 
your t h r o a t , dishonest merchant. 

Merchant. How then? Dishonest! Thou l i e s t . The goods I 
cry are the goods I s e l l . No man hath received from 
me other than t h a t he hath paid f o r . 

Akbar. I f my dagger were not a new one, I would cut 
your t h r o a t . As i t i s , 1 w i l l have you whipped. You 
would trade w i t h me, old cheat! Give me back the 
gold you had from me. 
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merchant. (Handing aim money) Here i s your g o l d . 

Akbar. ( F l i n g i n g the gold away) The b e t t e r f o r you. 
The bargain i s ended. 

Merchant. Not y e t . 

Akbar. What do you mean? 

Merchant° I gave you a gold piece. 1 sold you a d e s i r e . 
Your desire i s s t i l l t o be f u l f i l l e d . Your desire w i l l 
be f u l f i l l e d . Over and above t h a t , you are the r i c h e r 
by a piece of gold which I , a reputable merchant of 
t h i s C i t y , gave t o you. G-o i n peace. 

Akbar. (Stamping h i s f o o t ) Fool! 31inded f o o l ! Aged 
charlatan drunk upon the wine of incomprehension, 
have you not slept? Yes, you have s l e p t , — a n d so 
sleeping, you have not known what you nave done,—you 
have not comprehended t h a t u t t e r wickedness which i s 
tne u l t i m a t e outcome of your fr a u d u l e n t pretence. 

Merchant. How then, my son? 

A k b a r . I am not your son. 1 have naugnt to do w i t n you, 

I praise A l l a h . Would you know your wickedness, go 
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draw back yonder c u r t a i n s and behold what i s benind 
them. 

Merchant. I t needs not. I know what i s behind them. 

Akbar. Then you know how you nave cheated t h a t o ld 
woman whose desire you promised t o f u l f i l . 

Merchant. Be you a witness, I l l u s t r i o u s Akbar. How 
have I cheated her? Do you say now what her desire 
was. 

Akbar. I t was l i t t l e t o ask. I t was t n a t she might do 
one t h i n g , — o n e t h i n g o n l y , — t h a t might be wholly 
pleasing t o ner husband. (The merchant nods slowly, 
and as slowly p o i n t s t o the drawn c u r t a i n s . Akbar, 
comprehending, draws back i n h o r r o r ) Then,—then i t 
was t h a t ! 

Merchant. I t was t h a t , Prince of Samarkand. She has her 
de s i r e . 

Akbar. ( T e r r o r - s t r i c k e n . Shouting) Badoural Badoural 
H i t h e r I H i t h e r t o me J 

Badoura. (Entering ) You c a l l e d me, Prince? 
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Akbar. Oh you are cornel And i n good time. Called you? 
I have been c a l l i n g you f o r years. 

3adoura. I heard you c a l l . I came i n s t a n t l y . What i s 
tne master? 

Akbar. ( P o i n t i n g at the merchant w i t h shaking hand) 
T h a t — t h a t old man t h e r e , — i f he be indeed man, 
— l o o k at him. 

Badoura. That grey-oeardi What of him? 

Akbar. A l l a h preserve us from such age. Come away, 
Badoura. Come away from him. He f r i g h t e n s me. 

Badoura. Frightens youI 

Akbar. With t h a t :ie s d l s . With t h a t t h a t i s i n t h a t 
box. (The merchant s l e e p i l y pushes the box towards 
him. He s t a r t s away l i k e a f r i g h t e n e d horse.) A v o i d ! 
Avoid, I say! 

Badoura. (Inspecting the oox c u r i o u s l y ) There i s nothing 
i n the box. 

Akbar. There i s t h a t i n i t I dare not t h i n k of. 
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Merchant. ( S l e e p i l y ) Buy, buy, buy, buy! 

Badoura. What do you s e l l , old man? 

Merchant. Desires. 

Badoura. Cheap ware i n d e e d , — s i n c e a l l possess wnat 
you would s e l l . 

Merchant. And t h e i r f u l f i l m e n t . 

Badoura. (Slowly) Ah! (Turning t o Akbar) This i s he of 
whom I t o l d you. 

Akbaro Come away from him, I say. 

Badoura. W i l l you s e l l me the f u l f i l m e n t of my d e s i r e , 
old man? 

Akbar. Buy not of him. Buy not, I say. Come away. 

Badoura. W i l l you s e l l i t me, old man? 

Merchant. (Glancing from her t o Akbar) I t needs not. 
You have i t . 

Badoura. (Glancing at Akbar) Ah,—and he? 
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Merchant. He also nas Dought of me,—and n i s desires 
s h a l l oe f u l f i l l e d . 

Akbar. I t i s t h a t whicn t e r r i f i e s me. Two have I seen 
who bought from him and disaster t r o d upon t h e i r 
heels. I bought from him before I knew. A l l a h preserve 
me from the l i k e f u l f i l m e n t . 

Badoura. What was your d e s i r e , Prince of Samarkand? 

Akbar. I do not yet know i t , — a s k him. 

Badoura. v/hat was h i s des i r e , old man? 

Merchant. He s h a l l know i t , — i n good t i m e , — a t the 
t h i r t e e n t h hour,—he s h a l l know i t . 

Akbar. (Wil d l y ) The t h i r t e e n t h hour! Always the 
t h i r t e e n t h hour. Let i t come then. Let i t s t r i k e . I t 
s h a l l s t r i k e . 
(He rushes towards tne gong and i s about t o s t r i k e i t , 
when i t begins t o sound i t s e l f . At i t s sound a vast 
ciowd of f i g u r e s come upon the stage, and begin t o 
count the strokes. The stage darkens.) 

Crowd. (Counting) Nine,—Ten,—"Eleven,—Twelve: 

Akbar. (Rushing t o the hammer and g i v i n g the gong a 
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re s o u n d i n g blow) T h i r t e e n J 

(The crowd f a l l back w i t h a l o n g s i g h o f t e r r o r . The 
doors i n t h e c l i f f s l o w l y s l i d e a p a r t . I n t h e green 
g l a r e w i t h w h i c h t he stage i s s u f f u s e d , t h e dwarf, 
Vishnumara, c l a d i n f a n t a s t i c armour and b e a r i n g a 
h o r n , comes t h r o u g h t n e a p e r t u r e . The doors shut 
n o i s e l e s s l y behind him. He blows a l o n g note upon h i s 
h o r n . The crowd wavers, t e r r o r - s t r i c k e n . 1 

Vishnumara. 

S i l e n c e I L i s t and u n d e r s t a n d , 
C i t i z e n s o f Ur-Quadesh, 
I n t h e s p i r i t or t h e f l e s h , 
3ow and nearken, l command. 

fvlercnant, P r i n c e and Courtezan, 
7/ife ana widow, b r i d e t o oe, 
Rush ye a l l and l i s t t o me, 
Every woman, every man. 

L i s t e n t o my l o f t y rhyme, 
L i s t or p e r i s h w i t h o u t p i t y 
To t he H e r a l d o f the C i t y 
That i s t w i c e as o l d as Time. 

(He blows a l o n g note upon h i s h o r n . ) 

Bow ye low and bate your b r e a t h , 
Dead or l i v i n g , man or w i f e , — 
I f ye l i s t e n , I am L i f e ; 
I f ye l i s t n o t , 1 am Death. 

When my horn c r i e s , f r o m the g u t t e r s 
A l l t h e t r a m p l e d beggars r i s e , 
Sleepy A l l a h , ruos h i s eyes, 
F r i g h t e n e d Satan s t i r s and m u t t e r s . 

Now the sea no l o n g e r moans, 
Now t h e s t a r s d e s e r t t h e i r ways, 
Now the la ^ - t redeemer l a y s 
Down h i s d i s r e g a r d e d bones. 
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Heaven and H e l l and E a r t h a re h u r l e d 
I n t h e m e l t i n g pot o f T i m e — 
L i s t ye t r e m b l e r s , w h i l e my rhyme 
S t r i k e s t h e l a s t hour o f t h e ?.'orldi 

I n the s p i r i t or t h e i l e s h , 
S o u l s , your f i n a l song i s sung, 
S o u l s , your l i c a l hour has r u n g 
On the gongs of Ur-QuadeshJ 

(He again blows a note on h i s t r u m p e t * When he nas 
f i n i s h e d , a p o w e r f u l v o i c e o f f t h e stage c r i e s , 
"Throw back the gat e s o f d e s i r e T h e gates open, 
r e v e a l i n g t h e a b s o l u t e b l a c k n e s s beyond. A l l t h e 
people save Akbar and Badoura rush t h r o u g h them and 
di s a p p e a r . There i s t h e sound o f a l a u g h . A f i g u r e 
g r a d u a l l y shapes i t s e l f i n t h e darkness beyond t he 
g a t e s . I t i s Nourmahal.j 

Nourmahal. ( S t r e t c h i n g out her arms) A k b a r I (Akbar 

does not move.) A k b a r , — i t i s I , — N o u r m a h a l , whom you 

l o v e . Come t o me, Akbar. (Akbar remains m o t i o n l e s s . ) 

Bad oura. Lo ; Akbar, i t i s Nourmahal who c a l l s . Nourmahal 

b e f o r e whose b a r r e d doorway you would have shed your 

b l o o d . Nourmahal whom you have d e s i r e d so l o n g — 

Akbar. Do you b i d me go t o her? 

Bad oura. I f a t t h i s hour she be t r u l y your d e s i r e — ? 

Akbar. I have found my d e s i r e . (He s t r e t c h e s out n i s 

arms t o Badoura. ) L e t us cl o s e t h e g a t e s . 
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Badoura. Yes. Let us close t h e g a t e s . 

(They go towards t h e gates wnich c l o s e s l o w l y b e f o r e 
them, b l o t t i n g out t h e v i s i o n . The c u r t a i n comes down 
as th e y t u r n t o each other and embrace upon t h e 
d a r k e n i n g s t a g e . ) 

End o f Act I I I 
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> Nourmshal 

Act I V : The Awakening 

1 
Scene. Dawn i n Samarkand* The Cafe o f Fareesh. The 

pale l i g h t o f e a r l y morning d i s c o v e r s Akbar, Badoura, 
th e F a k i r and t h e S o l d i e r w i t h i n t h e Cafe. The F a k i r 
and t h e S o l d i e r l i e among t h e cushions ?;here t h e y 
have f a l l e n . From t i m e t o t i m e t h e y move u n e a s i l y i n 
t h e i r s l e e p , m u t t e r i n g . Badoura, w i t h n e r back a g a i n s t 
a p i l l a r , and her f a c e i n shadow, s u p p o r t s Akbar's 
head on her knees. There i s heard t h e vague murmur of 
an awakening c i t y . Dogs bark i n t h e d i s t a n c e and a 
cock crows s h r i l l y . Fareesh e n t e r s t h e Cafe", e v i d e n t l y 
but h a l f awake. He l o o k s about him and s h i v e r s i n t h e 
c h i l l a i r . The negro dwarf e n t e r s , c a r r y i n g a broom 
and a wooden bucket. 

Fareesh. Get t o work, t h o u s l u g g a r d . 

(The dwarf s e t s the bucket down and l e a n i n g on h i s 
broom, yawns v i g o r o u s l y . Fareesh c u f f s him over the 
head. The dwarf, w i t h a s t a r t , b e g i n s t o sweep. He 
sweeps t h e same p l a c e over and over a g a i n , yawning. 
Fareesh snatches t h e broom f r o m nim and shakes him 
a n g r i l y by t h e s c r u f f of t h e neck.) 

Dwarf. ( W r i t h i n g ) Yow. Don't 1 

Fareesh. (Again c u f f i n g him) Wake you s l u g g a r d ! Yfakel 
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Dwarf. ( B l o w i n g through, h i s h a l f c l o s e d f i s t ) T a n t a r a 

T a n t a r a ! (Fareesh f e l l s him t o the ground and k i c k s 

him. ) 

Fareesh. You have been s t e a l i n g t n e wine, you d e v i l ' s 

whelp. 

Dwarf. ( S i t t i n g up and ga z i n g i n t o vacancy) L i s t e n t o 

me ! I am the H e r a l d , — t h e l i e r a l d of t h e t h i r t e e n t h 

hour. Stand oack good people, w h i l e I r e c i t e these 

imposing words which nave been put upon me. (To 

Fareesh, w i t n a l o r d l y wave of h i s hand) Stand a s i d e 

w o r t h y f e l l o w ! 

Fareesh. (Aghast) T h i s t h i n g h a t h s l e p t i n t h e moon-

l i g n t and h a t h l o s t i t s w i t s ! (He empties t h e bucket 

of water on the d w a r f . ) 

Dwarf. (\7ith a y e l l ) H i ! H i ! I am drowned. H i , master 

come h i t h e r ! The r o o f o f my chamber l e a k s , and t h e 

summer r a i n s do quencn t h y poor dwarf e n t i r e l y . 

Fareesh. ( H i t t i n g him w i t h t h e b u c k e t ) I ' l l quench 

t h e e , t h o u v i l l a i n ! 

file:///7ith
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(The dwarf clambers t o h i s f e e t and c o n f r o n t s 
Fareesh. H i s wet c l o t h e s c l i n g about him, h i s t e e t h 
c h a t t e r T l 

"Dwarf. ( I n a s l a v e ' s v o i c e ) Did you c a l l me, master? 

Fareesh. (Laughing) I t d o t h seem so. Hast t h o u dreamt? 

Dwarf. ( B l u b b e r i n g ) How do I know, good master? I 

t h o u g h t I was a h e r a l d , w i t h b e a u t i f u l l o n g words t o 

say, and a l o v e l y c u r l e d t r u m p e t , a l l my own. Oh 

HeavenI—when I blew, i t thundered I 

Fareesh. ( P i n c h i n g h i s e a r ) W e l l , w e l l , t h o u a r t 

avfake now. Thou has t dreamt, and t h y dreams are as 

t w i s t e d as t h y body. Set t h e shop i n o r d e r . 

Dwarf. (Rubbing h i s knucKles i n t o h i s eyes) A r t t h o u 

angry, master? 

Fareesh. I am no l o n g e r angry. 

Dwarf. ( T a k i n g up t h e broom, and beginning t o sweep) 

When I am a man and have saved g o l d , w i l l I purchase 

a cafe" such as t h i s 9 (He sweeps. ) Not 11 W i l l I 

purchase a w i f e ? 

Fareesh. (Laughing) W i l t t h o u not? 
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Dwarf. (Sweeping; t i l l he gasps) Not I ! L e t a l l women 

a v o i d me! 

Fareesh. Thou w i l t have t h y ?;ish, t h o u p i t e o u s m i t e . 

Dwarf. I f I have ny w i s h , t h e n I s h a l l have j u s t such 

a trumpet as t h e one I blew. Boom! B r r ! T a n - t a r a ! 

(He sweeps h i m s e l f out of the Cafe.) 

Fareesh. ( W i t h a s i gh) Alas I have no trumpet t o hope 

f o r . (He crosses over t o t h e F a k i r and shakes him.) 

Souse T h y s e l f ! Come, come! ?/ake up, h o l y man! Open 

t h y wise eyes, s e r v a n t o f A l l a h , or Buddha, or 

whatever God t h o u dost a j f e c t m the morning. 

(The F a k i r wakens with d i f f i c u l t y and s t r u g g l e s t o n l s 
f e e t , yawning and s t r e t c h i n g T l 

F a k i r . ( M i s e r a b l y ) Thou n a s t my b l e s s i n g , Fareesh. 

Fareesh. Thy b l e s s i n g ! (He l a u g h s ) Thou hast more need 

of m i n e , — a n d even more need of t h i s ! (He hands him 

a cup of wine which t h e F a k i r d r a i n s a t a g u l p , and 

w i t h a gasp) A r t t h o u awake now? 

F a k i r . Awake ? 

Fareesh. Aye,—awake, h o l y man? 
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F a k i r . Nay, I dream now. I l o o k upon I l l u s i o n . W h i l s t 

I s l e t > t , — w h i l e my body g r o v e l l e d among t h e l e e s of 

w i n e , — t h e n , — t h e n I was awake• 

Fareesh. Thou a r t s t i l l d r unk. 

F a k i r . I know n o t . But t h i s I do k n o w , — t h a t though I 

go t h e r e , — y e a , and as o f t e n as I go t h e r e , — I can 

never remain t h e r e l o n g . Always I am d r i v e n f o r t h 

t h r o u g h t h i s door or t h a t . (He l o o k s round him 

v a c a n t l y . ) Next time i swear t h a t naught s h a l l tempt 

me f r o m Ur-Quadesh. 

Fareesh. A l l a h be w i t h t h e e , — t h o u a r t a f o o l . 

F a k i r . I am t h r i c e a f o o l ! YJould I be here i f I were 

n o t . T r u l y no J I was i n t h e C i t y o f D e s i r e . Had I n o t 

been t r e b l y a f o o l , I would have s t a y e d t h e r e . But 

c e r t a i n d e v i l s pursued me, and I f l e d t h r o u g h the 

door i n t o t h y C a f e , — ( H e l o o k s aoout him, and adds 

a f t e r a p a u s e ) — a s i t seems. 

Fareesh. Thou must go now. nere i s t h y begging bowl. 

F a k i r . ( T a k i n g i t ) I t h o u g h t I had l e f t i t b e h i n d . (He 
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h o l d s i t out t o Fareesh.) Alms f o r t h e l o v e o f A l l a h ! 

Fareesh. Wot a p i a s t r e . 

F a k i r . As t h o u w i l t . A l l a h be w i t n t h e e . 

(He l u r c h e s o f f t h e stage.) 

Fareesh. ( K i c k i n g t h e S o l d i e r ) Get up! 

(The S o l d i e r s t a g g e r s t o h i s f e e t and comos n i s Deard 
and~ moustaches w i t h shaking f i n g e r s . ) 

S o l d i e r . What do I owe t h e e , f e l l o w ? 

Fareesh. F e l l o w i n d e e d ! Thou owest me naught. The 

woman p a i d t h e score l a s t n i g h t . (He nods towards 

Badoura.) 

S o l d i e r . ( I n a parched v o i c e ) The b e t t e r f o r t h e e , — f o r 

I have naught. 

Fareesh. Thou hast a v i l e l o o k , — a n d 1 dare swear, a 

r i n g i n g head. (He f i l l s a cup. ) Take t h i s and begone! 

T h i s w i l l put l i f e i n t o t h e e . 

S o l d i e r . ( T a k i n g t n e cup and l o o k i n g a t Fareesh) 

Fareesn, I have dreamed a dream. I n t h a t dream, I was 

a man a g a i n . Now I have wakened t o my m i s e r y . But I 

am s t i l l a man, though a oroken one. I w i l l not d r i n k 
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t h y cup, though I d i e f o r t n i s w ine. 1 w i l l d r i n k 

no more. Never a g a i n w i l l I d r i n k . May A l l a n b l a s t 

me i f I ever d r i n k a g a i n . 

Fareesh. That i s w e l l s a i d , S o l d i e r . 

S o l d i e r . Never a g a i n I I nave sworn i t . I Jo m o r e , — a f t e r 

t h i s one cun. 

(He d r a i n s the wine t o the dregs and s t r e t c h e s out 
h i s hand t o the f l a g o n . Fareesh snatches i t out o f h i s 
r e a c h . He f o l l o w s t h e F a k i r , m u t t e r i n g t o h i m s e l f . 
EXIT.) 

Fareesh. (Looking a f t e r him) Sol He nas f o l l o w e d t h e 

F a k i r . War and B e l i g i o n , h a t i n g each o t h e r , y e t never 

f a r a p a r t . (He t u r n s towards Akbar and Badoura.) Now 

t o e j e c t Love I 

(He walks over t o the two s l e e p i n g f i g u r e s and drags 
a c u r t a i n a s i d e so t h a t t h e l i g h t f a l l s f u l l upon 
them. When he catches s i g h t o f Akbar's f a c e , he 
t h r o w s h i s arms abroad w i t h a g e s t u r e o f c o n s t e r n a t i o n . ) 

By t h e w r a t h of God, i t i s the P r i n c e . Here h a t h 

he l a i n t h e n i g h t t h r o u g h w i t h h i s head i n the l a p o f 

a g i r l S Fareesh. There i s t r o u b l e a t t h y door, 

Fareesh. T h i s i s l i i c e t o be a bad b u s i n e s s . Let me 

see! Yes, l e t me s e e l I f I l e t him s l e e p on, t h e 

customers coming f o r t h e i r morning c o f f e e w i l l see him. 
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That w i l l not do. I f I waken mm be f o r e he h a t h 

s l e p t o f f t h e fumes of drug and wine, he w i l l most 

c e r t a i n l y c a l l t h e watch and h a i l me t o t h e 

beheading p l a c e . That w i l l riot uo e i t n e r . A l a c k , 

what i t i s t o have t o do w i t h P r i n c e s , and n e a d s t r o n g 

ones, a l s o . (r!e stands a moment i n deep t h o u g h t ; t n e n 

c a l l s ) Boy I Come h i t h e r I 

(Vishnumara e n t e r s . ) 

Stand here J !-Yhen I am gone, but not b e f o r e , waken 

these s l e e p e r s , one o f whom, as t h o u s e e s t , i s t h e 

P r i n c e . Hot b e f o r e 1 am gone, l o o k you. i f he o f f e r s 

t o pay, t a k e n o t h i n g . I f he ask f o r me i n a h o t , 

unreasonable v o i c e , say I am s t i l l abed. Aoove a l l , 

nand him a heavy draught of wine b e f o r e ne i s q u i t e 

awake. Not b e f o r e I am gone, I O O K you. 

Dwarf. M a s t e r , I dare not wake him. 

Fareesh. Thou d a r e s t n o t , l i t t l e coward. 

Dwarf. I f I am a coward, I am a c o w a r d , — b u t I dare not 

wake him. 

Fareesh. Thou s n a l t wake him, or t h o u s h a l t oe beaten 

u n t i l t h y screams awake him. 
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Dwarf. ( B e g i n n i n g t o u l u b b e r j How dare I awaken 

P r i n c e Akbar? I * d sooner be beaten. I ' d sooner be 

beaten t w i c e i (He boo-hoos a t t h e t o p o f n i s v o i c e . ) 

Fareesh. (Alarmed) H i s t , t h o u f o o l J 

Dwarf. B o o , — h o o , — h o o , — h o o l 

Fareesh. ( T e r r i f i e d ) H i s t ! Hush! Je q u i e t , t h o u f o o l i 

Dwarf. ( R o a r i n g ) B o o , — h o o l Beat me a f t e r , b u t waken 

him f i r s t y o u r s e l f . 

Fareesh. ( I n a f u r i o u s w h i s p e r ) Curse t h e whelp I 

(Coaxing) Y/aken him, Visnnumara,—waken him, and I 

w i l l buy thee t h a t t r u m p e t , even t h i s day. 

Dwarf. ( A r r e s t e d ) The t r u m p e t . 

Fareesh. Y e s , — t h e t r u m p e t . 

Dwarf. I — I would do a n y t h i n g f o r t h a t . 

Fareesh. Do t h i s , t h e n . 

Dwarf. T . 7 i l t t n o u buy me t h e t r u m p e t i f ne s l a y s me? 

Fareesh. Yes, yes. Indeed I w i l l . 
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Dwarf. I f he s l a y s me, w i l t t h o u bury t h e trumpet 

w i t h me? 

Fareesh. Yes, yes. Two t r u m p e t s . 

Dwarf. Then I w i l l do i t . I w i l l waken him. Get thee 

gone, good master. 

Fareesh. Not b e f o r e I am gone, l o o k you. 

(Fareesh e x i t s . ) 

Dwarf. I f I o n l y had t h e trumpet now, I would blow i t 

and waken him. 

(He t i p t o e s about u n t i l he f i n d s a broom. With i n f i n i t e 
p r e c a u t i o n he b u i l d s a b a r r i c a d e of c u s h i o n s . He 
crouches behind them, r o l l s up h i s s l e e v e s , s p i t s on 
h i s hands, and t a k i n g t h e broom, g i n g e r l y prods Akbar 
i n t he r i b s . Tnere i s no response. He prods a g a i n and 
a g a i n , each time more v i g o r o u s l y . Pie becomes so 
engrossed i n n i s t a s k t h a t he l e a n s t o o f a r over h i s 
b a r r i c a d e of cushions w h i c h c o l l a p s e s , sending him 
s p r a w l i n g . The b r o o m - s t i c k t a k e s Badoura f u l l i n t h e 
chest and knocks her o v e r . The dwarf g e t s t o h i s f e e t . ) 

Dwarf. That has done it I wo, i t has n o t ! S t i l l t h e y 

s l e e p . 

[He t i p t o e s c a u t i o u s l y t o t h e recumbent f i g u r e s and 
I O O K S down upon -cnem. tie "suddenly r a i l s on n i s knees 
beside Hadoura and l i f t s her head, tie l e t s i t f a l l " 
a g a i n , t u r n i n g t o Akbar, and touches h i s cheek w i t l i 
h i s f i n g e r . Tnen he jumps up s h r i e k i n g . ) 
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Master. M a s t e r I f a s t e r : IHe opens t h e c u r t a i n s . ) 

Master I Come h i t h e r ; Be s w i f t J Lose n o t a moment. 

j a r e e s h . (Off t h e s t a g e , s l e e p i l y ] Dost t h o u c a l l me, my 

s l a v e v I am yet abed. 

Dwarf. Master. P r i n c e Akbar l i e s dead i n t h y Cafe I 

(Fareesh h u r r i e s on t o t h e s t a g e , and k n o c k i n g the 
dwarf a s i d e , r a p i d l y examines t h e b o d i e s of Akbar and 
Badoura^ He drags the body o f Akbar i n t o a c o r n e r of 
the Cafe*, and i n dumb show, b i d s the dwarf do l i k e ­
w ise f o r Badoura. He throws c a r p e t s over the bodies 
and upon t h e c a r p e t s he p i l e s c u s h i o n s . ) 

Fareesh. T h i s i s t h y work, t h o u s l a v e . They w i l l p u n i s h 

thee f o r t h i s , i'hey w i l l p u t a o o w s t r i n g round t h y 

temples f o r t h i s . They w i l l shred out t h y nerves w i t h 

combs o f i r o n f o r t h i s . Now w i l l I c a l l t h e watch and 

denounce t h e e , t h o u l i t t l e m u r derer! 

Dwarf. Please, master, I d i d n ' t do i t ! 

F a reesh. Who m i n g l e d t h e cup? 

Dwarf. Who bade me? 

Fareesh. Who w i l l b e l i e v e thee? 

Dwarf. Do not l e t them h u r t me, master. I am t w i s t e d 
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enough a l r e a d y . 

Fareesh. I am a good master. No one s h a l l h u r t t h e e . 

No one s h a l l kno?«r t h a t t h o u a r t a murderer, i f t h o u 

w i l t but obey me, t h y k i n d and l o v i n g master. 

Dwarf. 0, I w i l l , I w i l l ! What must I do? 

Fareesh. Thou must do n o t h i n g . 

Dwarf. What must I say? 

Fareesh. Thou must say n o t h i n g . Thou must know n o t h i n g 

L i s t e n t o me. Answer me. Where i_s P r i n c e Akbar? 

Dwarf. ( P o i n t i n g w i t h a t r e m b l i n g f i n g e r ) Under those 

c u s h i o n s . 

Fareesh. I s t h a t indeed so? Then t h e y w i l l s l a y t h e e . 

Now, once a g a i n , — w h e r e i s P r i n c e Akbar? 

Dwarf. Thou knowest, master. 

Fareesh. Thou dost not know. Where i s P r i n c e Akbar? 

Dwarf. I do not know, master. 

Fareesh. That i s b e t t e r . Hast t h o u ever seen P r i n c e 
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Akbar? 

Dwarf. Indeed yes, m a s t e r , — e v e n now. 

Fareesh. C a l l the watch. Ho t h e r e ! 

Dwarf. No, no, no, master. I saw P r i n c e Akbar once, 

l o n g s i n c e , — a f a r o f f . I have f o r g o t t e n where. 

Fareesh. Remember t h a t . 

Dwarf. I w i l l remember i t , master. 

Fareesh. Go and b o i l t h e c o f f e e . 

Dwarf. I t i s b o i l e d . 

Fareesh. ( I r r i t a b l y ) Go t h e n and b o i l more c o f f e e ! 

(The dwarf e x i t s . Fareesh f i l l s and l i g h t s a n a r g u i l e " , 
and s i t t i n g c r o s s - l e g g e d a t t h e door of t h e Cafe, 
s t a r e s i n t e n t l y i n t o vacancy, i n h a l i n g g r e a t volumes 
o f smoke.) 

(A d d r e s s i n g the mouthpiece o f h i s n a r g u i l e ) Whether 

i t i s b e t t e r , Fareesh, t o hang t h y s e l f i n t h y c e l l a r 

w i t h o u t more ado, or so t o work, so c o n t r i v e and so 

imagine, t h a t t h y o l d b r a i n s w i l l save t h e g r e y head 

t h a t h o l d s them? The q u e s t i o n i s w o r t h y o i c o n s i d e ­

r a t i o n . Thou a r t o l d , Fareesh, and b e i n g o l d , i t may 
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be said of thee t h a t thou a r t incapable of the f u l l 
enjoyment of l i f e . Granted! But being o l d , thou a r t 
wise, and being wise, thou canst suck more pleasure 
out of what remains t o thee than e f f u l g e n t youth can 
e x t r a c t from the whole world p r o s t r a t e at i t s f e e t . 
AS thou a r t wise, Fareesh, be also cautious. As thou 
a r t cautious, be apt, and being apt, compose t h y 
lineaments. Let no man read thee. Hast thou a dead 
Prince hidden i n thy Cafe? I f thou nast, thou hast 
more than any inn-keeper i n Samarkand, Let such 
p h i l o s o p h i c a l r e f l e c t i o n s save thy head. 
(He smokes m e d i t a t i v e l y . The door of Nourmahal's 
house opens and a serving maid t r i p s across t o 
Fareesh 71 ~ 

G i r l . A l l a h be w i t h thee, venerable inn-keeper. 

Fareesh. I hope he i s w i t n me. Keep thou h i s precepts, 
serving wench. 

G i r l . I have come f o r a pot of c o f f e e . 

Fareesh. (Shouting i n t o the shop) S l a v e , — b r i n g coffee 
(The dwarf brings coffee.) 

G i r l . What a l i t t l e pot I 
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Fareesho Take i t and begone. 

G i r l . ( G i g g l i n g a f f e c t e d l y ) I t h i n k I had b e t t e r take 
two pots. My mistress hath a f r i e n d . 

Fareesh. (To the dwarf) Two pots. (To the g i r l ) I s he 
noble? 

G i r l . By A l l a h , most noble and most b e a u t i f u l . 
(There i s the sound of a g a l l o p i n g horse. An armed 
man rushes on the stage. He i s an o f f i c e r of the 
Sultan's body guard.) 

O f f i c e r . A rt thou Fareesh? 

Fareesh. Such i s the w i l l of A l l a h . 

O f f i c e r . Hast thou seen our Prince, the noble Akbar? 

Fareesh. A l l a h be prai s e d . I have often seen him. 

O f f i c e r . Do not t r i f l e w i t h me, thou f o o l . Hast thou 
seen him t o - n i g h t ? 

Fareesh. Do you mean, have I seen him t h i s morning? 
I t i s now morning. 

O f f i c e r . Curse thee f o r a s l a v e r i n g f o o l . Hast thou 
seen Akbar l a s t night or t h i s morning? 
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Fareesh. No. 

O f f i c e r . Fool! I must oe^one. 

FareeBh. Do you want t o know where he is? 

O f f i c e r . A l l a h preserve me from s l a y i n g thee, thou 
dotard! Dost thou know # i e r e he i s ? 

Fareesh. ( I n d i f f e r e n t l y ) Ye men of b a t t l e are so 
p r e c i p i t a t e . Had I not know where he was,—though 
A l l a h f o r o i d I should pry upon tne goings and comings 
of one so f a r above me,—would I have demanded of thee 
i f thou d i d s t desire t o know? 

O f f i c e r . (Beside h i m s e l f ) 7/here i s he? 

Fareesh. (To the g i r l ) Where i s he? 

G i r l . Who? 

O f f i c e r . T r i f l e w i t h me no more, thou f o o l ! I f I f i n d 
not Akbar ere noon, my_ head pays f o r i t . Mine, look 
youi I n the name of A l l a h , where i s he, i f ye know. 

Fareesh. Noble Captain, indispose not t h y s e l f . A l l a h 
f o r b i d t h a t t h y head should f a l l . This serving g i r l 
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hath t o l d me even now t h a t Akbar i s over t h e r e , — 
w i t h 1\1 ourmahal. 

G i r l . I said no such t h i n g . 

O f 1 i c e r . Ye are both l i a r s . God help ye both when I am 
f i n i s h e d w i t h t h i s business. 

Fareesh. ( I n a reasonable voice) A l l a h f o r g i v e me i f I 
am wrong, Noble C a p t a i n , — b u t t h i s g i r l hath even now 
demanded the morning coffee f o r two persons, one of 
whom i s her m i s t r e s s , the Lady Nourmahal, and the 
othe r , the Lady Wourmahal 1s most n o b l e , — e r , — f r i e n d . 
Most noble, mark you. I quote her own words. 

0 1 f i c e r . H e l l seize ye both. I w i l l see f o r myself. 

(With the h i l t of h i s s c i m i t a r , he beats f u r i o u s l y 
and c o n tinuously upon Mourmahal's door.) 
Open the door, thou woman! (There i s no reply.')' 

Open the doorl Thou w i l t not I Then 1 w i l l ! 
(He puts h i s shoulder t o the door and presses i t u n t i l 
i t cracks. There i s a feminine s h r i e k within» At the 
sound o i the s h r i e k , the se r v i n g maid l e t s the t r a y ~ 
f a l l w i t h a crash and b o l t s o f ! the stage. The door 
gives way and f a l l s inward. A man rushes out. He has a 
drawn sword. I t i s Vickram, the Captain oi Akbar 1s 
body guard.") 



- 302 -

Vickram. (Foaming w i t h rage ) Who, by the wrath of God, 
seeks death? 

O f f i c e r . Vickram, by H e l l ! 

Yickram. -;hat have I done t o thee? I s i t a quarrel? 

O f f i c e r . Brother, put up t h y sword, i t i s not a q u a r r e l . 

Yickram. Dost thou seek my woman? 

O f f i c e r . Neither thee nor th y woman, Vickram. Yfnere i s 
Akbar? 

Yickram. Seek nim i n H e l l i f thou d e s i r e t h . ASL I Akbar's 
keeper? 

O f f i c e r . Thou a r t the Captain of h i s guard,—and he i s 
l o s t . 

Vickram. Lost! 

O f f i c e r . L o s t , — a n d I am charged to f i n d him. 

Vickram. I t i s naught t o me, broth e r . Fareesh I 

Fareesh. Excellency. 

Vickram. Coffee I Hot and strong and p l e n t y of i t . 
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Fareesh. (Shouting) Coffee I (The dwarf brings coffee 
t o the s o l d i e r s who s i t f a c i n g each other.) 

O f f i c e r . To thee, brother ( d r i n k i n g ) . 

Viokram. By A l l a h , — t o t h e e i 

O f f i c e r . 1 marvel t o hear thee say t h a t Akbar's 
disappearance i s naught to thee, i t i s a serious 
matter. 

Yickram. Then do not speak of i t . 

O f f i c e r . I do not j e s t . I t e l l you Prince Akbar has 
gone,—he has disappeared! 

Yickram. He w i l l reappear. Or i f he does not, i t i s 
naught to me. Naught matters aught to me t h i s morning. 

O f f i c e r . Rouse t h y s e l f , Vickram. I f i t i s naught t o 
thee, i t i s much t o me. Dost see my head? 

yickram. Who could help see i t ? I do not blame thee f o r 
i t , b r o t h e r . 

O f f i c e r . God knows, I boast not of i t , but i t i s mine. 
Custom hath so inured me t o i t s presence t h a t I have 
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become fond of i t . I f i t i s good f o r naught else, i t 
hath at l e a s t an opening through which d r i n k may be 
poured. I do not exaggerate, Vickram, when I assure 
thee th a t i should be l o a t h t o have t h i s uncomely 
head r o l l across the gravel of the beheading ground. 

Vickram. A l l a h f o r b i d i 

O f f i c e r . A l l a h f o r b i d indeed, xet there i s a danger of 
i t . 

Vickram. Wherefore? 

O f f i c e r . The problem i s t h i s . Akbar hath disappeared. 

Yickram. That i s small l o s s . 

O f f i c e r . T r u l y . Were h i s disappearance permanent, thou 
knowest, and I know, and a l l the world knows, i t would 
be the s a l v a t i o n of the unhappy dynasty whereunder we 
l i v e . 

Tickram. Granted. 1 agree w i t h thee. 

O f f i c e r . Thou hast reason. We know what we know. But h i s 
besotted p r o g e n i t o r , the Laleepn J e l l a l - u d - D i n , hath 



- 805 -

chosen t o pretend otherwise, rie c a l l e d me to audience 
w i t h him an hour ago. And what task t h i n k you, tne 
pals i e d dotard l a i d upon me? 

Vickrain. i know not. i care not. /hat task? 

O f f i c e r . T h i s , — t o b r i n g him news of Akbar before noon, 
— o r at noon, t o f o r f e i t t h i s t h i n g t h a t x c a l l my 
head and which now speaketh t o thee. 

Yickram. T u t i Let not t h a t alarm thee. Do thou invent 
pome moving and p a t h e t i c h i s t o r y of Akbar's 
disappearance. The Kaleeph loves such t a l e s . Can the 
Prince not rescue maidens from a magician, and be 
wrapped away i n a cloud, thou weeping? 

O f f i c e r . I t might be so, Yickram, wert thou me. But 
al a s , I have not thy f a c i l i t y i n falsehood. My l i e s 
g r a t e . They f a l l not smoothly upon the ears. 
(The Sophist enters, blowing h i s horn.) 

O f f i c e r . (To the Sophist) Be s i l e n t ! 

Yickram. (Seizing the O f f i c e r ' s arm) Now i f ever, 
c o n t r o l t h y s l i p p e r y tongue. This i s the man f o r thee. 
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O f f i c e r . This mountebank! How so? 

Vickram. Thou de s i r e s t a ready l i e . Here i s a l i a r 
beyond a l l p r i c e . 

O f f i c e r . Gayest thou? 
(The Sophist blows h i s trumpet i n the O f f i c e r ' s face 
and laughs.) 
Dost thou blow at me, f e l l o w ? 

Sophist. (Laughing) Nay, I blow f o r thee. Art thou not 
musical? 

Vickram. Thou a r t a man of law, a r t thou not? 

Sophist. No. 

Vickram. What a r t thou, then? 

Sophist. I am a man without law. I am a law unto myself, 

O f f i c e r . 3e more r e s p e c t f u l , f e l l o w . 

Yickram. Let he. Let be, I say. I _ w i l l speak to him. 
(To the Sophist) Canst thou l i e ? 

Sophist. I can l i e b e t t e r than a p r i e s t . I can t e l l 
thee a l l the thoughts of A l l a h , and when I have t o l d 
thee, A l l a h h imself dare not deny them l e s t the 
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f a i t h f u l smell heresy. I n a word, I am a s o p h i s t . 

O f f i c e r . What i s a sophist? 

Sophist. One who hath knowledge. My p r o f e s s i o n i s t o 
know. 

O f i i c e r . Dost thou know where Prince Akbar i s 9 

Sophist. Noble Captain, dost thou desire the t r u t h , 
or a p l a u s i b l e l i e ? The t r u t h I know, but cannot 
prove t o tnee. The apparent t r u t h 01 the l i e , I can 
f o r t h w i t h demonstrate t o tnee. 

O f f i c e r . I do not understand thee. 

Vickram. Sophist, I w i l l give thee a ^ o l d piece f o r 
a p l a i n answer. 

Sophist. The gold f i r s t . 

Vickram. Here i t i s . 

O f f i c e r . Here i s more. 

Sophist. This i s a good day. Now 1 w i l l t e l l thee a l l . 
Akbar nath disappeared. 

O f f i c e r . Dost thou know where Aicbar i s ? 
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Sophist. Yes. 

O f f i c e r . Then f o r t h w i t h commit t h y s e l f , — o r I w i l l 
slay thee. 

Sophist. I n the f i r s t place, he i s here. I n the second 
place, he i s not here. 

Vickram. (To the O f f i c e r ) Be quiet and l e t him f i n i s h . 
I t i s h i s nature. Such as he cannot help i t . I t i s 
the doom of the lawyer to say yes i n three chapters. 

Sophist. I have never said yes. How dare I say yes, 
when A l l a h h i m s e l f , t o whom be g l o r y and praise 
f o r e v e r , hath never yet mingled one a f f i r m a t i v e w i t h 
h i s many thunders. 

O f f i c e r . May He curse thee at thy l a s t hour. With 
regard t o the present, p e s t i l e n t entangler of words, 
I w i l l make thee a p l a i n o f f e r . Here are f o r t y 
ghazis of gold, and here an i v o r y - h i l t e d , h e a v i l y 
bejewelled i n l a i d blaeie of white Damascus s t e e l , 
worth e i g h t y more. I f thou hast news of Akbar, —>p l a i n 
news, mind ye,—no t o r t u r e d l i e l o s t i n a foggy 
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l a b y r i n t h of words, but clean, every-day A r a b i c , 
such as we woo women w i t h , clean-edged r h e t o r i c 
t h a t w i l l deny God t o nis face i f we do not believe 
i n him, i n b r i e f , a p l a i n t a l e , — t h e s e r i c h e s are 
t h i n e . 

Sophist. There are no p l a i n t a l e s , but t h i s i s the 
t r u t h . Three moons ago, A l l a h having i n s p i r e d me w i t h 
a mood expressive of my ohilosophy, I made a poem. 
Last n i g h t 1 parted w i t h t h i s poem t o one of God's 
most unclean, but most venerable servants, of whom i t 
may be said t h a t h i s s p i r i t s h a l l f l o u r i s h f o r ever, 
f o r he was a man of judgement and subtle d i s c r i m i n a t i o n 
i n the a r t of verse. As a recompense f o r t h i s poem, 
— f o r we poets do not s e l l our wares,—he bestowed 
upon me a pot of spiced confection of opium, of which 
I , ravening at tne end of a f u l l month's abstinence, 
most l i b e r a l l y partook. Thereafter 1 journeyed through 
d a r k l i n g s t r e e t s , or what seemed t o oe s t r e e t s , seeing 
beauty i n every hag, a jewel i n every dust heap. My 
l i t t l e f r i e n d s the sta r s came down and played w i t h me, 
u n t i l the sulphur-coloured moon w i t h a smile of 
horror on her cadaverous face, prophesied e v i l . 
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Thereat the s t a r s f l e d , — a n d I a l s o , but i n another 
d i r e c t i o n . Here, i t must oe confessed, v a l i a n t 
s o l d i e r , t h a t my memory leaves a considerable gap i n 
my t a l e . Permit me t h e r e f o r e t o pass over any 
adventures whicn 1 may have f o r g o t t e n . U l t i m a t e l y , 
— o r so t o speak w i t h absolute p r e c i s i o n as a sophist 
should, n e n u l t i m a t e l y , 1 a r r i v e d a t , or t o be 
a b s o l u t e l y exact, became conscious of a place, what 
place? A l l a h knows; Was i t a desert place? I f i t was, 
thi«5 world does not know the meaning of d e s o l a t i o n , 
was i t a place of lakes and g e n t l y wooded m i l s 
sloping down t o them? Then no man who hath not ruined 
h i s c o n s t i t u t i o n w i t h opium, hath ever apprehended 
n a t u r a l l o v e l i n e s s . Or i f i t was a c i t y , — A l l a h knows, 
I know n o t , — t n e n Babylon i s a v i l l a g e of mud huts, 
b t i l l f l e e i n g from the moon, whom 1, drunk or sober, 
drugged or miserable, most profoundly d i s t r u s t , 1 came 
without warning on Akbar and Badoura. Love sat i n t h e i r 
eyes and Joy held them by the hand. Oblivious of the 
i n i m i c a l moon, they were k i s s i n g . They were happy,—and 
I so miserable t h a t I laughed i n an unseemly manner. 
My laugh was so re-echoed by so many h i l l s , — * o r i t may 
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have been the w a l l s of houses,—so m u l t i p l i e d and 
magnified i n t o a t e r r i f y i n g thunder of m i r t h , — t h a t 
the moon ceased t o smile and ex p i r e d . At t h a t moment 
Akbar became aware of me, and shading h i s eyes from 
the b l i n d i n g s u n l i g h t , s a i d , ''Art thou also another 
i n h a b i t a n t of the C i t y of Desire?" I answered i n a 
d i g n i f i e d , but I hope, r e s p e c t f u l manner, " I am only 
here f o r a l i t t l e w h i l e . " "Not so we," said Akbar, 
"We have found our abiding c i t y . " "We r e t u r n t o 
Samarkand no more," said Badoura. They kissed one 
another. I blessed them mentally and f l e d . I t was 
necessary f o r me t o f l e e . The opium pot was empty and 
the moon showed signs of coming t o l i f e again. I f l e d 
vehemently. Here I am. 

Vickram. Thou d i d s t understate t h y q u a l i t y . The Father 
of Lies should go t o school t o thee. 

O f f i c e r . (Embracing the Sophist) By A l l a h , thou a r t a 
noble l i a r . 

Sophist. So be i t I A l l a h preserve me from s p i r i t u a l 
p r i d e . 
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O f f i c e r . Thou hast t o l d the t a l e . Take the go l d . (He 
gives i t . ) Take the dagger. (He hands i t across.) 
By A l l a h , I am l o a t h t o part w i t h t h a t dagger. But 
take i t . Thou hast won i t . The g i r l wno gave me t h a t 
dagger was a f o o l t o thee, though she l i e d t o me t i l l 
the blade c u r l e d . Now w i l l I h a i l thee before Akbar's 
i l l u s t r i o u s f a t h e r , and thou, t a k i n g t h y oath, w i l l 
l i e t o him as thou hast l i e d t o me, t e l l i n g him how 
thou hast heard from Akbar • s s e l f t h a t he return's t o 
Samarkand no more. Thereat w i l l the eyes of the Sultan 
ooze brine as f a l s e as t h y s t o r y , and h i s heart 
g r e a t l y r e j o i c e , — a n d i f he reward thee, thou w i l t 
give h a l f to me. 

Sophist. As thou w i l t . There i s opium i n t h i s . 7/ith 
opium I fear naught. I blow defiance at thee, moon. 
(He l i f t s h i s trumpet.) 

Vickram. (Preventing him) Spare these nerves, t h a t do 
shrink from noise. Cast down thy hollow t o y . 

Sophist. I t i s hollow but not empty. Music dreams 
t h e r e i n . The blare of war awaits an awakening breath. 
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Yickram. I s t h a t poetry? 

Sophist. I know not. I t i s a u s e f u l horn, but f e a r 
n o t , — I r e f r a i n . I t i s my most valued possession, f o r 
I have none other. Music and war ap a r t , I mignt blow 
upon i t t o c a l l f o r wine, but since thou a r t over­
wrought, I w i l l h a i l Fareesh less b r u t a l l y . 
(He claps h i s hands. Fareesh and the dwarf enter. The 
dwarf, s t a r i n g a t the Sophist, runs t o him and 
endeavours t o wrest the horn from him.) 

Dwarf. That i s my trumpet! My_ trumpet! 

Sophist. Sayest thou? Then wherefore i s i t mine? 

Dwarf. (Dancing w i t h excitement) Should I know? Didst 
thou not i n s t r u c t me how t o blov? thereon? Didst thou 
not pour i n t o my mouth the words of power t h a t I 
r e c i t e d wnen I had blown? Whereat a l l wondered, and 
Ur-Quadesh f e l l i n t o dust and shadow, and the gates 
i n the c l i f f r o l l e d apart w i t h a noise of g r a t i n g 
stone? Didst thou not f l e e through the opening 
t h e r e o f , c a l l i n g out t h a t the moon pursued thee? And 
I a f t e r thee, weeping and a f r a i d , and wet t o the skin 
and s h i v e r i n g by reason of the buc&et of water t h a t 
my master poured over me? 
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S o p h i s t . (Shaking a f i n d e r a t him) L i t t l e b r o t h e r ! 

L i t t l e b r o t h e r I My h e a r t i s heavy f o r t h e e . Thou a l s o , 

sad l i t t l e w a i f o f t h e w o r l d , a r t one o f us. Hast 

t h o u not dipped t h y f i n g e r s i n t o t h e opium p o t , t h a t 

i s t h e bane of Dwarf and S o p h i s t a l i k e ? 

Dwarf. ( W i t h a t e r r i f i e d l o o k a t Fareesh) I h a r d l y 

l o o k e d ! A mere t a s t e ! One t h i c k drop on the t i p o f a 

f i n g e r as I cleaned the p o t s . Did I know t h a t a s m a l l , 

b i t t e r t a s t e on the tongue would t e l l me why Fareesh*s 

beard i s g r e y , and why t h y speech i s smooth and 

f r i e n d l y and f a l s e , and why men do not l o o k one another 

i n the eyes when t h e y s m i l e ? Did I s t e a l ? Did I do 

wrong? N e i t h e r t h e f t nor wrong have I committed. I 

t o o k but the merest d r a i n , — a t a s t e f r o m t h e empty pot 

when Badoura's l a s t cup was m i n g l e d . A mere t r i c k l e 

f r o m t h e P r i n c e ' s cup b e f o r e I r i n s e d i t . 

V ickram and O f f i c e r . ( T o g e t h e r ) The P r i n c e ! Aha! 

S o p h i s t . Aha! A l l a h s t i r r e t h i n h i s s l e e p . 

Fareesh. ( S e i z i n g the d w a r f ) Thou l i t t l e t h i e f ! Thou 

p u r b l i n d , sneaking worm! Thou dost s t e a l , dost thou? 



- 815 -

My hascheechj My_ opiuml 

(He s e i z e s t h e dwarf, and p u t t i n g a hand over h i s 
mouth, b e g i n s t o h u r r y him towards t h e door l e a d i n g 
t o t h e i n n e r a p a r t m e n t s . Vickram i n t e r c e p t s him.) 

Vickram. Nay, nay, master F a r e e s h , — d o not n u r t t h e 

c h i l d . 

(The dwarf s t r u g g l e s and k i c k s . ) 

O f f i c e r . L e t him be, Fareesh, t h o u a r t c h o k i n g him. 

(W i t h a g lance a t one a n o t h e r , Vickram and t h e O f f i c e r 
p l u c k the dwarf f r o m Fareesh's grasp and h o l d him 
between them.) 

Vickram. (To t h e d w a r f ) Kneel t h o u t h e r e . (He p o i n t s 

t o t he f l o o r . The dwarf k n e e l s . ) Clasp t h y nands 

behind t h y back. (The dwarf does so. ) Now I (Vicitram 

draws h i s f a u l c h i o n . ) 

Dwarf. ( ? i t e o u s l y ) 0, my l o r d , my l o r d J H u r t me not J 

Vickram. I w i l l h u r t thee not a t a l l . I t w i l l be over 

b e f o r e t h o u canst b l i n k . S t r e t c h t h y neck. 

Dwarf. ( S t r e t c h i n g h i s neck) S t r i k e s w i f t l y . 

Vickram. (Pausing) I t w i l l h u r t a l i t t l e . 

Dwarf. I f e a r p a i n , — b u t do t h o u s t r i k e . 

V ickram. What w i l t t h o u do f o r me i f I s t r i k e not? 
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Dwarf. I w i l l tumble f o r thee, and screech l i k e an 

ape and walk on my hands. I w i l l t e a c h thee now t o 

creak on a reed a t n i g h t u n t i l a l l the f r o g s l e a v e 

t h e i r p o o l s and g a t h e r about thee and f l o p ! 

Vickram. Get up! (The dwarf g e t s up.) V / i l t t n o u t e l l 

a l l ? 

Dwarf. (Stammering, and g l a n c i n g a t Fareesh) A l l ? 

V l c k r a m . A l l ! (The dwarf i s s i l e n t . ) 

O f f i c e r . ( P u t t i n g a hand on F a r e e s h f s s h o u l d e r ) Thy 

s e r v a n t i s s i l e n t f o r f e a r of t h e e , Fareesh. 

Fareesh. ( I n d i f f e r e n t l y ) Kay, he l o v e s me, s o l d i e r . 

Vickram. Dost t h o u l o v e t h y master? (The dwarf begins 

t o b l u b b e r , r u b b i n g h i s k n u c k l e s i n h i s eyes.) 

Fareesh. Thou dost l o v e me, Yishnumara? 

Dwarf. ( C a t c h i n g Fareesh's eye and f a l l i n g on h i s knees) 

Yes, yes, I do. I do l o v e t h e e , master. Thy poor 

dwarf l o v e s t h e e . He l o v e s thee and w i l l t e l l naught. 
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S o o h i s t . (To t h e s o l d i e r s ) He w i l l t e l l me_. Now, 

l i t t l e b r o t h e r , t h o u a r t f r e e . Thou a r t f r e e t o come 

and f^o,—and above a l l , f r e e t o speaK. Fareesh i s no 

more t h y l o r d . He i s now t h e p r i s o n e r o f the Noble 

Vickram and h i s f r i e n d . He can h u r t thee no more. I f 

t h o u w i l t t e l l what t h o u knowest, the Kaleeph w i l l 

make thee h i s j e s t e r and g i v e thee a bag of g o l d and 

a w h i t e donkey t o r i d e upon w i t h s l a v e s t o r u n 

behind t h e e and b e f o r e , and no t o i l . 

Dwarf. I w i l l t e l l naught. 

Pareesh. Thou hast naught t o t e l l . 

O f f i c e r . ( S t r i k i n g him over t h e mouth) Be s t i l l ! 

S o p h i s t . See how h e l p l e s s i s t h e master t h o u f e a r e s t , 

Yishnumara. 

Dwarf. Thou canst not deceive me. I s h a l l be the more 

beaten f o r t h a t blow. I w i l l t e l l naught. 

Vickram. (To t h e O f f i c e r ) T i e a b o w s t r i n g about h i s 

f o r e h e a d . (The dwarf howls l a m e n t a b l y . ) 
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S o p h i s t . That i s a f o o l ' s t r i c k . He w i l l speak i f t h o u 

t o r t u r e him, put not t h e t r u t h . Vishnumara, i f t h o u 

w i l t t e l l a l l , I w i l l g i v e thee t h i s t r u m p e t . 

Dwarf. ( S t i l l s obbing) Thou canst n o t deceive m e , — f o r 

I t o o am a wondrous l i a r . Were I l o r d of t n a t t r u m p e t , 

I would not p a r t w i t h i t t o save A l l a h f r o m d e a t h . 

S l a y me q u i c k , f o r I am t i r e d o f t a l k i n g t o t h e e . I 

w i l l d i e even as t h e P r i n c e i s dead. 

Yickram and O f f i c e r . ( T o g e t h e r ) The P r i n c e ! He i s dead, 

tnen? 

Dwarf. I know naught. I have seen naught. I have heard 

naught. I w i l l t e l l naught. 

S o p h i s t . (Shaking a f i n g e r a t him) L i t t l e b r o t h e r ! 

L i t t l e b r o t h e r — ! 

O f f i c e r . ( F u r i o u s l y ) L i t t l e b r o t h e r of H e l l ! IZay t h e 

d e v i l s o f murder f i l l t h e c u t t h r o a t o f every lawyer 

w i t h b l o o d ! Curse the b l u b b e r i n g f o o l ! 

(He snatches t he t r u m p e t f r o m t h e S o p h i s t and t h r u s t s 
i t i n t o t h e hands of t h e d w a r f . ) ' 
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There! Take t h a t , t h o u s l a v e of a s l a v e ! There i s 

t h y accursed t o y ! Nov/ t e l l t h e t r u t h ! 

(The dwarf s e i z e s t he trumpet and nurses i t t o h i s 
b r e a s t , dancing u n g o v e r n a b l y about t n e stage.) 

Dwarf. ( C h a n t i n g ) 

The t r u m p e t , t h e tr u m p e t i s mine! 
The Horn of God i s my own! 
And Ur-'>iuadesh, t h e d i v i n e 
M i l r e b u i l d when t h e t r u m p e t i s blown. 
Ur-Q,uadesh t h a t nas f l o w n 
S h a l l a r i s e a t t h e note o f t h e h o r n , 
From i t s echoes her w a l l s be r e b u i l t , 
I n i t s c r i e s s h a l l her j o y s be r e b o r n . 

I n chambers of s i l v e r and g i l t 
Her l o v e r s s h a l l wake i n t h e morn! 
I , Vishnumara, t h e dwarf, 
The f o l d e r o f A l l a h ' s s c a r f , 

The Chamberlain o f H i s bed, 
By me, i t i s s a i d , 
By me, t h e possessed, t h e d i v i n e , 
For t he tr u m p e t i s mine! 

Vickram. He i s possessed! 

O f f i c e r . The dwarf i s s t r i k e n o f A l l a h ! Molest him n o t ! 

V ickram. T h i s day would I molest God! (He snatches t h e 

trumpet f r o m t h e dwarf. ) 

Dwarf. Give i t me! Give i t me! 

Vic k r a m . ( H o l d i n g t he t r u m p e t h i g h above h i s head) T e l l 
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what t h o u knowest t h e n . 

Dwarf. I know a l l . I have seen a l l . I w i l l t e l l a l l . 

Give me t h e t r u m p e t . 

Vickram. T e l l f i r s t what t h o u knowest. 

Dwarf. I w i l l t e l l a l l . P r i n c e Akbar and h i s paramour 

are dead. They are poisoned. I poisoned them. I or my 

master, Fareesh, I know n o t . 7/hen t h e dawn broke, 

t h e y sat among t h e cu s h i o n s , propped g r o t e s q u e l y one 

a g a i n s t t h e o t h e r l i k e empty f l a g o n s f o r g o t t e n over­

n i g h t . I t h r u s t a t them w i t h a b r o o m s t i c k , — w h e r e a t , 

t h e y , w i t h o u t sound, speaking no word, t h i n k i n g no 

t h o u g h t , c o m p l a i n i n g n o t , f e l l a p a r t s t i f f l y , and 

where t h e y f e l l remained, d r e a d f u l t o behold. There­

a f t e r , Fareesh and I , f u l l o f awe f o r tnem and o f 

compassion f o r o u r s e l v e s , h i d t h e i r b o d i e s , and 

assumed s i l e n c e . 

Vickram and O f f i c e r . ( T o g e t h e r ) Where h i d e s t t h o u them? 

Dwarf. Give me my t r u m p e t , — m i n e and God Ts. 

Yickram. ( G i v i n g him t h e t r u m p e t ) I n God's name, wtiere? 
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Dwarf. ( P o i n t i n g t o t h e cushions) They l i e t h e r e . 

Vickram. (To Fareesh) Drag asid e those c u s h i o n s . 

Fareesh. (With a p h i l o s o p h i c smile and a shrug o f h i s 

s h o u l d e r s ) As t h o u w i l t . 

(He goes t o the p i l e o f cushions, l i f t s them and draws 
away the r u g . He s t a r t s s l i g h t l y . Beneath the r u g are 
r e v e a l e d two s e t s o f emp^ty g a r m e n t s , — A k b a r ' s ancT 
3adoura's. The bo d i e s are gone. Fareesh comes t o t h e 
f r o n t of the stage and stands w i t h o u t s t r e t c h e d arms, 
Akbar's c l o t h i n g i n one hand, Badoura's i n t h e o t h e r . ) 

v i c k r a m . (To t h e O f f i c e r , w i l d l y ) A l l these are mad I 

As f o r me, I w i l l t a k e horse and spur away and s e l l my 

sword t o Mansoor-el-Zinbeed, our Ealeepn's a n c i e n t 

enemy. He i s a t l e a s t a man, and sane I 

O f f i c e r . By A l l a h , b r o t h e r , — t h o u s h a l t not go a l o n e ! 

(Vickram and t.ne O f f i c e r h u r r y o f f t h e stage._ There i s 
the' sound of g a l l o n i n g ' 'ho'rsesVl 

S o p h i s t . My tongue i s d r y . My head s p l i t s . My b e l l y 

c r a v e s . I have not a p i a s t r e . To l i v e , I must have 

opium. To have opium, I must work. I w i l l begone and 

preach a b s t i n e n c e i n t h e market p l a c e . God curse t h e 

w o r l d ! 

(The S o p h i s t e x i t s . ) 
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Dwarf* ( S i d l i n g up t o Fareesh who s t i l l s tands with, 
o u t s t r e t c h e d hands, h o l d i n g up the empty garments) 
A r t t h o u angry w i t h me, 0, my beloved master? 

Fareesh. I am not angry w i t h t h e e , Vishnumara. (There 

i s a pause, d u r i n g which Vishnumara s i l e n t l y r e g a r d s 

Fareesh.) 

Dwarf. Thy shadows waver, Ur-Quadesh! Thy dust s t i r s 

i n t h e shadow! The memory of thee q u i c k e n s . The winds 

of t h y r e s u r r e c t i o n awaken amongst waste p l a c e s ! 

Fareesh. ( L e t t i n g f a l l t h e garments) The ways o f A l l a h 

are w o n d e r f u l and past comprehension. Blessed be t h e 

name o f A l l a h J 

(The c u r t a i n f a l l s . When i t has f a l l e n , t h e dwari i s 
heard, b l o w i n g on h i s t r u m p e t . ) 

THE END 
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Notes f r o m a D i a r y 

1934 - 1940 

23nd August '34 

Man knows t h a t whatever i s formed f r o m t h e elements 
grows and decays; and t h i s a p p l i e s not o n l y t o n i s 
b o d i l y f o r m but a l s o t o h i s t e m p o r a l s e l f . i 

I n order t h a t t h e f r u i t s o f t h e i r past l i v e s be r e ­
awakened i n them, t h e y / a r c h e t y p a l f i g u r e s such as 
C h i r o n , Romulus and Remus, and Oedipus/^ are brought as 
i t were face t o f a c e w i t h themselves t h r o u g h t h e 
t r e a c h e r y o f t h e i r homes.2 

5 t h November '34 

I have been r e a d i n g S t e i n e r ' s A t l a n t i s and l e m u r i a 

and note how c a u t i o u s he i s i n e v e r y s t a t e m e n t . For 

example, he does not say t h a t t h e f i r s t A t l a n t e a n sub-

race were Rhmoahals, but t h a t 'Theosophical l i t e r a t u r e 

has g i v e n t he name o f Rhmoahals t o t n e f i r s t A t l a n t e a n 

s u b - r a c e . 1 ̂  

R u d o l f S t e i n e r , The Gospel of S t . John (London, 
1933), p. 12. 

S t e i n e r , p. 36. 

Tr a n s . Agnes Blake (London, 1923), p. 22. I t a l i c s 
are Sturm's. 
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15th November '34 

S o f t w i n d i n g sneets, my luke-warm d i s o r d e r 
Couch where I spread m y s e l f , q u e s t i o n m y s e l f , and y i e l d 

m y s e l f , 
Where I went t o drown the b e a t i n g s o f my n e a r t , 
Almost a l i v i n g tomb i n my ap a r t m e n t s , 
7/hich b r e a t h e s , and upon w h i c h e t e r n i t y l i s t e n s t o i t s e l f , 
Place f u l l o f me, which has t a k e n me a l l , 
0 f o r m o f my fo r m and t h e h o l l o w warmtn 
That my r e t u r n s upon m y s e l f r e c o g n i s e as t h e i r own, 
Now so much p r i d e t h a t plunges i t s e l f i n your f o l d s 
I n t h e end m i n g l e s w i t h t h e t u r p i t u d e s o f dream! 
I n your sneets where s l e e k she i m i t a t e d her death 
The i d o l i n s p i t e o f n e r s e l f p r e p a r e s h e r s e l f and s l e e p s , 
T i r e d ?/oman a b s o l u t e , and t h e eyes i n her t e a r s 
When t h e cares and t h e cnarms o f her naked s e c r e t s 
And t h e remainder o f l o v e which t he body keeps 
Co r r u p t e d her l o s s and her m o r t a l narmonies 
A l l s e c r e t ask and n e v e r t h e l e s s so dear, 
My t r a n s p o r t s , t h i s n i g h t , hoped t o break t h y c h a i n ; 
1 have but l u l l e d w i t h l a m e n t a t i o n s 
My f l a n k s ( o n l y ) l a d e n w i t h d a y l i g h t and c r e a t i o n s ! 
What! my eyes t h a t so much grey ( a z u r ) m i s t r e a t s 
C o l d l y watch t h e f i n e r a r e s t a r p e r i s h t h e r e , 
And t h i s young sun o f my a s t o n i s h m e n t s 
Seems t o me t o shine upon t h e t o r m e n t s o f an a n c e s t o r , 
I t s flame of remorse so r a v i s h e s t h e i r e x i s t e n c e , 
And makes of t h e dawn a dear suostance 
?/hich a l r e a d y makes i t s e l f t h e suostance o f a tomb!... 
0, on a l l t h e sea, on my f e e t , how b e a u t i f u l i t i s ! 
Thou c o m e s t l . . . I am always t h a t which t h o u b r e a t h e s t , 
My evaporated v e i l f l e e s me towards t h i n e e m p i r e s . 

So, I have formed, v a i n f a r e w e l l s i f 1 l i v e , 
But dreams?... I f I come, m r a v i s h e d vestments, 
Upon t h i s s hore, w i t h o u t h o r r o r , t o breathe i n t h e h i g h foam, 
To d r i n k w i t h t h e eyes t h e immense and l a u g h i n g b i t t e r n e s s , 
The b e i n g a g a i n s t t h e w i n d , i n t h e most keen o f t h e a i r , 
R e c e i v i n g i n t h e face a c a l l o f t h e sea; 

/no break/' 
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I f t h e i n t e n s e s o u l p a n t s , and s w e l l s out r a g i n g 
The sudden wave on the beaten wave, and i f t h e wave 
Thunder on t n e headland, i m m o l a t i n g a monster of candour 
And comes fr o m the h i g h seas t o vom i t t h e deepness 
Upon t h i s r o c k , f r o m when spouts out towards my t h o u g h t s 
A f l a s h i n g o f f r o z e n s p a r k s , 
And i n my s k i n t h a t a b i t t e r a l a r m b i t e s , 
Then, i n s p i t e of m y s e l f , i t i s necessary, 0 Sun 
That I adore my n e a r t where t h o u comest t o know t h y s e l f , 
S o f t and p o w e r f u l r e t u r n t o t h e d e l i g n t o f b e i n g b o r n , 
F i r e towards which a v i r g i n o f olood r a i s e s h e r s e l f 
Under the gol d e n s p e c i e s of a g r a t e f u l b r e a s t ! 

The above i s a r a p i d l y made but q u i t e l i t e r a l l i n e f o r 

l i n e t r a n s l a t i o n o f t h e l a s t s e c t i o n of Paul V a l e r y ' s 

famous "La Jeune Parque."-1- S t r i p p e d o f i t s n a t i v e music, 

rhyme and rhythm, i s t h e r e a t h o u g h t i n i t w o r t h 

c o n s i d e r i n g ? 

Here i s a f a i r specimen o f g o n g o r i s t l c rhyme by 

T r i s t a n Der&me: 

Tes bras ont une courbe adorable e t malgre que 
Ton coeur n ' a i t que dedain pour l a grammaire grecque 

16 t h December '34 

La poesie e s t semblable a l'amandier: ses f l e u r s 
sont parfumees e t ses f r u i t s sont amers. 

Gaspard de l a N u i t 

See Poesies ( P a r i s , 1942), pp. 81-2. 
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The m i r r o r r e f l e c t s e v e r y t h i n g but i t s e l f . But i f 
i t s s u r f a c e i s t a r n i s h e d , i t r e f l e c t s t h e s t a i n . 

F«P. S. 

10th F e b r u a r y '35 

Miss Sands t o l d me t h a t Queen V i c t o r i a , who was 
l a t t e r l y e p n s e w i t h D i s r a e l i , one day asked him what 
was h i s r e a l r e l i g i o n . 'Madam,' he r e p l i e d , ' I am t h e 
blank page between t he o l d Testament and t h e New.'i 

I was occupied y e s t e r d a y w i t h my budget speech i n t h e 
House o f L o r d s , w i t h which 1 was f a i r l y w e l l s a t i s f i e d , 
but i t i s an i m p o s s i b l e audience: as Lowe s a i d f i f t y 
y e a r s ago, i t i s l i k e 'speaking by t o r c h l i g h t t o 
corpses i n a charnel-house.*2 

F a i t h , which F r e d e r i c k Tleyers d e f i n e s as the r e s o l u t i o n 
t o stand or f a l l by tne n o b l e s t h y p o t h e s i s . . . . 3 

The Church, says L o i s y , need no more reproduce t h e 
forms o f t h e G a l i l e a n Gospel t h a n a man o f f i f t y need 
resemble a new-born c h i l d . 'When we want t o assure our­
s e l v e s o f t h e i d e n t i t y of an i n d i v i d u a l , we do not t r y 
t o squeeze him i n t o h i s c r a d l e . ' 4 

1 H.H. A s q u i t h , L e t t e r s o f t h e fiarl of o x f o r d and 
A s q u i t h t o a F r i e n d , 2nd s e r . (London, 1934), 
p. 94. 

2 A s q u i t h , pp. 138-9. 
3 W i l l i a m Halph I n g e , vale (London, 1934), p. 4 1 . 
4 I n g e , p. 57. 
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4 t h September '35 

C h r i s t and t h e Church. I f he were t o a p p l y f o r a 
d i v o r c e on the grounds of c r u e l t y , a d u l t e r y and 
d e s e r t i o n , he would p r o b a b l y get o n e . i 

People i n g e n e r a l are e q u a l l y n o r r i f i e d a t h e a r i n g 
t h e C h r i s t i a n r e l i g i o n doubted, and a t seeing i t 
p r a c t i s e d . g 

I should l i k e t o w r i t e a book wnicn should be l i k e a 
p i c t u r e w i t h a deep V e n e t i a n b l u e - g r e e n sKy and an 
i m p o s s i b l y r i c h golden tone a l l over i t . 3 

The l i o n s would not eat D a n i e l . They c o u l d eat most 
t h i n g s , but t h e y drew t h e l i n e a t prophets.4 

Judas d i e d d e s p e r a t e , h i s crime confessed; 
Had Judas f l o u r i s h e d i n our age and c i t y , 
He'd be a l i v e and f i g u r e w i t h t h e r e s t 
Upon t h e C h r i s t Memorial Committee.5 

A p'ropos o f Mr. Gladstone j o i n i n g the Committee of t h e 

Gordon Memorial. 

Canon A i n g e r . Jones s a i d t h a t A mger was capable of 
b r i n g i n g out an expurgated e d i t i o n o f Wordsworth.6 

Samuel B u t l e r , F u r t h e r E x t r a c t s from t h e Hote-Books 
o f Samuel B u t l e r , ed. A.T. Bartholomew (London, 
1934), p. 26. 

B u t l e r , p. 120. 

B u t l e r , p. 123. 

B u t l e r , p. 134. 

As quoted by B u t l e r , p. 180. 

B u t l e r , p. 30^. 

1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 
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There i s such a t h i n g as d o i n g good t h a t e v i l may 
c ome. i 

Only the" most a n c i e n t C h r i s t i a n c h u r c n , t h e Greek 
Orthodox Church, has guarded the o r i g i n a l t r a d i t i o n 
o f s p i r i t u a l u n d e r s t a n d i n g : i n d e e d , i t teaches s t i l l 
t o - d a y t h a t p e r s o n a l e x p e r i e n c e i s the o n l y c a n o n i c a l 
means of l e a r n i n g t h e t r u t h o f dogmas.2 

I t i s d i s t r e s s i n g t o t h i n k o f t h e many l i v e s r u i n e d 
by t h a t p r e j u d i c e about t h e m o r a l o r d e r b e i n g a f u n c t i o n 
of t h e s p i r i t u a l . Moral q u e s t i o n s have, i n themselves, 
no s p i r i t u a l s i g n i f i c a n c e ; t h e y are pure q u e s t i o n s o f 
p h y s i o l o g i c a l e q u i l i b r i u m . . . . What i s r e a l l y t r u e i s 
t n a t s e x u a l q u e s t i o n s have no s p i r i t u a l importance 
whatsoever. How many young s o u l s have been r u i n e d by 
th e p r e j u d i c e t h a t m a s t u r b a t i o n i s a crime punished by 
p h y s i c a l d e c a y s 

5 t h September '55 
My gods are t h e i n a n i m a t e 
B e a u t i f u l grave images 
Co n t e m p l a t i v e and i n a r t i c u l a t e 
Of t h a t g r e a t sage 
The u t t e r l y passed-away Gotama Buddha. 

F.P.S. 

B u t l e r , p. 307. 

Count Hermann K e y s e r l i n g , Problems o f P e r s o n a l 
L i f e (London, 1934), p. 224. 

3 K e y s e r l i n g , p. 34 
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I know cyclopean gates of stone 
On one i s a great Mastodon 
On one i s a stamping Unicorn, 
The gates are I v o r y and Thorn 
Out of them t r u e and untrue dreams 
Run cheek by j o w l , companion streams. 

F.P.S. 
Dead so many times 
I n so many climes 
C h i l d and man and woman 
Animal and human. 

F.P.S. 
Who has l i v i n g f r i e n d s 
So wise as those who come 
I s i t f o r t h e i r own ends 
Out of t h e i r garden tomb? 
I love the dead who creep 
Between awake and asleep 
Whispering round my bed 
For I belong t o the dead. 

F.P.S. 

The Eastern theology had i t s r o o t s i n Greek Philosophy, 
while a great deal of Western theology was based i n 
Roman Law.̂ -

See Arthur Penrhyn Stanley, Lectures on the H i s t o r y 
of the Eastern Church (London, 1864), p. 23. 
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The Eastern Church has no creeds i n the modern 
Western use of the word, no normative summaries of what 
must be believed.1 

My b i r t h was the f i r s t of my misfortunes.... 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau' 

7/hen I asked a monk who r e j e c t e d the do c t r i n e of 
e v e r l a s t i n g punishment how he reconciled h i s scepticism 
w i t h h i s profession, he r e p l i e d : »I have no scepticism; 
I accept every dogma i n the sense i n which i t i s t r u e . * 

My f a i t h i s a pendulum which swings from East to 
West, from Krishna t o C n r i s t . I used t o despair of t h i s 
v a c i l l a t i o n but now I know t h a t the swinr; i s not from 
t r u t h t o f a l s i t y , but from t r u t h t o t r u t h , from 

1 'Orthodox Eastern Church,* Encylopoedia B r i t a n n i c a , 
XYI, 939. 

2 See Les Confessions, ( P a r i s , 1952), p. 11. 
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norm t o norm, f o r C h r i s t and Krishna are one and. the 
same. St. Thomas Aquinas /sxc/ teaches t h a t any t r u t h , by 
whomsoever spoken, i s from the l i p s of the Holy S p i r i t . 

10th September '35 
Much i n t e r e s t e d t o f i n d m the ' O l f i c e l o r the Dead 1 

a prayer t h a t departed souls s h a l l not go to the 
animals. 

He tradas b e s t u s animas c o n l i t e n t e s t i D i . Et animas 
pauperum tuorum ne o b l i v i s c a n s m fmem.p 

16th September '35 
The poems t h a t have most moved me, m iiiore or l e s s 

c h r o n o l o g i c a l order: 
c l a s s 

1 'The l o t o s - c a t e r s , ' Tennyson. 
1 'Herodiade,' Iviallarme. 
I L'Apres-midi d'un ffaune, JViallarme. 
I 'Soupir,' Mallarme. 
I 'las de l'Amer Repos,' Mallarme. 
I 'Brise Marine,' Mallarme. 
I The Shadowy v/aters, Yeats. 
I A l l the r e s t of Yeats' poems. 
1 Ij'etes ( l a l a n t e s , V e r l a m e . 
I Les 1'leurs du ivial, Baudelaire. 

St. Ambrose; see gloss on I Cor. 12:3. 
Y e r s i c l e and Response of "Third JNocturn,' 

Breviarium Romanum. The usual i n t e r p r e t a t i o n i s , 
of course, ' e v i l s p i r i t s ' and not 'animals'. 
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class 
1 Aeneid, L i b V I , V i r g i l . 
I Sturge Moore's poetry, almost a l l ; but 

e s p e c i a l l y The Centaur's Booty, The Rout 
of the Amazons, A S i c i l i a n I d y l l & 
es p e c i a l l y , The Sea i s K i n d e 

I I Swinburne's Poems & Ballads, i n my youth. 
I I 'Venise,' 'Ballade S l a Lune,' 'Madame l a 

Marquise' and 'L'Andalouse' of de Musset. 
I Poems, 3.A. Poe. 
I I Au Jar d i n de 1'Infante, A l b e r t Samain. 

Th§ophile Gautier's 'Carmen1 which s t i l l t h r i l l s 
me t o the bone (Or i s i t the memory t h a t 
t h r i l l s the ageing man?). 

M i l t o n , Browning and Spencer oore me. 
Wordsworth, Coleridge and Walt '.Thitman are almost 

unreadable. Also A l i c e Megrell and Robert Bridges. 
Oscar Wilde, A l f r e d Douglas, Humbert ,7olfe and 

Arthur Symons wrote verse, not poetry. But I expect 
Symons' t r a n s l a t i o n s from Mallarme and V e r l a i n e , which 
are h i s best s t u f f , have the guts of poetry. 

22nd Seotember '35 
The Scala Sancta are before the Sancta Sanctorum, 

where are preserved many holy t h i u g s among them the 

The old p r i v a t e chapel i n the Vatican, dedicated 
t o St. Lawrence, and the only remaining part of 
the former Lateran Palace. See 'Scala Sancta,' 
The Catholic Encyclopedia, X I I I , 505. 
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celebrated image of C h r i s t 'not made by human hands.* 
This has not been seen since l e o X (1513-21). 

Serpens n i s i serpentam comederit, non f i t draco. 

1. Ego 2. Non-Ego 3. The a f f i n i t y oetween the two. 

2 

There i s nothing else: t h a t i s the cross. 

3rd November '35 
This seems t o be my r e l i g i o n : 

1. I believe i n metempsychosis and karma. 
2. I believe a l l t h a t Buddha taught. 
3. He was tne precursor of C h r i s t . 
4. C h r i s t came t o free man from r e i n c a r n a t i o n . 
5. To share t h i s b e n e f i t ne brought, only f a i t h i s 

r e q u i r e d . 

R e f e r r i n g t o the Uroboros ( t a i l - e a t e r ) as symbol 
of aeon or tne prima materia of the alcnemical 
process. See Carl Gustave Jung, 'Psycnology and 
Alchemy,' The Collected Works of C.Q. Jung, 
t r a n s . R.F.C. H u l l , V o l . 12 (New York, 1953), 
pp. 45, 53 & 99. 
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6. F a i t h i s not of the brain or the i n t e l l e c t , but 
shines only i n the s t i l l e d h e a r t . I t i s not 
i n 'A* consciousness. 

7. Yoga.*j5 c i t t a - v y i t i - n i r o d n a h . 1 
8. The r u l e f o r me i s t o pray always. To say l o r 

ever, without cease, Domine Jesu C h r i s t e , f i l l 
Dei, esto p r o p i t i u s mi h i p e c c a t o r i . That i s the 
Om mani padme hum g of the westerner. 

9th November '35 
9. ^ast and west meet i n the Prex Jesu.^ I t i s both 

i n Eastern mantranu and i n western prayer. 

^ i l h e l m von7 Humbolt was t r y i n g t o dissuade Goethe 
from h i s a t t i t u d e of aloofness on tne subject of I n d i a n 
philosophy. Goethe answered: ' I have nothing whatever 
against I n d i a n thought, but 1 am a f r a i d of i t (aber i c h 
f f t r c h t e mich davor). I t would i n v o l v e my imagination i n 
the p u r s u i t of the formless and tne misshapen (denn es 
z i e h t meine E i n b i l d u n g s k r a f t i n s Formlose und D i f f o r m e ) . ' 

The f i r s t sentence of the Yogasutra of P a t a n j a l i ; 
'Yoga i s tne stooping of the a c t i v i t y of the mind.' 

2 ' H a i l t o the jewel i n the Lotus.' For d e t a i l s as t o 
the use of t h i s mantra see Anaganka Brohmacari 
Govinda, inundations of Tibetan Mysticism 
(London, 1959). 

Prayer of submission t o God's w i l l i n the Garden of 
Gethsemane. See Matthew 26:39, Hark 14:36, Luke 
22:42 and John 18:11. 

^ A sacred t e x t used as a prayer or i n c a n t a t i o n ; from 
the Sanskrit meaning, an instrument of thought. 

5 Romain Rolland, Goethe and Beethoven, t r a n s . G.A. 
P f i s t e r and E.S. Kemp (New York and .London, 19311), 
o. 68. 
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The beauty of perfected human speech (Rede i . . , i s 
f a r greater than t n a t of song. There i s nothing we can 
compare t o i t : i t s i n f l e c t i o n s and modulations (Abwechs-
lungen und M a n n i g f a l t i g k e i t e n ) i n the expression of our 
f e e l i n g s (Gemtlt) are i n f i n i t e i n number. Song must 
r e t u r n t o simple speech, when the greatest dramatic 
and emotional heights are t o be a t t a i n e d . i 

18th January '36 
I f I could sun the roots of my f a i t h m the East I 

would go t o China where 3uddhism i s most 2 c o r r u p t . I n 
Japan i t has been so r e b u i l t t h a t perhaps none of fcne 
o r i g i n a l remains. 

25th January '36 
I have heard a s e l e c t i o n of Burns' poems over the 

wir e l e s s t h i s evening, i n c l u d i n g 'The Cotter's 
Saturday Night.' I used t o hate Burns but a f t e r reading 
Auden, Spender and some other of our young men, I 
r e a l i s e t h a t 3urns was wnat they are not, a poet. 

26th January '36 
On the w i r e l e s s : Newman's sermon of f a r e w e l l t o h i s 

p a r i s h i o n e r s at L i t t l e m o r e (1843). An emotional, 

Goethe, as quoted by Holland, pp. 156-7, 
o 

The sense requires ' l e a s t . ' 
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o r a t o r i c a l address, characterised by a complete lack 
of i n t e l l i g e n c e . 

15th A p r i l '36 
I Ian comes i n t o the world i n order t o leave i t . Dying 

i s the most important act of l i f e . He i s born out of 
o b l i v i o n . He dies w i t h a l i f e t i m e of consciousness 
behind him. 

A man who i s not Death Conscious at the age of f i f t y 
years has not f u l f i l l e d one of the important purposes 
f o r which he was born. 

Y/hat we c a l l consciousness i n t h i s l i f e i s no more than 
sensory perception i l l u m i n a t e d , i f at a l l , by some dim 
l i g h t from the psyche. Real consciousness belongs n e i t h e r 
to the senses nor the psycne. I t i s a f u n c t i o n of the 
s p i r i t alone, and i t i s impossible dur i n g incarnate l i f e . 
When a man dies he loses thought, speech, s i g h t , touch 

and hearing, but a t t a i n s what the f l e s h has never even 
known or suspected. He gains consciousness which i s 
e n t i r e l y d i f f e r e n t from a l l these, and g r e a t e r . I t i s not 
d i f f e r e n t i n degree, but i n k i n d . He does not t h i n k , see, 
hear, touch or speak. Y/ithout l i m i t i n g sensory organs he 
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i s thought, s i g h t , hearing, touch and speech. Man i n 
the f l e s h i s never conscious. His eyes dimly see three 
inches of the endless spectrum of l i g h t , h i s ears 
v i b r a t e l i k e muffled drums, and f o r t a c t i l e impressions 

s o l i d 
of the s o - c a l l e d / e x t e r n a l world he las t o r e l y on h i s 
numb f i n g e r - t i p s . 
3rd June »36 

F i f t e e n years ago E t e r n a l Helen was publisned. Since 
then I have w r i t t e n nothing, nor had any desire t o 
w r i t e . M e d i t a t i o n i s the death of a r t . I t i s r i g n t l y 
c a l l e d by the Chinese the philosophy of the Empty Gate. 
Meditation drains the i l l u s o r y o b j e c t i v e world of a l l 
colour and enchantment, and without tnese wnat i s the 
poet? 

I was proud of E t e r n a l Helen, but now I t h i n k my 
c h i e f pleasure i n i t was the f a c t t h a t Yeats admired i t 
and wrote e n t h u s i a s t i c a l l y about i t . He was always my 
f a v o u r i t e poet and now i s tne only one who i n t e r e s t s 
me at a l l . '.Ye have w r i t t e n t o one another f o r t h i r t y -
f i v e years. A l l t h a t he w r i t e s 1 admire. But n i s famous 
power of t a l k i n g bores me so much t h a t one night i n 
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Oxford I suddenly yawned so p r o d i g i o u s l y t h a t I had t o 
make the excuse of an imaginary cold and ask t o go to 
bed, though i t was only t e n . I am s t i l l ashamed of 
t h a t i n v o l u n t a r y yawn. 

I was walking w i t h Yeats through c l o i s t e r s i n Oxford 
when some street-boy w h i s t l e d s h r i l l y . The poet s a i d : 
t h a t was your Daemon warning me not t o say what I was 
about t o say. I was about t o give you a magical formula 
which would make you see v i s i o n s , but now I must not. 

One n i g h t when I had been t a l k i n g w i t h ^eats about 
Madame Blavatsky there was a noise on the s t a i r s out­
side h i s study door. L i s t e n , said the poet, to the 
daemons who haunt t h i s nouse. I opened tne door and said 
good-night t o Yeats' two maid-servants on t h e i r way t o 
bed. rie was unconvinced. He said: Daemons can take any 
shape t o deceive you. 

Yeats i s one of the greatest poets who wrote E n g l i s h . 
I n my opinion perhaps the greatest of a l l . 

4th June '36 
Yeats must be mediumistic f o r he has t o l d me of 

blossoms which m a t e r i a l i s e when he i s aostracted by 
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w r i t i n g . Sometime ae f i n d s tne pockets of h i s j a c k e t s 
f u l l of f l o w e r s , i n the depth of w i n t e r , and sometimes 
hi s room i s suddenly flooded w i t h the scent of jasmin 
or h e l i o t r o p e . During my stay w i t h him i n Oxford he 
found a spray of f l o w e r i n g hawthome i n h i s pocket, 
though i t was February /T92JL7. He l a i d i t on h i s w r i t i n g 
t a b l e so th a t l might see i t and oe convinced, and went 
on c o r r e c t i n g h i s proofs, but when I returned from my 
walk the blossom has disappeared as mysteriously as i t 
had come. I do not doubt tne r e a l i t y of these apports, 
f o r I believe him t o l i v e i n another state of 
consciousness, i n wnich they are a c t u a l l y o b j e c t i v e , 
and I know, though 1 have never had s i m i l a r experiences, 
of s t a t e s of consciousness i n which more e x t r a o r d i n a r y 
happenings are not only possible but commonplace. 

T h i r t y - f i v e years ago, when s t i l l an undergraduate, 
my l i f e was one of almost complete s o l i t u d e and 
continuous m e d i t a t i o n . Apart from a g i r l , w i t h wnom my 
occasional intercourse was not i n t e l l e c t u a l , I had but 
one f r i e n d , a j o u r n a l i s t whom I w i l l c a l l Straciian, 
i n t e r e s t e d l i k e myself i n French poetry. 1 had oegun my 
t r a n s l a t i o n s of 3audelaire's Fleurs du Mai, but was so 
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fascina t e d by the poems of Mallarme t h a t i could t h i n k 
of l i t t l e e l s e . His verse sank i n t o my very soul. What 
I saw i n i t then I do not now know, though I s t i l l 
admire i t , but at t h a t time i t exerted the power of 
something magical, some a c t u a l encnantment which 
c e r t a i n l y caused me t o l i v e i n another world. I brooded 
f o r long days over H^rodiade, as remote from tne world 
as though I had taken some powerful opium. And here l e t 
me say i n parenthesis t h a t Synons' t r a n s l a t i o n i s a 
miraculous reproduction i n English of the French 
o r i g i n a l . 

For several years I l i v e d i n a dream. I passed 
examinations, f o r I have my degrees, but I hardly 
remember them. 

There was an old house i n Albyn Place. I t was c a l l e d 
Albyn Cottage. Once when I was home during the long 
vacation my mother t o l d me t h a t my grandfather's 
brother had b u i l t t h a t house and nad died there i n the 

1 A c t u a l l y i n Albyn Lane, j u s t o f f Albyn Place, 
Aberdeen. 
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' 60's of l a s t century. He was an unconventional man 
who s h o r t l y before h i s death had d r i v e n about the town 
i n a phaeton w i t h a oucket f u l l of wnisky, o f f e r i n g t o 
a l l who would partake a d r i n k from a t i n dipper„ 

5th June T36 
3ehmd t h i s house a stone oridge spans a snallow 

stream whose waters make a loud g u r g l i n g as they rush 
over t h e i r bed, and upon the other side of the bridge 
I used t o see a lake f u l l of w a t e r - l i l i e s and patches 
of very t a l l and very l u x u r i a n t b u l l r u s h e s . I have spent 
long days on the roanks of t n i s l ake, looking across i t 
i n t o a garden where an old man worked w i t h hoe and snears 
and a g i r l i n a mutch and a p l a i d s k i r t seemed to De 
feeding geese or sometimes hanging out l i n e n t o dry. 
A f t e r t h i r t y - f i v e years 1 can remember the expressions 
on t h e i r faces. 

Neither the l a k e , nor the garden, nor the old gardener 
and the g i r l , have any o b j e c t i v e existence. The brooK i s 
t h e r e , and the stone bridge, but there i s nothing oeyond 
but a d u l l country road leading t o the Cairn Crie 
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Woods.^- A l l was imagining or a waking dream. But how 
can one e x p l a i n the f a c t t h a t a d u l l - w i t t e d middle-
aged woman, at the time i n great t r o u b l e , had the same 
h a l l u c i n a t i o n upon the same spot? She saw the lake and 
the garden, the gardener and the g i r l , and l i k e myself 
returned several times t o f i n d the v i s i o n gone. 

6th June '36 
A l l t h i s happened so long ago t h a t i have not cared 

to w r i t e a l l t h a t I remember, but have made only as i t 
were a bold o u t l i n e sketch, ,-vhat I have w r i t t e n i s 
t r u e ; wnat i have kept oack i s j u s t as t r u e , but i t 
belongs t o memory and myself. 

8th June '36 
i n medicine 1 am a h e r e t i c t e r r i f i e d by a u t n o r i t y . 1 

am not i n t e r e s t e d i n the average doctor, wno i s as 
i l l i t e r a t e as a plumber. There are so few learned 
physicians l e f t t h a t l look w i t h respect upon everyone 

1 According t o maps of the period, tne Denburn d i d 
run near Albyn Cottage, but the o a i r n u r i e 
Woods were on the other side of Aberdeen and tne 
bridge mentioned i n a h i g h l y b u i l t - u p area near 
the middle of town. 
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who has h i s Li.J. They are becoming fewer and fewer. 
Ifedicine since the ''Great ",'ar" has become more than 
ever a t r a d e . This country i s i n f e s t e d by hoards 
from I r e l a n d whose whole claim t o d i s t i n c t i o n i s the 
l e g a l a b i l i t y to sign a death c e r t i f i c a t e . W h i s k i f i e d 
hooligans who haven't enough c u l t u r e to t r u n k 
a o t i c e l l i / s i c 7 i s a cheese, i'hey are picked up drunk 
from the g u t t e r s of E n g l i s h i n d u s t r i a l towns and put 
i n i r o n s by the p o l i c e f o r t h e i r own safety. 

9th June '36 
I read i n the d a i l y press t h a t Gabriele D'ArJynzio, 

the popular I t a l i a n poet, i s threatened by blindness. 
He i s 73 years of age and s t i l l w r i t e s f o r many hours 
each day. Not knowing I t a l i a n I have read only such of 
h i s works as have been t r a n s l a t e d i n t o French and 
E n g l i s h . I cannot remember one by name, but have 
ret a i n e d the general impression t h a t they are r e p e l l e n t . 
The sexual f e e l i n g s and orgasms of a wop rhymester, 
described i n d e t a i l , do not i n t e r e s t me.1- A l l the L a t i n 

^ See 'Appendix A' below, item 10 (Digressions: I . 
Rue w i t h a d i f f e r e n c e ) . 
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w r i t e r s who nave misunderstood Baudelaire seem t o 
t h i n k t h a t putrescence and poetry are one. His mantle 
nas f a l l e n upon none. There has never been a second 
Baudelaire s His i n f l u e n c e has been a poison. The only 
French poets are Baudelaire, Y e r l a m e , I'lallarme". 
W r iters of the past cannot appeal t o the modern 
imagination. Ronsard and h i s compeers wrote so long 
ago t h a t they are modern, f o r they are on the s p i r a l 
of necepsity and have come round again, but how I hate 
and cannot understand Racine I I have met only one 
w r i t e r of English who seemed t o understand Racine, and 
t n a t was Synge. 

An old physician need not worry about l i t e r a t u r e , 
wnat i s Baudelaire t o me or me to Baudelaire? My one 
l i t e r a r y anxiety now i s t h a t I should w r i t e a good 
r e p o r t , and my amazement i s t h a t I f i n d the best 
English i n the decisions of judges. There i s nothing 
i n Shakespeare t o equal the clean clear decision of a 
County Court Judge. 

11th June '36 
When I look at the bewildering array of books of 
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I n d i a n p h i l o s o p h y which f i l l s so many shelv e s o f my 

l i b r a r y I wonder how much I have gained f r o m a l i f e ­

l o n g p e r u s a l of them. E v e r y t h i n g and n o t h i n g . N o t h i n g , 

because the t r u t h can be found i n no book, but o n l y 

w i t h i n ; e v e r y t h i n g , because t h e y t a u g h t me t h a t . 

I have a t e a c h e r whom I c o n t a c t i m p e r f e c t l y and 

o c c a s i o n a l l y , out he i s t h e r e . Sometimes he seems t o 

be C h r i s t , sometimes Buddha, o f t e n K r i s h n a , out these 

are v a r i o u s names o f t h e same b e i n g . I f i n d C h r i s t i n 

t h e Gospel of S t . John, K r i s h n a i n The C-eeta, and 

Buddha i n Paul Dahlke and Suzuki and i n my own 

m e d i t a t i o n s . The s o - c a l l e d B u d d h i s t S c r i p t u r e s , as t h e y 

e x i s t i n t r a n s l a t i o n , are u n r e a d a b l e , exceot f o r t h e 

Sermon o f Benares.''' 

The Bhagavad G i t a i s my sacred book. I t has g i v e n me 

th e most knowledge and t h e deepest peace of any 

S c r i o t u r e . Then t h e Gospel o f S t . John, which I read 

by t h e l i g h t o f R u d o l f S t e i n e r , f a s c i n a t e d but s t i l l 

i n i m i c a l . 

F o r t y y e a r s i s a l o n g t i m e , i n one l i f e , t o have 

1 See 'Samyutta MKaya,' v. 421-3 of t h e P a l i Canon. 
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g i v e n t o one l a b o u r . For f o r t y years I have s t r u g g l e d 

w i t h t h e Yedanta, and now, n e a r l y an o l d man, wonder 

why I looked w i t h o u t f o r what was a l l t n e t i m e w i t h i n . 

The w r i t t e n S c r i p t u r e s have been t o me, as the Japanese 

Buddhist say, a f i n g e r p o i n t i n g t o the Moon, 

13th June '36 

N e a r l y t w e n t y years ago a f r i e n d i n t r o d u c e d me t o 

t h e work of R u d o l f S t e i n e r , d e s c r i b i n g him as fa 

German m y s t i c obsessed w i t h C h r i s t i a n t h o u g h t forms.* 

That friend-'- has sin c e become one of S t e i n e r ' s devoted 

d i s c i p l e s and has t r a n s l a t e d many of h i s works. S t e i n e r 

t a u g h t me the meaning and t h e t e c h n i q u e o f m e d i t a t i o n . 

7/ho or what he was, or wnere ne came f r o m no man knows, 

but he brought t n e o n l y complete and s a t i s f y i n g 

p h i l o s o p h y t h e West has known. S t . Thomas Aquinas 

w i t h e r s t o a l o g i c - c h o p p e r i n h i s l i g h t . Twenty 

c e n t u r i e s have produced but one person wno has e x p l a i n e d 

C h r i s t i a n i t y i n u n i v e r s a l t e r m s . I n some f u t u r e l i f e I 

^ Miss Dorothy Osmond who helped Sturm arrange t h e 
p u b l i c a t i o n o f Umbrae S i l e n t e s t h r o u g h t h e 
Th e o s o p h i c a l S o c i e t y t o whom she was t h e n 
S e c r e t a r y . 
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may know enough o f h i s t e a c h i n g t o expound i t t o 

o t h e r s . I n t h i s l i f e I can do no o e t t e r t n a n t o g i v e 

a l l my l e i s u r e t o i t s s t u d y . Twenty years ago I 

t h o u g h t him a c l e v e r e r c h a r l a t a n t h a n B l a v a t s k y , but 

now I know him f o r t n e f o r e r u n n e r o f t h e Second Coming. 

S t e i n e r has d r a i n e d out o f me a l l t n e arrogance o f 

s c h o l a r s h i p . I am c o n t e n t t o say: Tu es m a g i s t e r , and 

t o l a y my p i t i f u l l e a r n i n g a t n i s f e e t , as I nave seen 

f l o w e r s cast b e f o r e t h e image of Buddha. 

16th June '36 

I am 57 t o d a y . L a s t n i g h t my w i f e dreamed o f a 

w n i t e b i r d t h a t swooped round and round a t a l l square 

b r i c k t o w e r . As she watched i t t h e b i r d changed i n t o 

t n e s t a t u e of a woman wno was j o i n e d by a man. Both 

were s t a t u e s , of g r a y s t o n e , and botn e n r o l e d t h e 

tower l i k e b i r d s . That i s a st r a n g e dream. I remember 

n o t h i n g o f t h a t n i g h t , though o f t e n I share her dreams 

or seem t o do so. 

17t h June 136 

Many years ago I began t o w r i t e a n o v e l , out gave i t 

up when I d i s c o v e r e d t h a t i t s hero was m y s e l f . The 
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w r i t e r of a n o v e l must have observed a t l e a s t some 

p a r t o f the w o r l d , however s m a l l , but I have observed 

n o t h i n g . 

18th June '36 

I have j u s t read Vienna by one Stephen Spender, a 

new p o e t . I t i s poor j o u r n a l e s e , c a r e f u l l y t o r t u r e d 

i n t o meaninglessness. I t has t h e rhythm o f a second­

hand m o t o r - c y c l e about t o break down f o r t h e l a s t t i m e . 

I f an i l l i t e r a t e shop-boy were t o read one of 3 z r a 

Pound's bad e f f o r t s and t h e r e are many, and say I can 

do t h i s m y s e l f , he would produce something l i k e Vienna, 

and m i g h t , who knows, persuade a p u o l i s h e r t o p r i n t i t . 

I f Stephen Spender would soak n i m s e l f f o r t e n years i n 

t h e v e r s e o f W i l h e l m i n a S t i t c h ^ he m i g h t l e a r n t o 

w r i t e something; but never p o e t r y . Many young men have 

so admired Ezra Pound t h a t t h e y have t r i e d t o do l i k e ­

w i s e , and some have n e a r l y succeeded. But n o t t h i s one. 

Vienna i s as d u l l as t h e account o f a l o c a l wedding i n 

a p r o v i n c i a l weekly. As f o r Ezra Pound ne t u e d t o 

^ Author o f 3rownies and Guides: A Book of Rhymes, 
The W i l h e l m i n a S t i t c h B i r t h d a y 3ook and o t h e r s . 
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shock t h e p u b l i c which has n e g l e c t e d him, but he has 

g e n i u s , and i f he were not Yankee he might once have 

w r i t t e n , , ho one i s shocked ay t h e d i r t y words Ezra 

Pound l i k e s t o w r i t e . We a l l know them and have 

p e n c i l l e d them on c l o s e t w a l l s when we were a t s c h o o l . 

"To smear the w a l l s o f a j a k e s . " 

T.S. E l i o t and Ezra Pound have much t o answer f o r . 

They have t r i e d t o i n t r o d u c e American boost i n t o E n g l i s n 

l i t e r a t u r e , and the w o r s t t h a t can be s a i d i s t h a t t n e y 

have succeeded. The m e n t a l background of sucn a l i e n s 

has once and f o r a l l ben sketched i n by the a u t h o r of 

B a b b i t t . T h e y have s t i r r e d up t n e mud. The s t i n k - f l i e s 

f o l l o w them. Tne g u t t e r has become v o c a l . 

These American b o o s t e r s , "Zooming f o r Z e n i t h , " do not 

understand European c u l t u r e . They accept our s c o r n f u l 

hand-claps f o r genuine applause. 

I f someone were t o go t h r o u g h my l i o r a r y , and copy 

out e v e r y p assage I have u n d e r l i n e d t h e r e would be a 

complete answer t o e v e r y douot t h a t has a s s a i l e d minds 

l i k e my own. There would be a complete p h i l o s o p h y . I 
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t a k e no vow t o do t h i s m y s e l f , because now t h a t I am 

o l d , 1 u n d e r s t a n d m y s e l f , and Know t h a t when I had 

c o p i e d o u t the i i r s t u n d e r l i n e d passage I would have 

r e a d on and copy o u t no more, For t h r e e y e a r s 1 have 

been r e a d i n g a l i t t l e pamphlet by b t e m e r . I t i s a l l 

u n d e r l i n e d , ana I have r e a d i t t w e n t y t i m e s , b u t am 

y e t o n l y d i m l y c o n s c i o u s of i t s meaning. 

1 9 t h June '36 

O f t e n when I react a n o v e l 1 w i s h I were n o t a 

p h y s i c i a n , n ' r i t e as i m p e r s o n a l l y as he w i l l t h e 

n o v e l i s t u n c o n s c i o u s l y r e v e a l s h i s i n n e r m o s t s o u l m 

h i s work. S e c r e t p e r v e r s i o n s and e n d o c r i n e d e f i c i e n c i e s 

s t a n d c o n l e s s e d . Impotence w r i t e s o f a l l i t has f a i l e d 

t o ao. The woman-hater co n f e s s e s t h e s e c r e t v i c e t h a t 

made him so. 

F o r t y y e a r s ago, o r a l i t t l e more, I re a d a book 

c a l l e d E s o t e r i c Buddhism. The a u t h o r o i i t was a 

p e r s o n l o r whom I had no a d m i r a t i o n when I met him 

l o n & a l t e r , 1 but t h a t book changed my l i f e , l o r i t 

1 A l f r e d Percy B u r n e t t . 
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s t a r t e d me on the s t u d y of E a s t e r n p h i l o s o p h y . A l l 

my l e i s u r e has been devoted t o t h a t , and now, g r o w i n g 

o l d , I am keener t h a n e v e r , and care l e s s t h a n ever 

f o r o t h e r r e a d i n g . 

When I was young I hated the A n g l i c a n C h r i s t i a n i t y 

o f my u p - b r i n g i n g . No emotion o f my l i f e has e q u a l l e d 

the f o r c e o f t h a t h a t r e d , v/heri my mother, a f a b u l o u s 

V i c t o r i a n mamma i n b u s t l e and dolman, sineeling of 

l a v e n d e r , k i d g l o v e s and r e s p e c t a b i l i t y , t o o k me t o 

church every Sunday morning, I f e l t dead w i t n t h e hate 

I was t o o young t o express m words. Above a l l o t h e r 

f i g u r e s I hated t n e p i o u s and bearded Jesus. He had 

bare f e e t , l o a t h s o m e l y barbered l o n g h a i r and w h i s k e r s , 

and w o r s t of a l l he l o v e d me so much t h a t he would send 

me t o h e l l u n l e s s I r e t u r n e d t h a t loathsome a f f e c t i o n . 

5 0 t h June '56 

I have read Aldous Huxley's n o v e l e n t i t l e d E y e l e s s 

i n Gaza. I t i s poor s t u f f f o r t h e grandson o f t n e g r e a t 

b i o l o g i s t t o have w r i t t e n . I t c o n t a i n s so much w a t e r -



- 353 -

c l o s e t p n i l o s o p h y t h a t a b e t t e r t i t l e would have been 

Faustus fTf N i g e r . The hero o f i t i s so o b v i o u s l y the 

a u t h o r t n a t one sees him o e f o r e t h e m i r r o r m h i s bed­

room c a r e f u l l y p u t t i n g h i s own beauty i n t o words. Gould 

I have w r i t t e n so c l e v e r a book m y s e l f . No. I wouldn't 

i f 1 c o u l d . I got n o t n i n g out o f Eyeless i n Gaza but a 

new name f o r my c a t . 

2nd J u l y '36 

As we sat i n our garden t o n i g h t t n e housekeeper, 

L i z z i , brought the news t h a t Dr. / R i c n a r d Burrows/ 

Sephton was dead. Then she gave a pi e c e of raw l i v e r 

t o our k i t t e n , wno sat on t h e garden p a t h and ate i t 

w i t h a s o f t g l u t t o n o u s chewing n o i s e . Then we had each 

a v e r y l a r g e whiskey and soda and L o t t i e t o o k h e r s t o 

t h e bathroom and a hot b a t h . 

W i t h the death o f Sephton t h e r e goes an o t h e r of the 

o l d gang. When we were young t h e r e were none of tne 

b r i g h t youn<g men wno now make o f medicine a t r a d e or 

an adventure a snade b e t t e r , t h e y hope, t h a n the 

p a t e r n a l shop. We are wondering which of t h e newcomers 

w i l l be t h e f i r s t t o set up a branch s u r g e r y i n 

Sephton fs v i l l a g e . To s i t i n one's own garden, and know 
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t h a t one i s o l d , and t o near of the death of a 

contemporary, and t o be f a s c i n a t e d by t h e sound of a 

s m a l l b l a c k k i t t e n e a t i n g raw l i v e r , are e x p e r i e n c e s 

not t o be missed. Whether Death, or t h e noise of tne 

k i t t e n e a t i n g , or the glow of one's c i g a r e t t e , or 

the f i l i g r e e o f ash-leaves a g a i n s t t h e sky, are a t 

a l l i m p o r t a n t , or mean a n y t n i n g , we do not y e t know, 

but tne time i s coming. For many yea r s I have l i n e d 

Dick Sephton f o r h i m s e l f and despised him f o r h i s 

horses and dogs. 3ut ne Knows more t h a n l know t o n i g h t , 

ne nas f a c e d the g r e a t perhaps. 

4 t h J u l y '36 

Ton i g h t i n our garden, under the blue s t a r l e s s sky, 

we d i s c u s s e d t n e books t h a t had i n t e r e s t e d us i n the 

p a s t , and t h i s i s my l i s t : 

I n y o u t h ; t h e works of R i d e r Haggard. 
I n adolescence; E s o t e r i c Buddhism by A.P. S i n n e t t . 
I n m a t u r i t y , say t o the age o f 38; 

1 . The S y m o o l i s t Movement i n L i t e r a t u r e , Symons. 
2. The Renaissance, ' J a l t e r P a t e r . 
3. 3-reek S t u d i e s , w a i t e r P a t e r . 
4. I m a g i n a r y P o r t r a i t s , W a l t e r P a t e r . 
5. Mallarme. 
6. Y e r l a i n e . 
7. Y e a t s . 
8. The Human S o u l , Abbot V o n i e r . 
9. Ghost S t o r i e s of an A n t i q u a r y , Montague James. 
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10. Bhagavad G i t a . 
1 1 . Gospel of S t . John. 
12. The Way o f a l l F l e s h , Samuel B u t l e r . 
13. De Maupassant. 
14. B a u d e l a i r e . 
15. Kim, K i o l i n g . 
16. The Narrow Corner, Somerset Ilaugham. 
17. The Lacquer Lady, F. Tennyson Jesse. 

There are more but I have f o r t h e present f o r g o t t e n . 

5 t h J u l y '36 

Again i n the garden, where we sat i n our concealed 

c o r n e r f o r t h r e e h o u r s . The f u l l moon r o s e , the evening 

s t a r g l i t t e r e d , t h e olacK K i t t e n p l a y e d w i t n a n y t h i n g 

t h a t moved and o f t e n when he jumped made a c h o r t l i n g 

n o i s e i n h i s t n r o a t , p r o b a b l y a c a t ' s l a u g h . I h e l d 

S uzuki's Kahayana Buddhism i n my hand, b u t read n o t h i n g 

of i t , or h a r d l y a n y t h i n g , next week ne i s t o l e c t u r e 

i n London, would i t h e l p me t o near him. I t i s v e r y 

d o u b t f u l . I get a l l t h e p h i l o s o p n y I need f r o m a l o n g 

t h i n rowan branch a g a i n s t t he e v e n i n g sky. iVhen i t grew 

c h i l l we came i n t o t h e house, tne b l a c k k i t t e n mewing 

about one's f e e t i n t h e hope of raw l i v e r , but t n e r e was 

none. 

There are b i g f u r r y moths f l y i n g about t h e house, 

bumping themselves a g a i n s t t h e c i r c l e o f l i g h t c a s t upon 
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the c e i l i n g by the e l e c t r i c l i g h t . There i s something 

i n i m i c a l about these c r e a t u r e s . They have t h e same 

aura as r a t s , but the p u r p l e g l a r e i n t h e eye of a 

moth i s b e a u t i f u l t o see. 

I should add Suzuki t o the w r i t e r s who have i n f l u e n c e d 

me. I f I no longer read h i s books i t i s perhaps because 

I know them by h e a r t . 

Long ago I used t o w r i t e and even p u b l i s h what I 

w r o t e . Now I can w r i t e n o t h i n g , f o r n o t h i n g seems w o r t n 

w n i l e . I do not even t h i n k . I t i s enough l o r me t o l o o k 

a t a g r o w i n g p l a n t . I j u s t l o o k . I no l o n g e r even ask 

m y s e l f : what i s a p l a n t . 

A moth nas f l o w n i n t o t h e hanging e l e c t r i c globe and 

i s w h i r l i n g round and round, i n e c s t a s y or agony, 

b e a t i n g h i m s e l f t o d e a t h . 

6th J u l y *36 

I must add t o t n e books t h a t have i n f l u e n c e d my l i f e 

some o f the novels o f Huysmans: La C a t h e d r a l e , 3n Route 

and L'Ob.^et, I n my youth I read them i n F rench, but t h e 

l a s t two I now have i n t r a n s l a t i o n , and I l i k e t h e 

t r a n s l a t i o n s b e t t e r t h a n t he o r i g i n a l . 
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That some s o u l s , f o r the misdeeds of one e a r t h l y 

l i f e , can be condemned t o en d l e s s t o r t u r e i n h e l l , i s 

a dogma so f u t i l e , so c h i l d i s h , t h a t i t i s hard t o 

understand i t nas ever been s e r i o u s l y h e l d . 

7 t h J u l y '36 

Mrs. S h ^ r a t t d i e d a t 4.0 am or t h e r e a b o u t s . She was 

72 y e a r s o l d . She was q u i t e unconscious when she d i e d . 

May I d i e so mhen my t i m e , now so near, comes. Ora pro 

n o b i s , Sancta Dei G e n i t r i x , u t d i g n i e f f i c i a m u r 

p r o m i s s i o n i b u s C h r i s t i . 1 

T h i s a f t e r n o o n I went t o Manchester, and wandered f r o m 

bookshop t o bookshop and t h e n t o t h e church t h e y c a l l 

'the Hidden Jewel' ( w h y ? ) 2 but t h e r e was a d r i z z l e o f 

f i n e r a i n , and I came home, wet t h r o u g h and m i s e r a b l e t o 

read Huysman[ys\ En Route and wonder why I had t h o u g h t i t 

f i n e t h e day b e f o r e . 

Response t o 'Ave M a r i a . ' 
p 

S t . Mary's, M u l b e r r y S t r e e t , more commonly known as 
'the Hidden Gem,' was t h e n v i r t u a l l y h i d d e n i n 
the d i n g y a l l e y s of c e n t r a l Manchester. Other t h a n 
the u g l i n e s s o f i t s neo-Byzantine i n t e r i o r , i t s 
o n l y d i s t i n c t i o n i s t h a t Blessed Dominic 3 a r b e r i 
(1792-1849) who r e c e i v e d John Henry Newman i n t o 
t he Church, preached f r o m i t s p u l p i t . 
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Taedium v i t a e i s the h o r r o r o f h o r r o r s . No wonder 

t h a t so many d o c t o r s t a k e t o d r i n k or d r u g s , or b o t h , 

or worse. 

9t h J u l y '36 

K a r l Metzer's l a s t day as my a s s i s t a n t . T h i s morning 

he s a i d : Tomorrow I am t o g e t m a r r i e d . W e l l , poor 

bugger or l u c k y f e l l o w , who knows. 

Today has been a r o t t e n day. The a i r u n b r e a t h a b l e , 

t h e sky l i k e wet c o t t o n wool soaked i n d i r t y w a t e r . 

T o n i g h t , when t h e wet garden f e l l d a r k , we l o s t Tompy. 

We found him h a l f - w a y up a t r e e . On t n e garden w a l l 

was another torn, so much o l d e r t h a t he should have 

known b e t t e r , e n c o u r a g i n g the s m a l l b l a c k k i t t e n t o 

c l i m b . He was showing Tompy t h e town, or a t l e a s t we 

hope so. As my w i f e p u l l e d Tompy o f f the t r e e , a l l 

claws and p r o t e s t , t h e b i g cat on t h e w a l l d i s a p p e a r e d , 

as c a t s do. We hope t h a t Tompy w i l l not prove t o be 

Tompina. There have been s u s p i c i o u s t r y s t s beneath a 

c u r r a n t bush, but we hope f o r tne b e s t . 

Sad boozen eyes. 
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10th J u l y '36 

A h o r r i b l e day, c o l d and sweaty, w i t h r a i n . T h i s i s 

t h e w o r s t summer t h a t we can remember. 

16th J u l y '36 

The s t r e e t lamp, seen over t h e c r e e p e r - f u r r e d w a l l , 

was l i t t o n i g h t f o r t h e f i r s t time t h i s y e a r . 

The l i g h t i n g o f the lamp i s t h e b e g i n n i n g o f l o n g 

n i g h t s under tne s t a r s . I t i s f o r us the symbol of the 

b e g i n n i n g o f autumn. 

There has been no r a i n t o d a y . 

17 t h J u l y '36 

A day of s u f f o c a t i n g h e a t . A b l a c k sky. Continuous 

r a i n . Tompie i s v e r y i l l . He has vomited passim and 

l i e s on t h e mat i n tne k i t c n e n , l o o k i n g l i k e a k i t t e n 

who has rambled t m s w o r l d and i n t e n d s t o i d e n t i f y 

h i m s e l f w i t h i t s cause. I l o v e Tompie, but n i s s m a l l 

green p o o l s of v o m i t leave me u n a t t r a c t e d . 

From 10-10.30 pm a w i l d t h u n d e r s t o r m . The w i r e l e s s 

w i l l not work. 
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2 6 t h J u l y '36 

Another day of r a i n , but w i t h s h o r t i n t e r v a l s of sun. 

T o n i g h t we saw a b r i g h t s u l p h u r - c o l o u r e d s u n s e t , a 

w o n d e r f u l r a i n b o w , and sat a t t n e k i t c h e n door, as the 

s e r v a n t s were away. When t h e r a i n no l o n g e r p a t t e r e d 

the garden leaves we s a t i n our corner and watched t h e 

s t a r s f o r t h e f i r s t t i m e t h i s y e a r , C h a r l e s ' Wain,^ 

and t h e Pole S t a r and O r i o n , and a l l the r e s t wnose 

names we do not know. >7e drank w h i s k e y and beer and 

d i s c u s s e d t h e t e r r i o l e e f f e c t s o f a l c o h o l on B u d d h i s t s . 

The s t a r s snone, t n e k i t t e n Tompy f o u g h t w i t h a f r i e n d , 

and we both r e c i t e d t h e new poem about Holey t h e ?Iole: 

1 s t Mole ( s i n g i n g ) 

They c u t a si i c e of p i e 
And handed i t t o '"Oley, 
But he began t o c r y , 
He wanted t n a t p i e w h o l l y . 

2nd Mole (spe a k i n g ) 

Moley i s a gready b e a s t 
A l t h o u g h i n s i z e t h e l e a s t . 

Today we drove out t o see I.Irs. Burrow, wno l i v e s i n a 

c o t t a g e on R a t c l i f f e "leadow, wnere t n e r e i s n e i t h e r 

^ A r c t u r u s . 
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water nor any l i g h t b u t an o i l lamp. An o l d and 

m y s t e r i o u s woman, a female Melchisedek,^- w i t h o u t 

f r i e n d s or a n c e s t r y , and c e r t a i n l y w i t h o u t a s c e r t a i n a b l e 

means of s u b s i s t a n c e * For two y e a r s she has been kept 

a l i v e by l a r g e doses o f opium. 

27th J u l y '36 

T h i s house was c a l l e d Brunswick House l o n g b e f o r e I 

was b o r n . Uheve I t got i t s name God knows, "e always 

r e f e r t o i t as Brunswick House, but we t h i n k of i t as 

t h e Monastery, f o r i t i s t h e o n l y s a n c t u a r y we have 

ever known. Since we p u l l e d down the o l d s t a b l e s , and 

t i i e room above them t h a t was the home o f some p r e h i s t o r i c 

coachman, and b u i l t a garden on t h e s i t e o f t h a t d i s m a l 

b r i c k w o r k , t h e p l a c e nas been r e a l l y a monastery f o r us. 

House or monastery i t i s our own and the u g l y o u t s i d e 

w o r l d i s e x c l u d e d . The monastery c a t , l a t e l y k i t t e n , and 

s t i l l k i t t e n i s h , by name Tornpy, b l a c k f r o m nose t o 

t a i l - t i p , and u t t e r l y s i n f u l by n a t u r e , c a v o r t s t h e 

garden p a t h s , end every e v e n i n g a t t a c k s a much l a r g e r 

torn who e v e r y n i g h t keeps t r y s t w i t h a female o f n i s 

See Hebrews 7:3. 
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k i n d among our garden bushes. T o n i g h t t h e b i g torn 

bowled him over t w i c e , but Tompy r e t u r n e d t o t h e 

a t t a c k undismayed. When i t began t o r a i n , a t t e n 

o'clocK, I put Suzuki's Mah&yana Buddhism under my 

c o a t , and my w i f e g a t h e r e d up t h e p r o t e s t i n g Tompy, 

and we came i n , c o n t e n t t h a t our q u i e t had been 

d i s t u r b e d hy n o t h i n g nearer mankind t h a n s p i t t i n g tom­

c a t s , and f a l l i n g r a i n - d r o p s . 

I f my grandson ever reads t h i s d i a r y he w i l l wonder 

why i t c o n t a i n s so much about a k i t t e n and so l i t t l e 

about Buddha. He w i l l say t o h i m s e l f t h a t a man who has 

devoted a l o n g l i f e t o one t h i n g must s u r e l y have 

something t o say about i t , but he w i l l be wrong, 

because Buddhism i s a mode o f l i f e , n o t a r e l i g i o n or 

a p h i l o s o p h y , and though i t may be e x p e r i e n c e d , i t can 

never be w r i t t e n , '//hen 1 s i t h a l f - d r e s s e d i n t h e 

morning, unable t o put on a sock, which dangles f r o m 

one hand, or when I c a l l Mrs. Brown by a wrong name, or 

l o s e my pen or my s p e c t a c l e s , or pour t n e i n k - p o t i n t o 

my whiskey and soda, or put t h e wrong end of a l i g h t e d 

c i g a r e t t e i n t o my mouth, or t r y t o eat my n a p k i n i n s t e a d 

o f my d r y t o a s t a t b r e a k f a s t , a l l t n a t , so f a r as I'm 
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concerned, i s Buddhism. I have l i v e d so l o n g w i t h 

a b s t r a c t t h o u - h t s t n a t a l l c o n c r e t e t h i n g s are 

shadows beyond ray c o n t r o l . I f ray c r and son, m y s e l f 

s t i l l a l i v e , ever says t o me: But what nave you got 

out o f a l l t h i s ? I can say t o him: You are a f r a i d o f 

de a t h , and I am n o t . My w i f e nas j u s t s a i d : 3ut 

would t h a t be t r u e . Yes, i t would. 

28th J u l y *36 

M n;ht of s t a r s , no, l o r t h e r e were none v i s i b l e ; out 

n i ^ n t o f c a t s , yes, c e r t a i n l y , f o r Tompy and h i s f r i e n d 

f o u g h t and c a v o r t e d f o r h o u r s . There was no m a l i c e i n 

t n e b a t t l e , and n e i t n e r won. At f a l l o f dark t h e R<idow 

f r o m Hazel's s l u n k a l o n g t n e w a l l and made female 

n o i s e s , so we too k Tompy i n t o e n j o y raw l i v e r , and 

l e f t F r i e n d and V/idow t o pursue l e s s i n n o c e n t 

a c r o b a t i c s t h a n a mere i i ^ n t , i s so t h e y d e s i r e , but 

so f a r no w a i l m ^ s f r o m the garden busnes have 

announced the e c s t a s i e s o f f e l i n e l o v e . 3ven c a t s may 

t i r e o f c o p u l a t i o n , and the hideous noises t h e y make 

at m i d n i g h t are perhaos sometimes no more t h a n p l a i n -
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sons chanted i n honour of Pasht or t h e Moon. At 

t h e present r a t e I s h a l l soon oe more l e a r n e d i n 

c a t - c a l l s t h a n i n L a t i n . So f a r I know c h o r t l e or 

c a t - l a u s h , p u r r of c o n t e n t , s u b - y e l l of f r i e n d l y 

d e f i a n c e , and Widow's i n v i t a t i o n v o i c e . As Tortipy 

grows o l d e r I hone t o d i s t i n g u i s h o t h e r and more 

e s o t e r i c v o c a l i t i e s , such as a d u l t torn b a t t l e c r y , 

v i r g i n female y e l l of pleased agony as Tompy g e t s 

home, thouarh I am a f r a i d n i s f i r s t e x p e r i e n c e i n t h i s 

m a t t e r i s more l i i c e l y t o be widow t h a n maid. I n any 

case, t h e r e i s a cat lan^uase which I am l e a r n i n g , and 

f i n d e a s i e r t h a n S a n s k r i t . I t i s u n l i K e l y t h a t Tompy 

w i l l need my p r o f e s s i o n a l a d v i c e f o r any f o r m o f 

impotence. He seems t o be a '^ood bea^t of n i s k i n d , 

which i s more t h a n I can say o f most men I know, 

i n c l u d i n g t h e present w r i t e r . 

When our housekeeper came home a t t e n o'clock and 

began t o caress the c a t , c a l l i n g him hei l i t t l e boy 

and h e r s e l f h i s mother I had a sudden f e e l i n g of p i t y 

f o r t h e f r u s t r a t e d s p i n s t e r , but i t was wasted, f o r I 

A l s o , B a s t ; the benevolent and e l e g a n t cat-headed 
goddess of Pleasure i n a n c i e n t Egypt. 
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t h i n k she i s a happy woman. I t h i n k we have solved 

the s e r v a n t problem. Our s e r v a n t s are f r e e t o come 

and go i n and out o f t h e house as t h e y p l e a s e . They 

^ e t h i g h e r wages t h a n o t h e r s , and when t h e i r work; i s 

done t h e y can do as t h e y please always. Today, as I 

passed t h e house o f Dr. T,̂ - who was bred i n a shop 

and i s a r e a l gentleman w i t h a l a d y w i f e , a l s o h a l f -

shop, I saw a s u l k y maid c l e a n i n g t h e windows. She 

wore a cap and 7own and was p l a i n l y and e v i d e n t l y a 

s e r v a n t , and knev/ i t . From the e x p r e s s i o n on her f a c e , 

as I saw i t f o r a second as my car passed t a e house I 

knew t h a t she was c o n t e m p l a t i n g g i v i n g n o t i c e . Next 

month t h e r e w i l l oe a n o t h e r , and t h e n another and 

ano t h e r d i s g r u n t l e d and l i v e r i e d s l a v e . Tuat i s what 

i s known a* t h e ser v a n t problem. I t does not t o u c h 

t h i s house. Our s e r v a n t s wear no badp;e of s e r v i t u d e . 

We Know c l a s s from c l a s s w i t h o u t t h e h e l p of cap and 

gown. 

29 t h J u l y '36 

The sky t o n i g h t was b e a u t i f u l , as though some w o r r y 

Henry T i c k l e . 
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had been l i f t e d o f f t ne w o r l d . The cl o u d s t h a t 

changed shapes i n t n e sunset were a k i n d of 

i n e x p r e s s i b l e golden r o s e , and the blue aoove, 

b e f o r e i t became t h e dark blue o f n i g n t , was a blue 

I have never seen b e f o r e , a l i g h t Dresden c h i n a blue 

I c a l l e d i t , but my w i f e s a i d i t was a w a t e r - c o l o u r 

b l u e . At about t e n o'clock t h e sunset show was over. 

I do not know wnether t h e t h r e e - q u a r t e r moon was 

waxing or waning. V i r t u a l l y over i t one s t a r g l i t t e r e d . 

We have never b e f o r e seen t . i a t s t a r , which haunts t h e 

moon, i n t h a t p o s i t i o n . Pernaps i t means sometning, 

perhaps n o t . J u s t b e f o r e t h e sunset ended we heard one 

b i r d c h a t t e r i n g i n an unknown v o i c e , and tne n s i l e n c e 

f e l l . Then some b e l l rang a t h r e e - q u a r t e r cnime, and 

we s a t t h e r e m q u i e t n e s s among the t r e e s and watcned 

Tompy and h i s f r i e n d s , b u t even t h e y were q u i e t . ,f7hen 

tne housekeeper came home Tomoy f o l l o w e d her mewing f o r 

food and n i s two acquaintances r e t r e a t e d beneatn a 

bush and went t o s l e e p . 

3 0 t h J u l y «36 

Suzuki's Mahayana Buddhism must be read f o r years 

b e f o r e i t i s u n d e r s t o o d . The c h a p t e r on Karma i s i n 
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some way a snock t o the Western m n d , f o r m i t t n e r e 

i s a s t r e a K of what appears a t f i r s t t o be 'atheism,' 

i n the oad sense o f t h e word, a m a t e r i a l i s m , an u t t e r 

d e n i a l , not o n l y of s u r v i v a l , but o f any c o n t i n u i t y 

of consciousness; r e a l l y , m trie l a s t a n a l y s i s , a 

d e n i a l o f a n y t h i n g a t a l l a f t e r d e a t h . 

Buddhism, i n common w i t h t r i e E a s t e r n Church, teaches 

t n a t o e r s o n a l experience i s trie one means of l e a r n i n g 

the t r u t h o f dogma. N o t h i n g i s t r u e u n t i l the 

i n d i v i d u a l has expe r i e n c e d i t a s t r u e . 

Buddhism can not be l e a r n e d f r o m books, nor by 

i n t e l l e c t u a l processes. Only those whose karma has 

prepared them f o r i t can grasp i t . 

1 s t August '36 

T o n i g h t we sat i n the warden and drank whisky. ?/e 

f i n i s h e d 3/4 o f a b o t t l e under a b i g round moon, which 

we th o u g h t was a t trie f u l l u n t i l t h e calen d a r t o l d us 

i t would n o t be f u l l u n t i l the day a f t e r tomorrow. I 

tho u g h t t h e whi s k y had no e f f e c t , but now t h a t T t r y 

t o w r i t e I f i n d t n a t i t has had a v e r y c o n s i d e r a b l e 

one. Though I am sooer my n a n d w r i t i n g i s o b v i o u s l y 

drunk, "^rom 3.30 t o 11.30, t h r e e h o u r s , we s a t and 



drank and p h i l o s o p h i s e d . The moon shone, the s t a r s 

t r i e d t o p i e r c e t h e c l o u d s , and the k i t t e n Tompy 

p l a y e d . I t u r n e d the warden hose on two f e l i n e 

a s p i r a n t s . I t i s a ^ood and p o w e r f u l nose. The j e t o f 

water h i t the h o w l i n g toms a m i d s h i p s . They separat e d 

and f l e d , one t o s a f e t y , and t r i e o t h e r i n t o d i s a s t e r , 

f o r as ne r a n alon-2' t n e t o p o f the w a l l ray p o w e r f u l 

hose soared him t h o r o u g h l y . I t was t n e b n i r a -reat 

moment of my l i f e . Tne l i r s t war when I d i s c o v e r e d t h a t 

3uddhism was C h r i s t i a n i t y , t n e second wnen I eiot my H.D. , 

and t r i e t h i r d when I soaked t h a t f l e e i n g tom-cat. 

3rd August »36 

I l y 3uddhas have --reafc lobes t o t n e i r e a r s , as a s i ! ~ n 

of wisdom and l o n g e v i t y . A l l but one, a v e r y r e f i n e d 

l o o k i n g ima^e t h a t came, not f r o m t he East, but f r o m 

the T h e o s o p h i c a l S o c i e t y bookshop near t n e B r i t i s h 

I-Iuseum. He, or she, f o r tne f a c t i s s e x u a l l y m d e t e r -

m i n a t e , s i t s arnon- tne pukka r u p a s w i t h an e x p r e s s i o n o f 

primness. She i s a f o l l o w e r of Annie Besant, and i s 

q u i t e sure t a a t her c o n s t i p a t i o n i s t n e karmaIC r e s u l t 

Meaning l i t e r a l l y , genuine s t a t u e s o f t h e Buddha. 
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o f t h r i l l i n g s e x u a l adventures i n a past l i f e ; n o t 

i n t h i s l i f e , f o r i n t h i s l i f e she has had none, nor 

i s l i k e l y t o nave. P r o b a b l y sne r e f u s e d t o taKe ner 

Devacham,^ and came back as a V o l u n t a r y , t o redeem 

h e r a n c i e n t l o v e r , but when she met mm i n Lyons Cornei 

House and nad almost plucked up courage t o say 'Lo, 

t h o u J * her e x c i t e m e n t p r e c i p i t a t e d the a c t i o n of tne 

Cascara t a o l e t s she had t a k e n i n t h e m o r n i n i , and she 

h u r r i e d oack from t h e L a d i e s L a v a t o r y t o f i n d t n a t he 

ha§ p a i d f o r h i s t e a and scones and d e p a r t e d . I p i c k e d 

up a l i t t l e wooden -oe>z i n the s t r e e t and placed i t i n 

h e r hand. Dr. /James ? a c A V i l l e 7 M a r t i n s a y s i t has 

something t o do w i t h . ^ o l f , but I p r e f e r t o r e g a r d i t as 

a p h a l l i c symbol, and e v e r y t i m e I see i t i n t n o s e 

g i r l i s h f i n g e r s I near t h e o t h e r Buddhas s a y i n g : 

F r o t t e z o l u s f o r t . 

A m i s e r a b l e youn% worKing woman came t o see me t o n i g h t . 

Phe was pregnant and nad hypereraesis frandarum? Sne was 

1 
o 

S p i r i t u a l b l i s s or reward i n a heaven-woiId. 

P e r s i s t e n t v o m i t i n g m e a r l y pregnancy. 
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wnat my '73 f e c a l l s a Dreep, a hopeless w i n i n g /s"ic7 

hypochondriac who t h i n k s no wonan was ever pregnant 

b e f o r e . She looked round t h e room and s a i d : Where 

are the t h r e e wise momceys, Do c t o r . I have never 

f o r g o t t e n t h a t you t o l d me t h e y were See no e v i l , 

Speak no e v i l ana Hear no e v i l . They never t e l l us 

t n i n g s l i k e t h a t a t Chanel. 

That c a l l s t o mind a dream T have net r e c o r d e d . I 

saw a great t o a d s t o o l w i t h Buddha s i t t i n g beneath i t . 

"/hen I s a i d t o Him: What must I do t o be sa^ed he 

o o m t e d t o tne Three Wise IIonKeys. 

4 t h August '36 

Such a c o l d damp c l o u d y r a i n y unnappy day t n a t 

e v e r y t h i n g seems t o have stopped. Even tne water i s so 

c o l d t n a t my w i f e can't nave a b a t n . Only the c a t 

Tcapy i s u n a f i e c t e d and c;ie i s o j v o i t i n g a.s us u a l i n 

tne damp -arden, a t t e n d e d 'jy ^ l s r . d , /.'hose i n t e n t i o n s 

may or may not be as i n n o c e n t as t h e y appear. Clouds 

r i s e f rom t h e West, f1om the sunset, and i n a few 

minutes cover tne sky. ^hen r a m droos f a l l , t h e n a 

shower of r a m , and we are d r i v e n i n . There nas been 

no summer at a l l . The sun e v e r y day, la d e n w i t h t he 
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dead of t h e l a t e war, l e t s t h e i r e t h e r i c bodies f a l l 

i n t h e f o r m o f s u l l e n angry c l o u d s i n the West, and 

these c l o u d s shower down th e a s t r a l oodies as 

c o n s t a n t c h i l l i n g r a i n . That cannot oe t r u e but t o ­

n i g h t I b e l i e v e i t , and am q u i t e ready t o l e c t u r e or 

w r i t e about i t . Even the c l o c k s i n t h e nouse are a l l 

wrong, one chimes t h i s and t h e e t h e r t h a t , but t h e y 

are a l l c o r r e c t when t h e y say, t h a t whatever t h e 

exact time i s , i t i s past c l o s i n g t i m e . Don't be more 

melancholy t h a n you need, says my w i f e , f o r we have 

l o t s of d r i n k i n the house. 

I have met v e r y few O r i e n t a l s i n my l i f e ; one or 

two Hindus, one or two Bengalese, never a Chinese, 

except a low c l a s s one w i t h s y p h i l i s , a Japanese n a v a l 

o f f i c e r who spoke E n g l i s h t n a t I c o u l d not understand 

a t a l l , and a l l o f tnem have been as r e p e l l e n t as r a t s . 

I should have s a i d two Chinamen, f o r once I bought a 

Buddha carved o f soapstone f r o m a Chinese s a i l o r i n 

France, but he was as r e p e l l e n t as t n e o t n e r s . And 

d u r i n g t n e war, now I remember, t h e r e was a Chinese 
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l a b o u r corps benmd t h e l i n e as E s t r e e West. They 

were i n t h e cnarge o f an E n g l i s h r a n k e r /?7 o f f i c e r 

whom t h e y k i l l e d . They k i l l e d a l s o a b i g dog and a t e 

him. I was shown p a r t s of t h e animal w i t h Durnt 

mangy h a i r s t i c k i n g t o h a l f - r a w chops. A l l these men 

were a l i k e except f o r t h e i r c l o t h e s . One had a woman's 

c o r s e t s over a l l h i s o t h e r c l o t h e s , and another ?/ore 

a b i g p i c t u r e hat secured by a motor v e i l o f d i n g y 

green. 

And y e t i t i s f r o m the o r i e n t t n a t I get my r e l i g i o n , 

my p h i l o s o p h y , and a l l my m e n t a l peace. I have never 

met a c u l t u r e d O r i e n t a l , i f I d i d he would perhaps a l s o 

r e p e l me. I f I c o u l d r e a l i s e my a m b i t i o n t o s i t as a 

Buddhist monk i n a c e l l i n some lone monastery unknown 

even t o the most hardened t o u r i s t I should p r o b a b l y i n 

a week be v e r y s o r r y f o r myself.-'-

5 t h August '36 

Bought a new t y p e w r i t e r t o d a y , riemington Model 16. 

"'Tith o l d machine g i v e n i n exchange i t c o s t £24. 

1 I am sure I should (P.P.S.— 23/11/41). 
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6 t h August '36 

I have been t r y i n g , but have f a i l e d , t o f i n d t h a t 

passage i n Y o n i e r i n which he says t h a t sacramental 

o b j e c t s , such as h o l y images, l i v e a l i f e o f t h e i r 

own, i n a w o r l d which i s n e i t h e r m a t e r i a l nor 

s p i r i t u a l , b u t l i e s between the two, l i k e Buddha's 

m i d d l e p a t h , n e i t h e r yes nor no. 

I t has been a w i l d n i g h t , b l o w i n g a g a l e , and we 

have sat i n t h e garden, w e l l wraoped up, as though i t 

were December and not August. When we came i n we found 

th e s t a t u e of C h r i s t , a b e a u t i f u l wooden image, had 

been blown f r o m h i s p e d e s t a l and was l y i n g on the 

f l o o r , t h e i n d e x f i n g e r of tne le±t nand brok e n 

almost o f f , and tne thumb damaged, but n e i t h e r beyond 

the h e l p of S e c o t i n e and s u r g e r y . 

I have j u s t found i n Y o n i e r a sentence t n a t i s n o t 

th e sentence I was l o o k i n g f o r , but i t i s almost as 

near t o my purpose. He w r i t e s : 

The sacramental ?/orld i s a new v/orld c r e a t e d by God, 
e n t i r e l y d i f f e r e n t f r o m t h e w o r l d of n a t u r e and even 
f r o m the w o r l d o f s p i r i t s . ] _ 

Dom Anscar Y o n i e r , A Key t o the D o c t r i n e of the 
B u c h a r i s t (London, 1925), p, 35. 



- 874 -

And f u r t h e r on: 

Sacraments nave a mode of e x i s t e n c e o f t n e i r own, a 
psychology o f t n e i r own, a grace of t h e i r own. I f t h e y 
are not oeings i n tne sense i n which man i s a b e i n g or 
an an g e l i s a b e i n g , t h e y are beings n e v e r t h e l e s s , 
r e s e m b l i n g God's nat u r e v e r y c l o s e l y . i 

And Aquinas says: 

The l i n k i n g up ( c o n t i n u a t i o ) w h i c h i s t n r o u g h f a i t h 
t a k e s place t h r o u g h the a c t o f t h e s o u l : but t h e 
l i n k i n g up which i s t n r o u g h t h e sacraments t a k e s place 
t h r o u g h the use of e x t e r n a l t h i n g s . 2 

E x t e r n a l t h i n g s ! Our garden, her image of C h r i s t , 

my Buddha r u p a s . And a l s o Tompy, being a c a t , c a v o r t i n g 

alone or l u r i n g e x p e c t a n t and p a t i e n t t'nend, and 

L i z z i e , w i t h a scrap of raw l i v e r f o r nim, sure i n her 

f r u s t r a t e d mind t h a t t h e l i t t l e b e ast's e x c i t e m e n t when 

she comes home i s a f f e c t i o n and not m e r e l y a p p e t i t e . 

As f o r images g e n e r a l l y t he E g y p t i a n s b e l i e v e d t h a t 

th e god t h e y p o r t r a y e d d w e l t m y s t i c a l l y w i t h i n tnem, 

and t he a n c i e n t C h r i s t i a n Church s a i d t h e y should be 

used because t h e honour shown t o them i s r e f e r r e d t o 

tne p r o t o t y p e which t h e y r e p r e s e n t . 

1 
Y o n i e r , p. 36. 

2 As quoted by Y o n i e r , pp. 42-3, fr o m Summa 
T h e o l o g i c a , I I I , Q,uest. l x i i , A r t . 6. 
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7 t h August '36 

I spent the Dest years of my l i f e s t u d y i n g t h e 

Kabala Denudata^-and t h e Upanishads, and had t u r n e d 

f i f t y b e f o r e I d i s c o v e r e d t h a t i t was a l l i n s i d e one. 

As a Doctor o f Medicine I have g i v e n most of my 

l e i s u r e hours t o r e a d i n g m e d i c i n e , because t n a t i s 

p a r t l y an o b j e c t i v e s c i e n c e ; no m e d i t a t i o n w i l l t e a c n 

a man t o pass E u s t a c h i a n C a t h e t e r or a c c u r a t e l y read a 

Blood P r e s s u r e , and when I was d o i n g s u r g e r y I o p e r a t e d 

best when I m e d i t a t e d l e a s t , not because m e d i t a t i o n 

h i n d e r s t h e s k i l l e d f i n g e r s or d u l l s the q u i c k p e r c e p t i o n 

of what i s needed a t t h e moment, but because i t says t o 

the mind: a l l t h i s i s u s e l e s s . Death u n s t i t c h e s t h e 

c l e a n e s t wound i n time and drags t h e surgeon down t o the 

grave t o j o i n h i s f a i l u r e s and successes, which seem, 

l o o k i n g back upon them, t o be of e q u a l v a l u e . 

10th August '36 

I t i s wrong t o eat the corpses of a n i m a l s , one's whole 

n a t u r e r e v o l t s f r o m i t , but v e g e t a r i a n i s m , w i t h i t s 

i n e v i t a b l e sequel o f f l a t u l e n c e and abdominal m i s e r y , 

i s more r e v o l t i n g s t i l l , so I s n a i l c o n t i n u e t o eat meat 

1 See S.L. MacGregor Mat h e r s , The Eaobala U n v e i l e d 
(London, 1887). 
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and approve o f a v e g e t a r i a n d i e t . I t i s a l s o wrong 

t o d r i n k a l c o h o l , but t o be a t o t a l a b s t a i n e r i s 

worse. To s i t i n the garden a t n i g h t , w i t h n i c e cups 

o f t e a , i s a h o r r o r n o t t o be r e p e a t e d , once t r i e d . 

77ine and beer and whisky, e i t h e r each a l o n e , or one 

a f t e r t h e o t h e r , or a l l mixed up anyhow, s h o r t e n one's 

l i f e , o b f u s c a t e one's i n t e l l e c t , and are u t t e r l y bad. 

But so l o n g as t h e y can be o o t a i n e d i s h a l l t a k e f a r 

boo much of a l l t h r e e . 1 am the wandering B u d d n i s t who 

dropped i n a t tne wedding f e a s t a t Gana and r*ot drunk 

on t h e water changed t o wine. 

He s a t on the s t e p s , h o l d i n g n i s begging bowl humbly 

b e f o r e him, and some o f t h e w e l l - d r e s s e d g i r l s , 

accompanied by o f f i c e r s f r o m the g a r r i s o n , t h r e w him 

a copper. But the s i a a l l brown p o t - b e l l i e d mendicant 

was u n - n o t i c e d by the m a j o r i t y . At l a s t a s e r v a n t 

poured water i n t o h i s bowl, as a s i g n t h a t t h e r e was 

n o t h i n g e l s e f o r him, but a t t n a t moment th e m i r a c l e 

t o o k p l a c e , and t h e water was such good wine, and so 

s t r o n g , t n a t Ananda drank i t a l l , and sang on t h e 

steps a l l n i g h t , and s i n c e t n e n B u d d h i s t s have drunk 

s e c r e t ^ l y i n honour of n i s g r e a t a d v e n t u r e . 
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11th August '36 

I am so i n t e r e s t e d i n t h e Buddhist monk who got 

drunk a t the wedding a t Cana t h a t I have w o i r i e d about 

him a l l day. H i s former h i s t o r y , n i s provenances, h i s 

f a t e t h e r e a f t e r . T,'7ho was he? Perhaps t h e f o u r t h 1,1agus 

of l e g e n d , who a r r i v e d t o o l a t e t o see tne s t a r above 

t h e s t a b l e , but wandered P a l e s t i n e f o r t h i r t y y e a r s , 

p r e a c h i n g a b s t i n e n c e and t n e Buddha-word, t o f i n d 

peace a t l a s t i n a draught of t h e wine t h a t ended f o r 

ever t h e a s c e t i s i m o f t n e .East. 

1 3 t h August '36 

O u t l i n e s of Mahayana Buddhism by P r o f . Suzuki i s 

d e s e r v e d l y a famous book. No s t u d e n t o f Buddnism can 

a f f o r d t o n e g l e c t i t . I t i s a d i f f i c u l t Dook, but i n 

the l a s t a n a l y s i s i t i s u t t e r l y m a t e r i a l i s t i c . I t i s 

no more tha n an e l a b o r a t e d e n i a l o f s u r v i v a l . The 

c h a p t e r on karma ( V I I I ) deserves v e r y c l o s e s t u d y . 

I n h i s i n t r o d u c t i o n t he a u t h o r d i v i d e s Buddhism i n t o 

g e o g r a p h i c a l s e c t i o n s : Southern, H o r t n e r n , and E a s t e r n , 

but f o r g e t s t n a t t h e r e i s now a V/estern Buddnism 

a r i s i n g , which i s a m i n g l i n g o f m y s t i c a l C h r i s t i a n i t y 
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and Buddhist p h i l o s o p h y , the r e l i g i o n o f the immediate 

f u t u r e . The n e g a t i v e f a i t h of o f f i c i a l Mahayana 

Buddhism i s a menace t o the w o r l d . 

14th August '36 

Y/e sat so l o n g t o n i g h t i n t h e garden, under a 

s l a t e - g r a y dome of c l o u d s , w a i t i n g f o r a s t a r , t h a t 

when a t l e n g t h one came out our p a t i e n c e was exhausted, 

and we came i n d i s g r u n t l e d , t o d r i n k our f i n a l d r i n k , 

or d r i n k s , under t h e p r o t e c t i o n o f nouse-buddhas. AS 

f o r t h e g a r d e n - w a l l Buddha, L o t t i e never l o o k s a t him 

f o r f e a r o f a r o u s i n g t he j e a l o u s y o f t h e wooden image 

i n ner bedroom, and I have l o s t f a i t h i n him c o m p l e t e l y . 

Unless he can produce b e t t e r weatner t h a n t h i s l e t nim 

s u p e r v i s e t h e wars and l o v e s o f t h e garden toms, f o r 

t h a t i s a l l he i s l i t f o r . I nave a bronze image of 

some loathsome Hindoo d e i t y , l e a n i n g f o r w a r d w i t h a 

b a l l i n h i s r i g h t hand and s t i c k i n g out a f a t - c n e e k e d 

bottom b e h i n d . Ke might b r i n g f i n e weather i f I burned 

a j o s s - s t i c k or a p a t e i l e t o him. 3ven i f n o t h i n g 

happened h i s f a i l u r e would be no g r e a t e r t h a n t h a t o f 

my many 3uddhas or of L o t t i e ' s Jesus, whose f i n g e r and 

thumb I mended w i t h S e c c o t i n e . As a m a t t e r o f f a c t 



- 879 -

t h e s e d e i t i e s d o n ' t p u l l t h e i r w e i g h t . They w i l l t a k e 

a l l t h e i n c e n s e , j o s s - s t i c k s , p r a y e r s , and so on, 

t h a t you have t o g i v e , b u t t h e w e a t h e r remains t h e 

same. The o n l y one who s t i c k s t o h i s word i s D i o n y s u s , 

but h i s sacrament i s now 12/6 a b o t t l e . I t i s a 

d r e a a f u i t h i n g i o r e a r t h l m g s when Olympus adopts t h e 

methods of New YorK. But how f o r t u n a t e we a r e t h a t our 

gods are images of s t o n e o r wood o r p l a s t e r o r 

p o r c e l a m e . how d r e a d f u l i t w ould De i f Buddha him-

s e l i were t o j o i n us i n t h e garden. Gould we s t a n d a 

l o n g sermon a f t e r a heavy s u r g e r y . I c o u l d n ' t . A 

g e n t l e and r h y t h m i c a l p l a s h i n g down t h e c o r r i d o r t e l l s 

me t h a t L o t t i e i s t r y i n g t o sober up m a h o t b a t h . 

Hot baths do no harm. 1 t o o k one m y s e l l l a s t May. 

1 5 t h August '56 

N u l l a Qies s i n e I m e a used t o De my m o t t o i n t h e days 

when 1 n e v e r w r o t e a l i n e f r o m y e a r t o y e a r . A t t h a t 

t i m e I would n o t w r i t e u n l e s s I c o u l d a c c o m p l i s h some­

t h i n g t n a t m a t t e r e d , o r t h a t 1 t h o u g h t m a t t e r e d , b u t now 

t h a t I know t h a t n o t h i n g m a t t e r s I w r i t e t h i s d i a r y . 

Today b e & a n w e l l , a l o n g slow heavy August day w i t h a 

k i n d of f o g o f l a z i n e s s and s unshine about t h e f l o w e r s 
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i n t h e gardens on Newbrook Road, and t o n i g h t f o r 

perhaps an aour we sat under s t a r s , but t h e n , almost 

suddenly, a l l was a g a i n leaden and c l o u d y , so we came 

i n , and here I am w r i t i n g t h i s and f i n i s h i n g t h e 

b o t t l e o f w h i s k y t h a t was bought o n l y y e s t e r d a y , and 

L o t t i e i s h a v i n g ner i n e v i t a b l e h o t b a t h . She must 

have been r e a d i n g about B.O. i n t h e a d v e r t i s e m e n t 

columns, She has r e t i r e d among the steam w i t h a cake 

o f Palm O l i v e Soap, so by t h e ti m e l have f i n i s h e d 

w r i t i n g she w i l l be s c h o o l - g i r l comolexion a l l over. 

The t h o u g h t o f t h a t , when 1 was a young man, would have 

made me clamour a t t h e batn-room door, but not now, f o r 

we l o o k aghast a t one another and say: God, what a 

b e l l y . The mys t e r y o f t i m e has made us g r a n d - p a r e n t s , 

has made us abdominal and p h i l o s o p n i c a l . I t i s good t o 

be o l d and f a t and i n d i f f e r e n t , and t o have f o r s e x u a l 

problems o n l y t he u n c e r t a i n t y as t o t h e sex of i'ompy, 

c a v o r t i n g among a coven of p l a n t - d e s t r o y i n g tom-cats i n 

our garden. 

There i s something i n our garden t h a t no w r i t e r has 

y e t d e s c r i b e d . A t e n d r i l of tne ram b l e r rose r e f l e c t s 

t h e l i g h t f rom a s t r e e t - l a m p and g l i t t e r s l i k e a c l u s t e r 
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of f a b u l o u s j e w e l s . I t i s too s o f t l y b e a u t i f u l t o be 

d e s c r i b e d . I t i s a r e s u l t o f tiae m y s t e r y we c a l l 

l i g h t , whose n a t u r e and orovenance are f o r ever 

h i d d e n . I t means sometnmg, but wnat does i t mean? I 

t h i n k o f t h e l i t t l e dog i n the l i b r a r y who l i f t s a l e g 

at the rows o f oooks on the v e r y l o w e s t s h e l f . 

16t h August '36 

v/hen I was a l i t t l e boy I t h o u g h t my mother u n u t t e r a b l y 

b e a u t i f u l . Phe was a t r i m l i t t l e woman, i n c r e d i b l y n e a t , 

w i t h smooth brushed h a i r , t i g h t t o her s m a l l head, 

p r e t t y t h i n - l i o p e d mouth, and g r e y i n t o l e r a n t eyes. A 

v e l v e t e e n j a c k e t , n e a t l y b u t t o n e d t o her t h r o a t , a s i l v e r 

c h a i n , and a c o c k l e s h e l l s i l v e r b rooch complete t h e 

p i c t u r e . My f a t h e r was a t a l l man w i t h a b l a c k beard. lie 

was th e n i n t o l e r a b l y g o o d - l o o k i n g and always had a 

f l o w e r i n h i s b u t t o n - h o l e and smelt o f c i g a r s . He was as 

e m p t i l y handsome as t h e c u r l y - h a i r e d models t h a t i n 

those days were i n eve r y b a r b e r ' s window. I hated him 

so t h a t I used t o pra y a t n i g h t t o be w o r t h y o f my dear 

Papa and t h e n l a y awake i n t e r r o r l e s t he s h o u l d come 

i n t o k i s s me g o o d - n i g h t , as he d i d f r o m t i m e t o t i m e , 

when d r i n k had made him s e n t i m e n t a l . He p l a n t e d a f e a r 
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i n me t h a t I s t i l l f e e l , and though he nas been dead 

f o r y e ars and 1 s h a l l soon be an o l d man, i s t i l l 

hate h i s memory, when 1 t r y t o be n a t u r a l w i t h my own 

son, l c annot, because I always t h i n k : Do I seem t o 

him as my f a t h e r seemed t o me, a menace t o be p l a c a t e d 

by s i l e n c e and h y p o c r i s y ? 

.Vhen 1 came o f age a l e g a c y l e f t by my grandmother 

sho u l d have ^ i v e n me £200 a y e a r , but my handsome 

f a t h e r was e x e c u t o r and had spent the c a p i t a l , l was 

an undergraduate a t t h e t i m e . Agonized l e t t e r s came 

fr o m my mother. I remember one sentence o n l y : Do you 

want your f a t h e r t o go t o p r i s o n ? I d i d n ' t much c a r e , 

but b e i n g a c h i p o f the o l d b l o c k I was p u r s u i n g a 

l o v e - a f f a i r w i t h a m a r r i e d woman, and r a t h e r t n a n be 

i n t e r r u p t e d l s igned a l o t of papers and a l l was f o r a 

ti m e peace. 

17th August '36 

I t s t i l l r a i n s , somebody i n heaven t u r n e d o f f t h e 

ta p f o r h a l f an hour, d u r i n g w h i c h we sat m t h e 

d r i p p i n g garden, and i f a n y t h i n g l e s s happy can be 

imagined t n a n two t i r e d d o c t o r s s i t t i n g on wet c h a i r s 

under a b l a c k sky i nave n o t e x p e r i e n c e d i t . aven 
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Buddha, on h i s c r e e p e r l e s s bare w a l l had a d i n g y 

and d i s c o u r a g e d l o o k , and such f l o w e r s as have 

s u r v i v e d t h i s amazing summer had the appearance o f 

d i r t y l i n e n i n a wet but soapless l a u n d r y whose 

workers are on s t r i k e . 

1 8 t h August '36 

The Key, t h e Comet, the Cat. Today we l o s t t h e key 

of t h e s a f e , an o l d m i r a c u l o u s key b e l o n g i n g t o our 

18th c e n t u r y s a f e , a key l i k e p r i s o n warders j a n g l e i n 

an o l d romance. H o r r i o l e c o n s t e r n a t i o n seized t h i s 

f a m i l y , f o r t h e key had never been l o s t b e f o r e . Don't 

mistake t h e word f a m i l y . There are o n l y two of us. 

A l o y s i u s t h e g r a n d c h i l d i s i n C a t t e r i c k w i t h h i s 

mother and c o n j u n c t i v i t i s , and Punch i s i n H a i f a w i t h 

t h e hump. When we deep-ended and q u a r r e l l e d , and even 

summoned t h e p o l i c e , t h e key was found by t h e house­

keeper L i z z i e . Joy and r e l a x a t i o n . 

Then the comet flamed across t h e sky. For one second 

I t n o u g h t t h e moon nad f a l l e n i n f l a m e s . The garden 

was l i t as though by a magnesium f l a s n . 3 v e r y l e a f was 

v i s i b l e . So much f o r t h a t . 

As f o r t h e cat Tompy, we e s t a b l i s h e d by i n s p e c t i o n 
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and p a l p a t i o n t h e f a c t t h a t Tompy i s a torn. He has 

undoubted b a l l s . 

21st August '36 

Acute s u b s t e r n a l p a i n w i t h p a i n f u l h i c c u p f o r t h e 

past t h r e e days. T o n i g h t 9,0 pm, 7j? g r a i n t a b l e t o f 

Medin a l . 1 10.0 pm. Very s l e e p y , and so t o bed. 

22nd August '36 

The M e d i n a l l a s t n i g h t n o t v e r y s u c c e s s f u l as a 

h y p n o t i c , b u t I have t a k e n a n o t h e r 7§- g r a i n t a b l e t a t 

9.50 t o n i g h t , h oping f o r t he b e s t . 

23rd August f36 

The 7-g g r a i n s o f Med i n a l had no more e f f e c t t h a n so 

much sugar. At m i d n i g h t I t o o k 3 g r a i n s of Paraldehyde, 

and t h e n I s l e p t t i l l 9.0 i n t h e morning. T o n i g h t , 

a f t e r f i n i s h i n g jg- b o t t l e o f whi s k y w i t h L o t t i e , I 

hoped t o s l e e p , but i t was no good. We came u p s t a i r s 

w i t h a p i n t o f beer, which we poured on top of t h e 

wh i s k y . We hadn't even t h e excuse o f bad weatner. I t 

1 A r a t h e r l a r g e dose. 
2 A s e d a t i v e . 
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i s a b r i l l i a n t n i g h t o f s t a r s , w i t h o u t a c l o u d . My 

o n l y hooe i s t h a t tomorrow I am as s i c k as a dog, 

w i t h acute g a s t r i t i s and p a i n f u l h i c c u p and a f e e l i n g 

i n s i d e as though I had swallowed a q u a r t o f m e l t e d 

i n d i a r u b b e r . That won't cure me, e i t h e r . Tftien a 

dr u n k a r d begins t o mix beer and w h i s k y n o t h i n g can 

cure him. The m i x t u r e i s known i n t h e sad ann a l s o f 

d r i n k as t h e l a s t l a p . You go on l a p p i n g i t t i l l you 

l a p no more. 

When I was a young man I judged e v e r y t h i n g by some 

standard t h a t I have now f o r g o t t e n , I remember t h i s 

much, t h a t I would not have r e c e i v e d a message fr o m 

God h i m s e l f i f t h e r e had been a s p l i t i n f i n i t i v e i n i t . 

I w r i t e t h i s o n l y t o show how f o o l i s h I was t h e n . 

Someone, I t h i n k i t was Mr. J.M. Yfe t t k i n s , 1 t o l d me 

t o read L i g h t on t h e Path by Mabel C o l l i n s . That book 

hung about me f o r t w e n t y y e a r s . I nated i t . There are 

The London b o o k s e l l e r and p u b l i s h e r whose shop i n 
C e c i l Court was a me e t i n g p l a c e f o r t h o s e i n t e ­
r e s t e d i n t h e o c c u l t , and where Sturm o f t e n came 
w i t h Yeats a t t h e t i m e o f t h e F i r s t World War. 
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no s p l i t i n f i n i t i v e s i n i t , so f a r as I know, but I 

t h o u g h t i t commonplace, p r o p a g a n d i s t , m a word 

t h e o s o p h i c a l , not i n t h e o r d i n a r y sense of t h e word, 

but T h e o s o p h i c a l w i t h a c a p i t a l 'T', B e s a n t i s h and 

B l a v a t s k i s h , f u l l of c h a r l a t a n u p l i f t , r e d o l e n t of 

Koot Hoomis and C h r i s t o p h e r s ^ and o t n e r d o l l s o f t h e 

f r a u d u l e n t H.P.B. Now I am more humble. I t i s a g r e a t 

book, second o n l y , i f second a t a l l , t o t h e Bhagavat 

G i t a and the Gospel of S t . John. I b e l i e v e t h a t Mabel 

C o l l i n s claimed i t had been d i c t a t e d t o her by S t . 

P a u l . I f n o t , i t m i g h t have been. 

24th August '36 

You can't get out of l i f e more t h a n i t c o n t a i n s . 

R o s i t a F o r b e s 2 found t h a t t h e r o m a n t i c Bedouin s h e i k s 

o f her i m a g i n a t i o n were d i r t y h o o l i g a n s who s t a n k . The 

g u i t a r - p l a y i n g Spaniards are now c u t t i n g t h r o a t s , t h e 

p e a c e f u l German p h i l o s o p h e r s are g o o s e - s t e p p i n g t o t h e 

sound o f machine-guns and g u t t u r a l s , and t h e dreamy 

1 S p i r i t u a l t e a c h e r s or 'Masters 1 who i n s p i r e d Madame 
B l a v a t s k y , and are c o n s i d e r e d p r o p h e t s of Theosophy. 

2 J o u r n a l i s t , a d v e n t u r e r and a u t h o r of many books on 
t r a v e l . 
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Sou t h e r n e r s have j u s t air-bombed a n a t i o n of unarmed 

b l a c k s i n t o s u b m i s s i o n . The c h e s t s o f the noble i c e -

creamers are p l a s t e r e d w i t h medals g i v e n f o r p l a i n 

murder. The o r g a n - g r i n d e r who has t h e courage t o h i t 

h i s monkejr g e t s t h e I t a l i a n e q u i v a l e n t o f the V.C. I f 

among t h a t n a t i o n o f l i c k - s p i t t l e h o o l i g a n s t h e r e 

were one w i t h enough courage t o choke M u s s o l i n i w i t h 

an ice-cream wafer ne would deserve t h e O.B.E. I n t h i s 

c o u n t r y we gave t h a t d e c o r a t i o n t o anyone who had t h e 

cunning t o keep out of the l a t e war, so l o n g as he 

approved o f i t . Shakespeare, who seems t o have known 

e v e r y t h i n g , knew M u s s o l i n i a l s o , but he c a l l e d him 

P i s t o l . M u s s o l i n i c a n ' t s u r v i v e i n h i s t o r y . How can 

anyone s u r v i v e when t h e v e r y l o o k of him makes one want 

t o g i v e him a k i c k i n t h e pants? The g e s t i c u l a t i n g 

B e n i t o would n o t have been a success i n t h i s c o u n t r y . 

He would have been laughed i n t o the c a s u a l ward. I n 

America t h e y would have knocked him f o r a row of ash-

cans. ,J/hen I read i n t h e morning paper t h a t some o t h e r 

wop has spat him out on the s i d e w a l k s I s h a l l put 

crepe on t h e handle o f t h e o u t s i d e w a t e r - c l o s e t . 
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25th August '36 

AE s a i d t o W.3.Y., or W.B.Y. s a i d t o AE, I have 

f o r g o t t e n w h i c h , you have o n l y t o l o o k a t H.G. W e l l s 

t o know why God i s i n v i s i b l e . T h i s i s a l i t e r a r y j o k e 

w i t h o u t p o i n t or meaning. Then H.G. W e i l s wrote God 

the I n v i s i b l e K i n g he was do i n g h i s b e s t . W e l l s i s 

not a p o e t , and I don't suopose he i s much of a 

p h i l o s o p h e r ; I am no j u d g e , I am j u s t a m e d i c a l 

p r a c t i t i o n e r , but he appeals t o t h e peo p l e . He can 

d r i v e home hard f a c t s and he thought of t a n k s and 

ooison gas l o n g b e f o r e t h e War O f f i c e . He has p r o p e r l y 

rumbled d i c t a t o r s and he has debunked t h e romance o f 

war. I have seen a man t a n g l e d i n t h e w i r e w i t h h i s 

jaw blown o f f and h i s rops covered w i t h f l i e s hanging 

h e a v i l y out o f h i s t o r n b e l l y . W e l l s has never seen i t , 

but he can imagine i t and make the man i n the s t r e e t 

t h i n k i t m i g h t be h i m s e l f . I f I t r y t o t e l l what I have 

seen t h e l i s t e n e r q u i t e p r o p e r l y t e l l s me t o shut up. 

When t h e German planes bombed t n e horse l i n e s o u t s i d e 

Amiens and s e t f r e e 200 screaming mules I was on a 

s t r e t c h e r v o m i t i n g and t h o u g h t t n e end had come, but I 

d i d not f e e l so f r i g h t e n e d as I f e l t t h i s a f t e r n o o n 
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when I saw London bombed i n W e l l ' s f i l m of Things 

t o Come. 

W e l l s c e r t a i n l y c o u l d n ' t have w r i t t e n C a l v a r y , b u t 

n e i t h e r c o u l d Yeats have w r i t t e n The F i r s t Men on t h e 

Moon. 

Yeats appeals t o those few of us who are so c u l t u r e d 

t h a t we dare n o t w r i t e the word s h i t . I b e l o n g t o the 

Yeats f a c t i o n , but i f I had t o choose f o r t h e w o r l d I 

would o l o t him out and keep vVells. I f I were a l i t e r a r y 

d i c t a t o r , and t h e r e v ; i l l be one some day, I would 

d e s t r o y a l l t h a t t h e poets of t h i s c e n t u r y have w r i t t e n 

so t h a t Kim m i g h t s u r v i v e . K i p l i n g i s a oad p o p u l a r 

poet w i t h a t r u m p e t and a Union Jack, but he w r o t e a 

b e t t e r t a l e t h a n any o f them. K i p l i n g g l o r i f i e d t h e 

Army because i n h i s t i m e t h e r e had been no war. There 

i s no mud on t h e boots of h i s o f f i c e r s , and i f you had 

t o l d him t o w r i t e how Basset-Smythe of t h e Gunners 

shot h i m s e l f d u r i n g a bombardment he c o u l d n ' t have done 

i t . He would nave made Basset-Smythe win h i s V.C. i n 

c l e a n p a n t s , and t h e r e would have been so loatnsome a 

scene o f r e u n i o n w i t h h i s mother i n the a n c e s t r a l home, 

slow music and h i s f a t h e r , t he o l d g e n e r a l , s a y i n g : 
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My boy, ray boy, t h a t I should nave been a f r a i d o f my 

own c l e a n pants when I read i t . 

86th August '36 

T h i s a f t e r n o o n I motored i n t o town t o see t h e Karx 

B r o t h e r s i n a f i l m c a l l e d A Might a t t h e Opera. They 

seem t o be t h r e e v e r y n a s t y Jew boys. T n e i r performance 

i s e n t i r e l y w i t h o u t humour o f any k i n d . I t i s w i t h o u t 

a f u n n y second. P r o b a b l y t h e y nave made a l a r g e f o r t u n e 

i n America. The house was packed, but t h e norse p l a y of 

these t h r e e clowns evoked o n l y one l a u g n , and t h a t was 

f r o m a drunken man who s l e p t most o f t h e t i m e and 

awoke at i n t e r v a l s t o laugh and r e t c h . For t h e f i r s t 

time i n my l i f e I sympathised w h o l l y w i t h H i t l e r . I f 

these f o u l n o o l i g a n s are Jews no a t r o c i t y i s t o o 

a t r o c i o u s t o b l o t them o u t . One Jew s a i d rude t h i n g s 

t o e v e r y G e n t i l e , another Jew h i t G e n t i l e s on t h e head 

w i t h a wooden hammer, and t h e t h i r d pretended t o be 

mad, and as he never spoke a t a l l , was t h e p i c k o f t h a t 

f i l t h y Hebrew gang. They were but shadows on a s c r e e n , 

but the whole house stank o f Jew. H e i l H i t l e r , and 

more power t o your arm. I would wear a s w a s t i k a i f I 

knew where t o buy one. I am a m e r c i f u l and k i n d l y man 
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and have seen death a t I t s most h o r r i d and have 

sickened a t i t , but I c o u l d bear t o near t n a t f a s c i s t 

t o u g h s , whom I h a t e , had beaten t he Marx B r o t h e r s t o 

p u l p * Why don't t h e y , anyhow? 

S7th August '36 

7/hen I t h i n k o f t h e thousands o f books t n a t nave 

accumulated about me d u r i n g my l i f e t i m e , and p a r t i c u l a r l y 

when I l o o k a t them, row upon row, behind t h e g l a s s o f 

the bookshelves, I get a k i n d o f mental v e r t i g o . I have 

read a l l these books but am none the b e t t e r f o r i t . I f 1 

co u l d r e t i r e i n t o an even g r e a t e r o b s c u r i t y w i t h a 

s e l e c t i o n o f t w e n t y volumes I would have more th a n I 

coul d ever master. What t w e n t y would I choose^ I have 

done t h i s b e f o r e , b u t i t i s a f a v o u r i t e pastime, so here 

goes a g a i n . 

Dahlke's works.^ 3 v o l s . 
Y o n i e r ' s Human S o u l . 1 v o l . 
The 3 i b l e . 1 v o l . 
The Upanisnads. 1 v o l . 
Bhagavad G i t a . 1 v o l . 
Lev/is and S h o r t ' s L a t i n D i c t i o n a r y . 1 v o l . 
L i d d e l l and S c o t t ' s Greek - l e x i c o n . 1 v o l . 
P e t i t Larousse. 1 v o l . 

1 Buddhist Essays (London, 1901), Buddhism and Science 
(London, 1913) and Buddhism (London, 1927). 
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Concise Oxford D i c t i o n a r y . 1 v o l ; ' 
Crueden's Concordance. 1 v o l . 
Waite's S e c r e t D o c t r i n e i n I s r a e l . 1 v o l . 
B l a v a t s k y ' s S e c r e t D o c t r i n e . 3 v o l s . 
Dasgupta's Yoga as P h i l o s o p h y and R e l i g i o n . 1 v o l . 
M e i s t e r E c k h a r t . 1 v o l . 
P r i c e ' s P r a c t i c e of M e d i c i n e . 1 v o l . 
The E x t r a Pharmacopea^ 1 v o l . 

20 v o l s . 

There are my t w e n t y volumes, but I don't t h i n k t h e y 

would do. Add t h e E n c y c l o p e d i a B r i t a n n i c a and t h e 

C a t h o l i c E n c y c l o p e d i a . No p o e t r y a t a l l , I c o u l d w r i t e 

my own i f I needed any. i-o Shakespeare. He bores me t o 

t h e verge of a nervous breakdown. George Bernard Shaw 

and Edgar Wallace I supoose I c o u l d get f r o m t h e 

c i r c u l a t i n g l i b r a r y i f I ever wanted t o read popular 

l i t e r a t u r e . 7/hy do I want bo set f i r e t o George 3e r n a r d 

Shaw's w h i s k e r s ? I don't know, but 1 have never y e t 

attempted t h a t a r s o n . I n the same way I want a l o n g 

c i g a r e t t e h o l d e r l i k e Edgar Wallace's, but I can't f i n d 

one i n any shop on t h i s o l a n e t . F l u t t e r i n g round each 

one of my t w e n t y chosen volumes are t w e n t y o t h e r 

volumes, l i k e moons round J u p i t e r , i f t h e r e are any, 

c e r t a i n l y l i k e moths round an e l e c t r i c g l o b e . When I go 

1 Ed. M a r t i n d a l e , 14th ed. (London, 1914). A l l 
subsequent e d i t i o n s are i n two volumes each. 
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i n t o r e t i r e m e n t I s h a l l have t o t a k e the l o t , l o r wnen 

a l l comes t o a l l I shan't have the h e a r t t o leave one 

be h i n d , ^ not even t h e h o s i c r u c i a n Cosmo-Conception. 2 

3 0 t h August '36 

I n medicine t h e r e i s n o t h i n g b e t t e r t n a n t o nave a 

law t o work by. That i s where t h e homoeopaths score w i t h 

t h e i r s i m i l i s s i m i l i b u s c u r e n t u r , though t h e y don't 

f o l l o w i t , except i n t h e o r y . N o t h i n g c o u l d b e t t e r 

e x e m p l i f y t h e hopelessness of t h a t p o s i t i o n t h a n a 

stu d y o f t h e i r b i b l e , Kent's R e p e r t o r y . 3 I t i s a dread­

f u l c o m p i l a t i o n . I have s t u d i e d i t f o r years but have 

never got a n y t h i n g out of i t w h i c h c o u l d h e l p me i n my 

d a i l y work. Never i n t h i s w o r l d has a case o f a u r i c u l a r 

f i b r i l l a t i o n or bad b r o n c h i t i s been helped by one o f t h e 

h i g h p o t e n c i e s o f the ho m o e o p a t h i s t s . A s o c i e t y woman, 

^ My l i b r a r y was s o l d t o S u t t o n of Llanchester, an 
o l d e s t a b l i s h e d f i r m , some weeks ago. H i s premises 
were bombed and a l l h i s s t o c k , i n c l u d i n g my 
l i b r a r y , was d e s t r o y e d . (F.P.S.—23/11/41). 

p 
Max H e i n d e l , The ^ o s i c r u c i a n Cosmo-Conception, or 

M y s t i c C h r i s t i a n i t y , r e v . ecU (Oceanside, C a l i f o r -
n i a , 1911); a p o t t e d v e r s i o n o f S t e i n e r ' s theosophy. 

3 See James T y l e r Kent, L e c t u r e s on Homoeopathic 
I.Iateria l i e d i c a ( P h i l a d e l p h i a , 1905 ) . 
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s u f f e r i n g from sherry shivers or c o c k t a i l spasms, 
w i l l n a t u r a l l y swear by the homoeopath who puts her 
i n t o a Nursing Home f o r a month and gives ner Lachesis 
CM. One dose per week, but i t i s the r e s t and 
abstinence t h a t cure her and not the powder or drops. 

Sometime about the middle of the l a s t century a Dr. 
W.H. Schuessler of Oldenbriurg introduced Biochemical 
Therapy. A l l diseases are due t o lack of some one of 
the twelve inorganic s a l t s he enumerates. Doubtless 
h i s biochemistry was weak, i t must have been at t h a t 
date, but h i s p r a c t i c e was e x c e l l e n t , and s t i l l i s . He 
dynamized h i s drugs and gave everytning i n the s i x t h 
decimal potency, though he was not a homoeopath. He 
does not seem t o have neard of iodine or i o d i d e s . He 
t r e a t e d ' g o i t r e ' w i t h Magnesium Phosphate. He gave 
Phosphate of I r o n f o r t o n s i l l i t i s . I t i s s t i l l the best 
remedy. Syrup of Iron-Phosphate compound has saved many 
c h i l d r e n from operation. I have done many thousands of 
t o n s i l l e c t o m i e s on c n i l d r e n and can speak from experience. 

The 6 X t r i t u r a t i m contains 16 b i l l i o n molecules of the 

1 See 7/illiam Boericke and A.D. W i l l i s , The Twelve 
Tissue Remedies of Schuessler ( P h i l a d e l p h i a , 1890). 
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drug per milligramme, and t h i s q u a n t i t y i s more than 
s u f f i c i e n t t o rest o r e disturbed molecular a c t i o n t o 
the normal. 

I have learned much from Schuessler and the 
homoeopathists. They are u n s c i e n t i f i c and t h e i r r e s u l t s , 
when they have any, are tne purest empiricism. So there 
i s no law bo work by, and what I have said about t n a t 
i s washed out. Nevertheless I am the b e t t e r onysician 
f o r having studied t n e i r works and adopted some of t h e i r 
methods. 

31st August '36 
The f u l l moon tnrew 3,reat slants of s i l v e r across the 

Buddha w a l l . The alabaster image of the w h o l i y - e n l i g h t -
ened-one glowed l i k e a j e w e l . The rowan tr e e s made 
s i l h o u e t t e s of black f i l i g r e e against tne w a l l arid the 
sky, and behind them Charles's Wain shone dim i n tne 
moonlignt. 

1st September T36 
Tonight there i s no moon, s t a r s or sky. A grey 

blanket of cold r a i n clouds. 
Just before we closed the surgery tftere came i n a 

p a i r of young l o v e r s , whose banns are up and who are t o 
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be married i n three weeks. The g i r l i s a v i r g i n , but 
they are a f r a i d she may be pregnant as she has been i n 
the h a b i t of masturbating her swain and i s a f r a i d t h a t 
some of h i s semen many have been t r a n s f e r r e d from her 
hand t o her vagina. 'He caught i t i n a handkerchief, 
Doctor, but some went on my hand, and i have missed a 
per i o d . ' She had no signs of pregnancy and was a 
v i r g i n w i t h a r e t r o v e r t e d u t e r u s . Romance i s not yet 
dead. I f I were to record, t r u l y , my experiences, a l l 
readers would say I was a l i a r . 'Yho but another doctor, 
even i f he, would believe i n the young man wno took h i s 
bride t o London on a honeymoon and then i n h i s own 
words: ' I tossed myself o f f t o l e t her see wnat i t was 
l i k e ' and t h a t , according t o the lady, was a l l ne d i d 
f o r the f o r t n i g h t of t h e i r wedding t r i p . She was 
i n t a c t a when she came t o me, a f t e r s i x weeks of 
marriage. 

3rd September *36 
On June 16th 1939 I s h a l l be 60 years of age. I t i s 

impossible but i t i s t r u e . Then I s n a i l r e t i r e from 
ac t i v e p r a c t i c e . I s h a l l s e l l t h i s p r a c t i c e , and 
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f o r g e t i t , and take my drunken carcass and my drunken 
w i f e t o fr e s h f i e l d s and pastures new. F i e l d s anyhow, 
not pastures. Pastures mean work. 77e mean t o do no 
more a f t e r t n a t so-nearly-approaching date. No more 
work. Kest on our l a u r e l s . The smoke-soiled l a u r e l s of 
a p r a c t i c e i n -Lancashire. There w i l l be more than 
t h i r t y years of Lancashire f i l t h upon our l a u r e l s then. 
Where s h a l l we go? We can't stay here. We can't l i v e 
among the s h r i e k i n g sirens and continuous motor horns 
of London or P a r i s . We are more than d o u b t f u l of 
Manchester, which a f t e r a l l i s but a l a r g e r and d i r t i e r 
Leigh, w i t h a more dangerous t r a f f i c . Soutnport, v/ith 
i t s q u ite good Boots' l i b r a r y and cafe, i s not un­
a t t r a c t i v e , and i t s many cinemas, some open on Sunday, 
are s u r e l y an added a t t r a c t i o n , but i t h i n k we s h a l l 
end up i n Peterhead. I might have time and l e i s u r e t o 
read a few of the 5,000 volumes i n my l i b r a r y . I am 
t i r e d of a x i l l e r y c e l l u t i t i s caused by Teet.^" I am not 
t h r i l l e d by the symptoms of the menopause; blood 
pressures bore me t o t e a r s , and I am now so old t h a t 

An old-fashioned medical euphemism f o r s y p h i l i s . 
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I can't even oretend a t h r i l l of i n t e r e s t when mutual 
masturbators come f o r advice. But I would l i k e t o know 
what Buddha r e a l l y said about immediate karma, and hope, 
i f God and B a i l i e S c h u l t z e 1 w i l l out speak up f o r me, 
to be appointed cu r a t o r t o the Arbuthnot Museum, whose 
r o t t i n g and f l y - b l o w n contents are a memory of youth. 
None b e t t e r could catalogue the two-neaded k i t t e n , i f 
i t i s s t i l l t h e r e , and who, i f not a doctor from 
Lancashire i s betber q u a l i f i e d t o dabble among the 
mould and r o t and dismal a n t i q u i t y ? 

Shakespeare's traged i e s are d r e a d f u l , but no tragedy 
can equal the tragedy of seeing one of them performed.2 

4th September '36 
I used t o read Shakespeare every day when I was a 

young man. I can't read him at a l l now, and i f I see one 
of h i s plays, any one, no matter which, performed, 1 am 

Max Schultze (Saunders); brother t o Charlotte Sturm; 
b. Nov. 1882, d. 30 May 1955. Herring merchant 
and shipbroker of Peterhead, Aberdeenshire. Active 
i n l o c a l p o l i t i c s from 1926, he .was chairman of 
the constituency branch of the Labour Party and 
served Peterhead as Town C o u n c i l l o r , B a i l i e and 
f i n a l l y Provost (1936-40). 

Logan Pea r s a i l Smith, On Heading Shakespeare (London, 
1933), p. 151. 
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f i l l e d w i t h a h o r r i b l e boredom t h a t i s beyond 
expression, A few months ago my wi f e and I saw one 
G-ielgud i n Romeo and J u l i e t . We were too well-bred t o 
laugh or t o leave our seats v o m i t i n g , but we f e l t l i k e 
i t . Romeo and J u l i e t i s poor s t u f f at the best, except 
f o r a l i n e here and th e r e , and i f the work of a modern 
author, would be refused both by the Mneteenth Century 
and Peg's Paper. To read i t i s p o s s i b l e , i f you have no 
Edgar Wallace; t o s i t out i t s performance i s a 
martyrdom. Bernard Shaw says t h a t he himself i s a 
greater w r i t e r than Shakespeare. 1 w e l l believe him. 
Both of them are second-rate, //hen the l a t e ur. James 
of iL'ton could be bothered t o reach f o r h i s pen he wrote 
s t u f f t h a t must have made both of them t h i n k tney were 
working on a dredge. (Apologies t o _ I r . Dooley and h i s 
arophet Dr. S a c k v i l l e Martin.-'-) The one author who 
ever said anything t h a t mattered was 'poor old (iautama.' 
When he said 'everything has a cause' he threw a spanner 
i n t o the works. Whatever else anyone else nas said does 

^ James s a c k v i l l e I-I a r t i n , X.D., Leigh p r a c t i t i o n e r 
and author (see b i b l i o . ) who arranged Sturm's 
completed plays f o r the stage. Mr. Dooley may be 
one of Martin's creations but i s more probably 
t h a t of f i n l e y Peter Junne. 
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not matter a f t e r t h a t . The many volumes of Thomas 
•Iquinas are no more important than the statement 
t h a t every square of t h i s paper i s medicated w i t h 
I z a l , which l use d a i l y . 

1 would take the works of James r a t n e r than those 
o i Shakespeare w i t h me i n t o e x i l e i f 1 had to choose. 

I f 1 were not so i n t e r e s t e d i n queer words and 
t u r n s of expression I would sooner read any standard 
E n g l i s h author than tne Golden ASS of Apuleius. I f the 
ancients were r e a l l y t h r i l l e d by the s t u f f t h a t has 
survived they must have been crashing bores. 1 am wriat 

c 

i s known t o the i l l i t e r a t e as a scholar, but 0 boy 
would 1 not rather see a t h r i l l i n g gangster f i l m than 
read V i r g i l . Like a l l high-brows 1 love a l l t n a t i s 
low. when l saw Charles Laughtoa i n W a l l a c e ' s play On 
the Spot I got more genuine pleasure out of i t than a l l 
Shakespeare could nave given me. 

wow the reason of t h i s i s r e l i g i o n . The young people 
who t a l k about the s t r u c t u r e of plays, and t n e i r 
psychological s i g n i f i c a n c e , and the complex of motive 
when John f e e l s Mary but impregnates Jane, nave not got 
any r e l i g i o n . They take i t out i n p h ysical r e a c t i o n s . 
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The minute you hear Buddha say everything has a cause, 
or Jesus say riy kingdom i s not oi' t n i s world, you 
f o r g e t then orgasms and a n x i e t i e s and f o l d your hands 
i n death, and r e p l y , Buddhist or C h r i s t i a n , f i a t 
voluntas t u a , or, i f you can, 'everything has a cause,,' 
Then you know t h a t death i s not an end, but another 
beginning. 

5th September '36 
The more I w r i t e the less I oelieve i n myself. I s p i l l 

tne s l o p - p a i l of a mediocre mind over these pages; 
n i g h t a f t e r n i g h t , but there is never a thought f l o a t i n g 
i n the t i l d . I t i s a comfort t o suppose I might do b e t t e r 
i f I wrote i n the morning, because at n i g h t , when I 
w r i t e the d i a r y , I am never q u i t e sober. I s t i l l believe 
my Home O f f i c e medical r e p o r t s t o be good of t h e i r k i n d , 
because I know medicine, and I get £2.2.0. a time, and 
who ever gets t h a t f o r a poem? C e r t a i n l y not me. I 
suppose I am au fond a P h i l i s t i n e . As I said yesterday, 
I don't r e a l l y l i k e Shakespeare, and I do l i k e the 
Medical Annual. I draw more sustenance from i t . I f e e l 
at home. This i s something t h a t I r e a l l y do understand, 
t h a t I can r e a l l y approve of or c r i t i c i s e , and I have 
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•the probably q u i t e e r r o n e o u s ^ f e e l i n g t h a t another 
Medical Referee who read one of my r e p o r t s might 
contemplate r e s i g n a t i o n . I take more pleasure i n being 
d e f i n i t i v e than I ever took i n being d e c o r a t i v e . _nere 
i s something t h a t I can r e a l l y do, and do w e l l , so 
l e t ' s s t i c k to i t as long as we can. Some Coroner has 
s t a r t e d a newspaper controversy by saying t h a t 57 i s a 
bad age f o r men, they begin to doubt themselves, he 
says, and commit s u i c i d e . Well, I am 57 and am only 
j u s t beginning t o f i n d myself. I t i s t r u e t h a t I said 
above t h a t the more I w r i t e the less I believe i n 
myself, but what of i t , t h a t i s only c o n t r a d i c t i o n , and 
but a proof t h a t the d i v i n e insouciance of youth begins 
at 57. My b r o t h e r - i n - l a w Max says he can do h i s work 
b e t t e r when he has had a d r i n k , and I am not sure t h a t 
he i s not r i g h t . A d r i n k keeps me as quiet as I can 
ever hope t o be i n t h i s i n c a r n a t i o n , and when I go 
t e e t o t a l my w i f e says god help us a l l and leaves me t i l l 
the s p e l l i s over. She i s having mother oath. I t i s 
s t i l l r a i n i n g . The sound of r a i n upon a garden i s q u i t e 
sui generis. There i s no other sound q u i t e l i k e i t . But 
I am going t o leave i t at t h a t . I am a doctor, not a poet. 
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I f I had a f r i e n d , which God f o r b i d , and i f he read 
t h i s j o u r n a l , which he never can, he might ask why I 
have found no room f o r my philosophy among so many 
t r i v i a l words. I simply don't know. My pnilosophy i s 
Buddhism, my r e l i g i o n i s C h r i s t i a n i t y and n e i t h e r can 
be w r i t t e n down. One accepts i t , and l i v e s i t p e r f e c t l y 
or i m p e r f e c t l y , nodding a drunken or a sober head. 
Buddha himself i s said never t o have drunk. But he was 
never a doctor i n i n d u s t r i a l Lancashire. 

11.10 pm. And then she came out of ner bath and 
began an endless q u a r r e l . Some sentence i n t h i s dreary 
d i a r y 'had been w r i t t e n f o r e f f e c t . ' On and on and on 
and on and on, a broken w i n d m i l l going round and round 
and round and round. W r i t t e n f o r e f f e c t , c e r t a i n l y 
w r i t t e n f o r e f f e c t , how could i t be so or not and don't 
l e t y o u r s e l f grow i n t o an arrogant old man, because I 
l i k e b i t s about Tompy the cat or the garden but when 
you say your mind has swung l i k e a pendulum hetween 
Ch r i s t and Krishna I know i t has been w r i t t e n f o r e f f e c t 
because there i s no sucn t h i n g as time and you have 
o f t e n said they were the same and whether or not you 
meant what you say I don't know but I know t h a t I slave 
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behind the dispensary counter t i l l you read t h i s t o me 
and I enjoy every word of i t but wnen you say t h a t the 
pendulum swings.... and so on and so on, t i l l I went 
t o my own room and to bed, wondering what I had done, 
but knowing only too w e l l what the t r o u b l e was. 
She i s r i g h t and I am wrong. To out down i n w r i t i n g 

what you have done or thought du r i n g the day i s a 
harmless enough pastime so long as you keep i t t o your­
s e l f . I t becomes a dis a s t e r i f you read i t t o anyone 
whatever. Your most innocent sentence may contain a 
s t i n g you never knew was th e r e , and c e r t a i n l y never 
meant. 

l o t h September '36 
Once upon a time whicn means, a t a moderate estimate, 

30 years ago, nothing would s u f f i c e but some unattainable 
best. V/hen we were young L o t t i e was a l l f o r a great stone-
b u i l t house w i t h a many-fountai ned garden f u l l of t r o p i c a l 
p l a n t s , white peacocks, tame panthers and a moorish 
balcony overlooking i t , and I thought t h a t nothing would 
serve my purpose out the moon-lit c e l l of a l o n e l y 
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monastery high up on Adam's Peak, so f a r from the 
world t h a t I saw myself as a Buddhist s o l i t a r y s i t t i n g 
cross-legged f o r ever, l o s t i n contemplation t i l l I 
became as l i f e l e s s as a stone image. As a matter of 
f a c t I could not at t h a t time s i t s t i l l f o r 5 minutes 
and had a permanent e r e c t i o n which, a l a s , has quite 
gone, and cannot be r e s u s c i t a t e d . 

The fountained garden nas become the small garden of 
an old nouse i n a l o s t town i n i n d u s t r i a l Lancashire, 
and as f o r my i d e a l of e t e r n a l m e d i t a t i o n I t n m k 1 do 
w e l l i f I f i n d time to say a 'Pater Noster' and an 'Ave 
Maria' every morning between a cup of tea and a shave. 
We praise abstinence i f at a l l over a glass of very dry 
Manzanilla and applaud the vegetarians as we eat another 
s l i c e or two from the r o a s t . Vegetables and f r u i t make 
us i l l and any day without wine i s l i k e a Sunday i n 
Selwyn S t r e e t . And t h a t reminds me of an e l d e r l y man 
who came to consult me one Saturday. He l i v e d i n 
Pennington, a g h a s t l y suburb known as tne Shopkeeper's 
Paradise, de had contracted somewhere a s p r i g h t l y 

A h o l y mountain i n Ceylon whose top has an i m p r i n t 
i n stone resembling a human f o o t wnich i s ascribed 
by Buddhists t o Gautama and by C h r i s t i a n s t o Adam. 
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gonorrhoea, ftext day which was Sunday, d r i v i n g down 
Selwyn St. i n a high g i g , i t was oefore motors, I came 
upon an open a i r meeting, complete w i t h banner and 
harmonium, and found my p a t i e n t preacning the gospel 
t o a gathering of the l o c a l i n h a b i t a n t s . He shouted the 
word 'Jesus' at the top of h i s voice, but as I drove 
past I thought of h i s e l d e r l y penis wrapped i n cot t o n 
wool and t i e d UD w i t n a finger-bandage. He was a 
t e e t o t a l l e r and a non-smoker who preached the gospel 
and nad gonorrhoea. Piet3 r and promiscuity were i n t e r ­
changeable terms among tne C h r i s t e r s of my youth, but 
education and the cinema have improved a l l t h a t . The 
word p r o s t i t u t e i s an anachronism. They a l l do i t now, 
and gonorrhoea i s l i k e the black plague, a romantic word 
of the past. 

Tonight my housekeeper said t o my w i f e : 'The doctor 
must have spent a l o t of money on a l l tnem books J I 
would never buy a book. I once read one. But fancy 
spending money on books.' 
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17th September '36 
A c o l d s t a r r y n i g h t . We put on overcoats t o s i t i n 

the garden. I l i k e the house and the garden and our 
e x c e l l e n t household s t a f f so much t h a t whenever I t h i n k 
of retirement a voice says 'Count your olessings.' Even 
i f we had wealth we could not be as c o m f o r t a D l e as we 

are here. Even great wealth c o u l d not buy s o l i t u d e , or 
not the kind of s o l i t u d e we l i k e . L o t t i e c o u l d not 
adorn the w a l l s of a s u i t e m a luxury H o t e l , and 
where I could make t i n c t u r e s and contemplate a r t i c l e s 
on Cralegus / ? 7 . ^ i f not here, I don't know. I would l i k e 
t o r e t i r e , on general p r i n c i p l e s , but I am so i n t e r e s t e d 
i n t i n c t u r e s and polygraphs t h a t i f I had no pulse t o 
f e e l and no heart t o auscultate I might take t o dr i n k 
s e r i o u s l y . V/hen I i n t e r v i e w p a t i e n t s I am a physician, 
and they know i t , and get b e t t e r . When I have l e i s u r e I 
am a neu r o t i c hypochondriac, a seven months' a b o r t i o n , 
a premature s e n i l i t y , anything you l i k e . Ask my poor 
w i f e , who has put up w i t h i t f o r more than 30 years. 
7,'ere I to r e t i r e she would take t o d r i n k , i f I d i d n ' t . 

^ I have been unable t o trace Cralegus but suppose 
him t o be connected w i t h medical h i s t o r y i n which 

Sturm was then g r e a t l y i n t e r e s t e d . 
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I f I can't put UD w i t h myself, how can I nope t h a t she 
could put UD w i t h me. 7hen I was l a s t i n Aberdeen I 
heard of a doctor who died while w r i t i n g a p e r s c r i p t i o n . 
That's what I would l i k e . 

18th September '36 
Schuyler i n v i t e d Barred u o s t a i r s t o n i g h t . He shouldn't 

have done t h a t , he hasn't tne r i g h t t o be u p s t a i r s aim-
s e l f , but tnere they were when we came i n from tne 
garden. Barred slunk down the s t a i r s a p o l o g e t i c a l l y , 
expecting the k i c k ne didn't get. Tompy went i n t o my 
con s u l t i n g room and made c a v o r t i n g noises, heaven knows 
why. Barred got a s l i c e of beef, and f l e d w i t h i t , 
counting h i s blessings. Tompy mewed as though he were 
i n extremis from s t a r v a t i o n , but refused beef. Nothing 
less carnivorous than raw l i v e r i s any use t o Tompy. 
Sometimes we c a l l him Schuyler and sometimes Tompy, the 
reason being t h a t n i s r e a l name i n f u l l i s Schuyler van 
Tompy. He awaits the r e t u r n of L i z z i e , who never having 
produced i n man the devastating orgasm which makes men 
work l i k e slaves i n the nope of another, gives pieces of 
raw l i v e r and lung t o a tomcat. 

Schuyler and Barred are having the time of t h e i r l i v e s . 
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But i t won't l a s t . I n another month or so t h e i r funny 
f r i e n d s h i p w i l l end m d i s a s t e r . Some frousy female 
cat w i t h the perennial k i t t e n urge w i l l break i t up. 

V u l g a r i t y , said Oscai Wilde, i s the benaviour of 
other people; and a s u p e r s t i t i o n i s a b e l i e f you do not 
happen to share.\ 

19th September '36 
I w r i t e under four candles. Two brass candle-sticks 

and two of fa i e n c e . A s o f t e e r i e l i g h t which i l l u m i n a t e s 
the immediate surroundings but leaves the r e s t of tne 
room i n a mysterious t w i l i g h t . A good l i g h t oy which t o 
w r i t e poetry, but I am no longer a poet. I f I need a 
book I must take a candle and peer along the shelves. 
A romantic but inconvenient procedure. I f I get a n i g h t -
c a l l I must s t r i k e a match, l i g h t a candle, and grope 
my way to tne loud telephone or tne banging door-Knocker. 
I might, i n some remote house hidden i n tne country, wnen 
r e t i r e d , f o l d myself i n f a i t h and c a n d l e - l i c h t , out i t 
would not do nere. One could believe anything by candle-

^ Ernest Edward K e l l e t t , As I Remember (London, 1936), 
pp. 64-5. 
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l i g h t . The presences who l u r k i n t h e shadows become 

h a l f v i s i b l e and w h o l l y b e l i e v a b l e . One's own f a c e 

I n t he Chinese m i r r o r becomes more d r e a d f u l t n a n e v e r , 

and a l l the Buddhas nave d i f f e r e n t and s i n i s t e r 

countenances. N o t h i n g i s changed but t h e beer,-'- which 

t a s t e s as f l a t as e v e r . 7/here d i d I put my l i g h t e d 

cigarette'-'' C-od knows. I t may be b u r n i n g a h o l e some­

where, but I nave not the energy t o t a k e one of these 

accursed candles and make a voyage a u t o u r de ma 

chambre. I f H i l t o n ' s P l a t o n i s t i n h i s l o n e l y tower had 

but a candle t o read by, he must have had b e t t e r s i g h t 

t han mine. \ fere I so p l a c e d , w i t h one c a n d l e , I would 

blow i t out and -~o t o s l e e p , and dream of P l a t o but 

not read him. But who does? P l a t o i s a n o t h e r s u p e r s t i t i o n 

t h a t should be debunked. The man ^ o has not yawned over 

P l a t o has never read aim. 

20th September '36 

Sunday today and l o v e l y autumn weather. V/ent over t o 

C u l c h e t h H a l l t o see I/Iiss Sephton who i s d e a f , b l i n d , 

a r t e r i o s c l e r o t i c and j u s t about t o exchange C u l c h e t h , 

The sense r e q u i r e s ' E v e r y t h i n g i s changed...'. 
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where she has l i v e d f o r 76 years f o r Merit one, which 

she nas never seen. Her b r o t h e r - i n - l a w , a n i c e 

f e l l o w , r e a s s u r i n g l y e l d e r l y , w i t h t h e phantasmal 

name of Courtney de Cas s i n , has l i v e d i n Kentone f o r 

12 y e a r s a f t e r 28 years as some k i n d of o f f i c i a l i n 

Ceylon. H i s f a t h e r was the S e c t o r o f Warwick i n some 

past t h a t i s dim t o me, because i t was b e f o r e I was 

born. I have a snap-shot of . L o t t i e i n Warwick c h u r c h , 

taken as she sat beneath a memorial remembrance of 

past grandeur. She hat e s t o be c a l l e d L o t t i e , but i 

can't r e f e r t o ner m t h i s d i a r y as i l l ! <.'e have a maid 

c a l l e d L o t t i e but Known t o o u r s e l v e s as G-argantua, so 

t a l l she i s . 'Weep, her l i l y hands f o r work t o o t e n d e r ' 

c o u l d n o t be s a i d o f G-argantua, wno i s a wondrous 

scrubber. Uo f a u l t except t h a t she d r i p s w i t h k i t s c h . 

T o n i g h t we s a t beneath tne s t a r s and consumed a 

p r o d i g i o u s q u a n t i t y of ar d e n t s p i r i t s , but what of t h a t . 

Cats came, r e a l c a t s , not a l c o h o l i c ones, and were f e d 

on b o i l e d l i g n t s , n i l K and s l i c e s of c o l d m u t t o n . 

Tompy's b a r r e d f r i e n d was gorged t o t h e g u l l e t , but he 

i s a p u s i l l a n i m o u s pussy, and we t e a r he n a s been i n 

h i s k i t t e n h o o d d e p r i v e d o f e s s e n t i a l s . Tompy runs him 
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o f f and devours t h e m i l k which he doesn't l i k e , 

doesn't need, and a t o t h e r t i m e s d e s p i s e s . Torapy 

would eat Quaker Oats r a t h e r than l e t b a r r e d f r i e n d 

have t h e n . '-'ompy i s a bad c a t as w e l l as a b l a c k one. 

N e a r l y t h i r t y y e a r s ago, when 1 was a s s i s t a n t t o a 

d o c t o r whom i t would be f l a t t e r y t o c a l l a s c o u n d r e l , 

a t l e a s t n a i f o f the p a t i e n t s I v i s i t e d l i v e d i n 

p l a c e s l i k e c u l c h e t n H a l l . One day I went t o see a L o r d 

M i l t o n and was shewn a c o l l e c t i o n of p i c t u r e s by n i s 

s i s t e r who s a i d 'There i s t e a i n t he housekeeper's 

room'. I c a l l e d t o Shepherd, t h e coachman who drove me 

about, 'Lady whatever-her-name-was, has ordered t e a f o r 

you i n the housekeeper's room.' Thank-you S i r s a i d 

Sheoherd, but 1 don't f e e l l i k e t e a , so I c l i m b e d m 

the g i g and we drove o f f . Anotrier t i m e a parson's house­

keeper t o l d me t o go round t o t h e tradesmen's e n t r a n c e . 

I drove away and never saw t h a t s i c k clergyman. I 

remember b e i n g conducted by a servingman t h r o u g h m i l e s 

o f stone c o r r i d o r s t o see a Lady Barbara, s i s t e r o f the 

Bishop of H e r e f o r d . She was not a b i t c h . The word b i t c h 



- 913 -

i s a euphemism. I never saw h i s l o r d s h i p but I was 

t o l d t n a t t h e income o f t h i s f o l l o w e r of Jesus was 

£12,000 a y e a r . 

My p r i n c i p a l a t t h a t time was a man whose c o l l e a g u e s 

despised him, but the w e a l t h y and t h e w e l l - o o r n l i k e d 

him more t h a n any o t h e r d o c t o r . He had a m i s t r e s s who 

was t h e w e a l t h y p a t r o n e s s o f a v i l l a g e whose 

i n h a b i t a n t s stoned him. 

She was a t e r r i b l e c r e a t u r e , A female g a n g s t e r . One 

of the few p l e a s a n t spots i n my l i f e i s t h e memory t h a t 

I d e f i e d her and put her wickedness t o f l i g h t . I was a 

v e r y young man t h e n , but I remember how shocked I was 

a t the f a c t t h a t t h e m i s t r e s s of my employer was almost 

c r i p p l e d w i t h rheumatoid a r t n r i t i s . I l i k e d my women t o 

be young, s l i m , l i g h t and s l i p p e r y , and s t i l l do, or 

would, but I am a l l o w e d n o t h i n g now. 

I n t h e p a n t r y t h e r e i s a l i t t l e window, about a f o o t 

square. L i z z i e l e a v e s a q u a r t o f beer on tne s i l l , w i t h 

t h e window h a l f open, so t h a t e v e r y n i g h t , i f I want i t , 

t h e r e i s a l o n g c o l d d r i n k f o r me. I t might be lemonade 



or m a l t e d m i l k , but tnank god t h e r e are no t e e t o t a l l e r s 

i n t h i s house. The m i l d benevolent muzziness t h a t p r e ­

v a i l s may, and most c e r t a i n l y w i l l , end i n c e r e b r a l 

haemorrage, but who c a r e s . 

21st September *36 

The more I d r i n k t h e l e s s I t h i n k . I^y hero i s Uncle 

Chang, who, whenever he got f e d up w i t h t h i n g s as t n e y 

a r e , and t h e y can be p r e t i r y b l o o d y , g o t drunk and d i v e d 

i n t o t h e lak e and stayed t n e r e , a t t n e bottom, f o r 

months t o g e t h e r . 

A propos o f n o t n i n g a t a l l I have j u s t remembered a 

s a y i n g o f Mr. H a r r y Gee. 2 The d i s c u s s i o n had Dlown round 

t o r e l i g i o n and we were t a l k i n g about the p o s s i b i l i t y o f 

an a f t e r - l i f e , a l l i g n o r a n t , I dare say, and none more 

i g n o r a n t t h a n m y s e l f . I was t e l l i n g a man named 

^ A r a t h e r f r e e r e f e r e n c e t o phenomena r e s u l t i n g f r o m 
the c o n t r o l l e d - b r e a t h i n g e x e r c i s e s o f t n e T a o i s t 
y o g i n , uhuang Tsu and Pao P fu Tzu, as discu s s e d 
by A r t h u r Waley i n The Way and I t s Power (London, 
1934), pp. 116-9. 

" A L e i g h i n s u r a n c e agent and f r e q u e n t e r o f C o u r t ' s 
H o t e l . 
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G a r r e t 1 what was meant by the word karma, when Mr. Gee 

s a i d : Excuse me i n t e r r u p t i n g , out t o r e v e r t t o s e r i o u s 

s u b j e c t s f o r a moment what about E v e r t o n ./anderers 

t o d a y . T h i s i s v e r o and not t r o v a t o . 

22nd September '36 

One of the g r e a t e s t snags i n tne t e c h n i q u e o f t h e 

s u p e r n a t u r a l l i f e used t o be what p i o u s C a t h o l i c s c a l l 

d e v o t i o n t o our Blessed Lady. I was i r r i t a t e d and 

h o s t i l e . Not o n l y d i d I hate the t e r m out I h a t e d a l l 

t h a t i t i m p l i e d . I have got over a l l t h a t . ' H a i l Mary' 

i s b e t t e r t h a n Om Ha n i , and t o k n e e l down i s a b e t t e r 

p o s t u r e f o r prayer t h a n the l o t u s Seat. The i n v o c a t i o n 

t o the E t e r n a l Mother i s o l d e r t h a n any g o s p e l . I n t h e 

Lolita-Sahasranama:^ Her f o r m i s the u n i v e r s e i t s e l f . 

I n her f o r e h e a d i s the moon. The moon shows f i f t e e n 

phases i n i t s waxing and waning. The s i x t e e n t h p a r t , 

when Time stands s t i l l , i s when and where D i v i n i t y 

^ Bernard John G a r r e t (1878-1945), s u r v e y o r and one 
o f Court's H o t e l group. 

p 
'The Thousand Barnes of t h e Goddess.' 
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i n c a r n a t e s . 

I n o l d woodcuts and i n i l l u m i n a t e d v i g n e t t e s i n 

O r e v i a r i a b e f o r e p r i n t i n g you may see the V i r g i n a t 

p r a y e r w i t h a t h i n r a y of l i g h t e n t e r i n g her head f r o m 

somewhere beyond. 

24t h September '36 

Today 1 have been haunted by t h e c o n v i c t i o n t h a t l i f e 

and death are but m y s t i c a l e x p e r i e n c e s of t h e s o u l . 

Where t h i s t h o u g h t came f r o m , or what i t means, i f any­

t h i n g , 1 do not know, but 1 w r i t e i t down f o r f u t u r e 

r e f e r e n c e . 

I'he w a l l s of t h e room t n a t my w i f e nas d e c o r a t e d j.re 

t h e e i g h t h wonder o f the w o r l d . The D i v i n e L i f e , i n 

s m a l l c o l o u r e d v i g n e t t e s , each w i t h i t s a p p r o p r i a t e 

t e x t f r o m t h e Vulgate beneath i t , the p a i n t i n g s o f 

B o t t i c e l l i and I t a l i a n p r i m i t i v e s i n p r o f u s i o n ; Chinese 

and Buddhist p r i n t s next t o m i n i a t u r e s f r o m o l d m i s s a l s , 

and here and t h e r e something by 7 a t t e a u or Corot or 

some o t h e r almost modern p a i n t e r whose landscapes are 

See E l i z a b e t h Sharpe, The T a n t r i k D o c t r i n e o f 
Immaculate Conception (London, 19,53), pp. T l & 
18, e s p e c i a l l y . ~ 
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an escape from e v e r y t h i n g modern; P e r s i a n and I n d i a n 

and A s i a t i c f a n t a s i e s i n c o l o u r ; m f a c t , t h e 

p h i l o s o p h y and r e l i g i o n o f a l l t i m e s and a l l r a c e s 

upon the f o u r w a l l s of a room. 

25t h September '36 

^hen I came nome t o n i g h t I found my w i f e d o i n g her 

h a i r by t h e l i g h t of two bougies s t u c k i n c h a n d e l i e r s 

de fai'ence t h a t i brought f r o m France or B r i t t a n y a t 

l e a s t a q u a r t e r of a c e n t u r y ago. Her e l e c t r i c r e a d i n g 

lamp had b u r n t o u t , so I r e p l a c e d i t and gave her another 

g l a s s o i v i n t a g e p o r t , which on t o p of t n e Paraldehyde i 

s h o u l d n T t have done, but what t h e h e l l , A r c h i b a l d , what 

the h e l l . 

27th September f36 

The d o c t r i n e o f t r a n s m i g r a t i o n o f s o u l s ( >T.UA I\ y EveoCa) 

v u l g a r l y Known as r e i n c a r n a t i o n has been h e l d a t a l l 

t i m e s and by a l l r a c e s , r.ost Deople to d a y b e l i e v e i n i t 

i n some f o r m , many C a t h o l i c s b e l i e v e t h a t t h i s i s 

p u r g a t o r y , t h e w o r l d a penal s e t t l e m e n t t o which s o u l s 

are sent f o r some e v i l lone i n a former e x i s t e n c e . I 

m y s e l f f i r m l y b e l i e v e i n t h e p o s s i b i l i t y o f p o l y g e n e s i s , 
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but I no l o n g e r f e a r i t . C h r i s t i s my s u r e t y a g a i n s t 

r e t u r n . 

"¥/ho d i d s i n , t h i s man, or h i s p a r e n t s , t h a t he was 

b o r n D l i n d ? " (John 9:2) f n e i t h e r he nor n i s p a r e n t s , ' 

a l l t he d r e a r y ousiness of r e i n c a r n a t i o n i s done away 

w i t h f o r now f o r those who b e l i e v e . 'This man i s a 

s p e c i a l i n c a r n a t i o n , so born t h a t my power may oe shown.' 

He i s t h e s i g n t n a t r e i n c a r n a t i o n and karma are 

conquered. ri'he l a s t enemy t h a t s h a l l be overcome i s 

d e a t h . There can be no deatn w i t n o u t b i r t h and b i r t h 

s n a i l cease a l s o , l i i p p o l y t u s t a u g h t t h a t o h r i s t came t o 

a b o l i s h metempsychosis and b t . Paul says ' s l o t t i n g out 

the h a n d w r i t i n g of o r d i n a n c e s t h a t was a g a i n s t us,... 

n a i l i n g i t t o h i s c r o s s . ' i G o l o s s i a n s 2:14) 

The b e a t i f i e d Soul has i t s c i t i z e n s h i p i n heaven; but 
i t must c o n t i n u e always t o produce i t s l i k e on the stage 
o f t i m e , i n what sense these successive p r o d u c t s of i t s 
a c t i v i t y are c o n t i n u o u s or i d e n t i c a l w i t h each o t h e r i s 
a q u e s t i o n which we must leave t o those whom i t i n t e r e s t s . 
To us t h e i r o n l y u n i t y i s i n t h e source f r o m w h i c h t h e y 
f l o w , and i n the end t o wmch t h e y a s p i r e . ] _ 

v i l l i a m h a l p h i n g e , 'The P h i l o s o p h y of P l o t m u s , 
v o l . 11 lLondon, 1918), p. 36. 
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The mendicant who had been born o l i n d (John 9:1-7) 

f o r no s i n of h i s own i n any past l i f e i s one of t h e 

m y s t e r i o u s f i g u r e s of t h e Gospel o f j o n n . n e i t h e r he 

nor h i s pa r e n t s nad s i n n e d s n i s b l i n d n e s s t h e r e f o r e 

was a p r o o f t h a t uod i s not j u s t , or ne was a s p e c i a l 

i n c a r n a t i o n . He had been born b l i n d , not as a punishment 

f o r any for m e r f a u l t , 'but t h a t the works of God should 

be made m a n i f e s t i n him.* The b l i n d beggar nad been sent 

i n t o t h e w o r l d f o r a s p e c i a l purpose, or had come 

w i l l i n g l y f o r a purpose. 

Go, wash m t h e p o o l o f Siloam, (which i s by i n t e r p r e ­
t a t i o n , Sent.) fie went h i s way t h e r e f o r e , and washed, 
and came s e e i n g . 

The word 'Sent' (Missus i n t h e Vu l g a t e t r a n s l a t i o n ) i n 

t h e o r i g i n a l Greek has t h e s p e c i a l meaning of b e i n g 

s p e c i a l l y sent as a d i v i n e messenger. 

I cannot h e l p t h e c o n v i c t i o n t h a t the words 'which i s 

by i n t e r p r e t a t i o n , Sent', r e f e r to t h e b l i n d beggar and 

not t h e p o o l o f S i l o a m . 

1 s t October '36 

There was r a t h e r a f e b r i l e sederunt l a s t n i g h t . Max 

j/gchultze/» L o t t i e , m y s e l f and a l l k i n d s o f b o t t l e s , 
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g l a s s e s and j u g s . I can't speak f o r the two, but I 

my s e l f must have been even drunker t h a n u s u a l . I 

remember ex a m i n i n g my s h i n s f o r s i g n s o f c a r d i a c dropsy 

and t h e n a l l was s i l e n c e t i l l L o t t i e brougnt a l o n g e d -

f o r cup o f t e a a t 7.0 am. Today I have been t e e t o t a l , 

s i x g l a s s e s o f s h e r r y , two p i n t s of beer and a l a r g e 

w n i s k y are a b s o l u t e l y a l l I have had t o d a y . 

To be an educated and i n t e l l e c t u a l man, or a t any 

r a t e i n t e r e s t e d i n t h i n g s of t h e i n t e l l e c t , l o s t f o r a 

l i f e - t i m e i n an i n d u s t r i a l slum, where even t h e l o c a l 

a r i s t o c r a c y has one f o o t i n t h e a n c e s t r a l g u t t e r , i s one 

of t h e minor t r a g e d i e s o f karma. Such a one w i l l t a k e t o 

d r i n k or r e l i g i o n , o r , as i n my case t o b o t h . 

The words i n John 'which i s by i n t e r p r e t a t i o n , Sent', 

must be read t h u s : T h i s b e i n g e x p l a i n e d means t n a t t h e 

b l i n d beggar was s e n t . I b e l i e v e these words t o be a 

m a r g i n a l comment i n c o r p o r a t e d i n the t e x t . I see i n t h i s 

i n c i d e n t b u t a f u r t h e r p r o o f t h a t C h r i s t came t o a b o l i s h 

r e i n c a r n a t i o n . The b l i n d beggar had been sent t o e a r t h 

f o r a s p e c i a l purpose, t o prove t h a t karma was now a t an 
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end, t h a t a man c o u l d be born b l i n d t h r o u g h no f a u l t 

o f h i s own. For once o n l y , i n t h e whole n i s t o r y of 

man, a karma-less s p i r i t was i n c a r n a t e d f o r a s p e c i a l 

purpose, Q,uod i n t e r p r e t a t u r Missus, and tne same was 

s a i d of John the B a p t i s t who was missus a Deo, tnough he, 

as C h r i s t h i m s e l f s a i d , was an i n c a r n a t i o n of E l i a s . 

T h i s i s p l a i n , t h e d i s c i p l e s of C h r i s t knew the 

d o c t r i n e of r e i n c a r n a t i o n , and C h r i s t h i m s e l f not o n l y 

knew o f i t b u t announced t h e t r u t h of i t and y e t s a i d 

• t h i s b l i n d n e s s i s not karmaic.• T h i s man i s b l i n d , y e t 

not f o r any s i n , T b u t t h a t t h e works of God should be 

made m a n i f e s t i n him.• He was sent here f o r a s p e c i a l 

purpose. Quod i n t e r p r e t a t u r Missus. Had these words 

r e f e r r e d t o t h e o o o l S i l o a m , would not t h e word have been 

the n e u t e r Missum, or the f e m i n i n e Missa. Et d i x i t e i : 

Yade, l a v a i n n a t a t o r i a S i l o a e . M a t a t o r i a i s f e m i n i n e , 

and r e q u i r e s Missa. 

Resoondit Jesus: Neque h i e p e c c a v i t , neque p a r e n t e s 
e j u s ; sed u t m a n i f e s t e n t u r opera Dei i n i l l o . 

What were the opera Dei i f not freedom f r o m the 'ffheel. 

Me Qgportet o p e r a r i opera e j u s q u i m i s i t me, donei d i e s 
e s t ; quando nemo p o t e s t o p e r a r i . Quamdiu i n mundo sum, 
l u x sum mundi. 

V e n i t nox. I t has come, and no one can work. 
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1 

5. The w h o l l y r e s i g n e d s o u l e n j o y s t h e i m p e r t u r o a b l e 
peace of the m y s t i c d e a t h . 

To these I would add my own d i s c o v e r i e s ; 

1 . S i l e n c e . 
2. S e c l u s i o n . 
3. R e s i g n a t i o n t o e x t e r n a l s ( o f t e n h o r r i b l e ) . 
4. C o n t e m p l a t i o n of sacraments, n ot l o c a l p a r t i c i p a t i o n 
5. Count your b l e s s i n g s . 

And f r o m K o s m i n i : 2 (Maximus o f P e r f e c t i o n ) 

1 . I n d i f f e r e n c e t o e n v i r o n m e n t . 
2. I n d i f f e r e n c e t o o c c u p a t i o n . 
3. I n d i f f e r e n c e t o s t a t e of n e a l t h . 

1 0 t h October '36 

I t has been a heavy day. F o r t u n a t e l y t h e r e was no c l i n i 

I am t o o t i r e d t o w r i t e . I am a f r a i d o f bed. The r i n g i n g 

t e l e p h o n e or the knock a t t h e door ? / i l l d r a g me o u t . 

11t h October '36 

L l m p e r a t r i c e Josephine, me d i t l e poete Robert de 
Montesquiou, posse'dait une opale f l u i d e e t f u l g u r a n t e 

A page has been removed from the d i a r y r e s u l t i n g i n 
t h i s u n i n t e l l i g i b l e , p a r t i a l e n t r y . 

A n t o n i o Rosmini S e r b a t i , l i b e r a l t h e o l o g i a n and 
founder o f t h e I n s t i t u e o f C h a r i t y . 
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q u ' e l l e noramait ' L ' l n c e n d i e de Troie'.^-

From now on I abandon my w i l l e n t i r e l y . A I I t h a t I 

do, good or e v i l , I w i l l r e g a r d as t h e v o l u n t a s Dei 

w o r k i n g i n me„ My own W i l l i s so weak, so u s e l e s s , t h a t 

i t can o n l y l e a d me a s t r a y . I w i l l be a m a r i o n e t t e 

whose s t r i n g s are p u l l e d by a man. I f I s i n by the weak­

ness of my own w i l l , I am t o blame. I f I f o l l o w o n l y t h e 

v o l u n t a s D e i , and s i n , t n e blame i s not mine, but s i n o f 

any k i n d w i l l be i m p o s s i b l e i f my t h o u g h t s , words and 

deeds are no l o n g e r my own but H i s . 

1 abandon s p e c u l a t i o n and w i l l a w a i t and r e l y upon 

•His s e c r e t i n s t r u c t i o n s by means of pure F a i t h ' . 2 

The way o f i n n e r peace c o n s i s t s i n c o n f o r m i n g our­
s e l v e s i n a l l " t h i n g s t o t h e Divine W i l l . g 

The way o f peace c o n s i s t s m 'a t o t a l c o n f o r m i t y t o 

t h e W i l l o f God'. 4 

Maurice S a r r e s , Amori e t D o l o r i Sacrum ( P a r i s , 
/19037), P« v i * 

2 M i c h a e l de M o l i n o s , The S p i r i t u a l Guide, ed. 
K a t h l e e n Lytt(]/e\ton (London, 1907), p. 56. 

° M o l i n o s , p. 66. 
4 

M o l i n o s , p. 66. I t a l i c s are Sturm's. 
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T h i s p o w e r f u l and p r a c t i c a l c o n f o r m i t y w i t h t h e 
D i v i n e W i l l i n a l l t m n g s , l e a d s t h e Soul t o A n n i h i l a t i o n 
and t o complete oneness w i t h God.]_ 

I f t h o u dost but enclose t h y s e l f i n Nothingness (where 
t h e blows of a d v e r s i t y can never come) n o t h i n g w i l l vex 
thee or break t h y peace. 2 

The Soul b e i n g once a n n i h i l a t e d and renewed, f i n d s i n 
her h i g h e r p a r t a p r o f o u n d peace....Nothing e x i s t s t h a t 
does not co m f o r t h e r ; nor does t h e want o f a n y t h i n g 
a f f e c t h e r . To d i e , i s j o y ; and t o l i v e , i s h a ppiness. 
She i s as co n t e n t e d here upon E a r t n , as she c o u l d be i n 
Pa r a d i s e ; she i s as g l a d under p r i v a t i o n , as she can be 
i n p o s s e s s i o n , i n s i c k n e s s as she can be i n h e a l t h , 
because she knows t h a t t h i s i s t h e w i l l o f her Lord.3 

The VJ&Y t o a t t a i n t o t h a t h i g h s t a t e of a Mind r e f o r m e d , 
whereby we may a t t a i n t o t h e H i g h e s t Good, t o t h e F i r s t 
Cause, and t o p e r f e c t Peace, i s Nothingness.4 

A man g o i n g upon h i s t r a v e l s t o search the w o r l d f o r 

wisdom saw a beggar s i t t i n g upon h i s d o o r s t e p , whom he 

i g n o r e d . A f t e r a l i f e - t i m e o f wandering he r e t u r n e d , an 

o l d and d i s a p p o i n t e d man. The beggar was s t i l l t h e r e . 

•Who are you?' asked t h e a s t o n i s h e d t r a v e l l e r . ' I am 

Wisdom* answered t h e beggar. I am t h a t t r a v e l l e r . 

1 M o l i n o s , >p. 193. 
2 M o l i n o s , p. 197. 
3 M o l i n o s , p. 198-9. 
4 M o l i n o s , p. 195. 
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3 e r k e l e y denied t he e x i s t e n c e o i m a t e r i a l substance, 

which he reduced t o a s e r i e s o f i m p r e s s i o n s on t h e 

mind. Ivlind i s t h e o n l y substance. Vfhat seem t o be 

c a u s a l changes i n t h e phenomenal w o r l d are i l l u s o r y . 

There are no seconday causes. God and the human mind 

alone are r e a l . B e r k e l e y i n c l u d e d t h e numan oody i n h i s 

d e n i a l o f the r e a l i t y of m a t t e r , and m a i n t a i n e d t h a t 

t h e r e are no substances except t h e s o u l and God. 

I have g a t h e r e d t h i s f r o m v a r i o u s volumes of t h e 

C a t h o l i c E n c y c l o p e d i a ; and though, as I wrote above, 

I abandon s p e c u l a t i o n , I cannot but say t h a t B e r k e l e y ' s 

p h i l o s o p h y i s my own, so f a r as I have one. 

When one i s young and dea t h seems a t an i m p o s s i b l e 

d i s t a n c e , t h e t h o u g h t of i t i s h o r r i b l e . V/hen one i s o l d , 

a l l changes. The nearer i t g e t s t h e n i c e r i t seems. Once 

my son s a i d , when i t came up i n c o n v e r s a t i o n : 'Let's 

change t h e s u b j e c t , I can't bear i t . ' Not death b u t 

d y i n g i s the t e r r o r . Not d y i n g even but the p a i n o f i t . 
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The l a s t messenger f r o m neaven i s the i n d i f f e r e n t 

young d o c t o r w i t h h i s w e l l - l o a d e d hypodermic s y r i n g e . 

I don't t h i n k he even suspects t h a t h i s t u r n w i l l come. 

P e r s o n a l l y I hope f o r t h e courage t o f a c e t n e end 

w i t h o u t a i d f r o m t n e s y r i n g e . I don't know, but I hope 

so. I n my own p r a c t i c e I have never w i t h e I d opium f r o m 

t h e d y i n g . L'o do so, i n my o p i n i o n , i s a m o r t a l s i n . 7/e 

cannot c u r e , or o n l y f o r a t i m e b u t we can cure t h e 

e x i t u s l e t h a l i s . 

12th u c t o b e r '36 

Dies n u l l a . 

i \ T u l l a l i n e a . 

13 t h October '36 

Today a t t h e Gaumont I saw John G i e l g u d as Ashenden 

i n The Secret Agent. He had a man's p a r t which he p l a y e d 

l i k e a man. fc'o d i f f e r e n t f r o m the ass he made o f h i m s e l f 

as Romeo. P e t e r L o r r e was e x c e l l e n t t o o , but ne over­

a c t e d a l i t t l e . S t i l l . The S e c r e t Agent was preceded by 

C o l l e e n an i n t o l e r a b l e , i n t e r m i n a b l e American song and 

dance f i l m . G i e l g u d i s a good a c t o r . L o r r e i s a g e n i u s . 

The f i l m as a s t o r y would not bear a moment's a n a l y t i c a l 
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i n s p e c t i o n , out what of t h a t ? I t was e n t e r t a i n i n g . 

1 4th October '36 

P r i v a t e room a t Cou r t ' s H o t e l . .Five p r e s e n t . Loud 

mouths and s i l e n t minds. 'An idea would g i v e t h a t guy 

b r a i n - f e v e r . ' Dead f r o m the neck up. 

I f I were not so t i r e d a f t e r the l o n g day of 

c o n s u l t a t i o n s I would w r i t e a n o v e l . The hero would be 

some Gospel c h a r a c t e r , p r o b a b l y the man born b l i n d who 

went t o t h e p o o l o f Sil o a m . Ur Lazarus. My f r i e n d 

S a c k v i l l e M a r t i n has w r i t t e n a p l a y around t he se r v a n t 

of the C e n t u r i o n who s a i d Non sum d i g n u s , Domine, u t 

i n t r e s sab te c t u m meum. I t i n t e r e s t e d my w i f e g r e a t l y 

when she read i t , b ut i am to o e g o / c e n t r i c t o t a k e much 

i n t e r e s t i n the work o f o t h e r s , and have f o r g o t t e n i t . 

But I remember t h a t i t was v e r y good. 

My p l a y "Helen i n Egyot," suggested t o me many years 

ago by Sturge "oore has got as f a r as t h e end o f th e 

f i r s t a c t , which nas t a k e n t e n years or more t o w r i t e . 

Some i d e a l o f i m p o s s i b l e p e r f e c t i o n makes me c r o s s out 

and c r o s s out u n t i l n o t h i n g remains o f my work but 

s c r a t c h e s . There i s a t a l e i n Balzac of an a r t i s t who 

p a i n t e d a p i c t u r e i n the same way. I have f o r g o t t e n t h e 
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t i t l e , but I seem t o remember t h a t as an o l d man he 

la b o u r e d a t a canvas t h a t t o eve r y one but h i m s e l f was 

an u n i n t e l l i g i b l e b l u r o f p a i n t . 

I s h a l l never a g a i n v / r i t e a n y t h i n g but a p r e s c r i p t i o n 

or an a r t i c l e f o r some m e d i c a l j o u r n a l . Medicine i s my 

o f f i c e . I.Iolinos says: 

The wise and t r u l y m y s t i c a l I!an never speaks but when 
he cannot h e l p i t ; nor dot h he concern n i m s e l f m any­
t h i n g but what belongs t o h i s O f f i c e . ]_ 

Count your b l e s s i n g s . There i s no sound but t h e f a i n t 

murmur o f a gas f i r e and t h e f a i n t e r sound wnen my w i f e , 

i n t h e next room, t u r n s over a page of t n e n o v e l she i s 

r e a d i n g i n bed. I n t h i s l o s t j j a n c a s n i r e town t h e r e i s 

the s i l e n c e and peace t n a t c o u l d be found nowhere e l s e 

but i n T i b e t , and oernaps not t h e r e . 

15th October '36 

G a r r e t t made me hungry t o n i g h t by t a l k i n g about 

s u c k i n g p i g and e e l s i n a s p i c , so when I came home I 

c o u l d n ' t w r i t e my i d e a s on the d o c t r i n e o f grace, as I 

had i n t e n d e d , but went i n t o t h e p a n t r y . A l l I c o u l d f i n d 

was a t i n o f s a r d i n e s , so 1 woke up my w i f e and we 

^ The S p i r i t u a l 'Juide, p. 191. 
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f i n i s h e d the b o t t l e o f sards t o g e t h e r . We ate w i t h our 

hands and wiped our greasy f i n g e r s on t h e bed-sheet. 

16th October '36 

APHORISMS 

Bacon 

Wives are young Ken's M i s t r e s s e s ; Companions f o r 
Middle Age; and o l d Hen's Nurses. 

Revenge i s a k i n d o f "'7ild j u s t i c e . 

Geo. S a v l l e , Ilarquess of H a l i f a x 

He who changes h i s .Place oelow frim, w i l l c e r t a i n l y 
be below h i s P l a c e . 

I f knaves had not f o o l i s h memories, t h e y would never 
t r u s t one ano t h e r so o f t e n as t h e y do. 

C h e s t e r f i e l d 

Never t a l k your best i n t h e company o f f o o l s . 

I always t r e a t f o o l s and coxcombs w i t h g r e a t ceremony; 
t r u e good b r e e d i n g not b e i n g a s u f f i c i e n t c a r r i e r 
a g a i n s t them. 

Women's beauty, l i k e men's w i t , i s g e n e r a l l y f a t a l t o 
the owner. 

I n m a t t e r s o f r e l i g i o n and matrimony I never g i v e any 
a d v i c e , Decause I w i l l not have anybody's t o r m e n t s i n 
t h i s w o r l d or t h e next l a i d t o my charge. 

Dr. Johnson 

The w o r l d w i l l never oe l o n g w i t h o u t some good reason 
t o hate t h e unhappy. 
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The man who t h r e a t e n s t he w o r l d i s always r i d i c u l o u s . 

Kindness i s i n our power, b u t fondness i s n o t . 

To-morrow i s an o l d d e c e i v e r , and h i s cheat never 
goes s t a l e . 

f l a z l i t t 

Those who are a t war w i t h o t h e r s are not a t peace w i t h 
t hemselves. 

To g i v e a reason f o r a n y t h i n g i s t o breed a doubt o f i t . 

I f a person has no d e l i c a c y he has you i n h i s power. 

Clever men are t h e t o o l s wibh wnich bad men work. 

17th October T35 

R e s u r r e c t i o n o f t h e Body 

O b j e c t ! o n . I f a man be eat e n by c a n n i b a l s or w i l d 

beasts and h i s body become t h u s d i s t r i b u t e d among t h e i r 

b o d i e s , and p a r t o f t h e i r b o d i e s , i t cannot be r e ­

s u r r e c t e d f o r i t no l o n g e r e x i s t s as a u n i t y . 

Answer. The c a n n i o a l s or w i l d b e a s t s do not eat t h e 

Body. They o n l y eat tne v i s i b l e , t a n g i b l e , m i n e r a l 

' s t u f f i n g . ' That which i s v i s i b l e i s not t h e Body. The 

Body, l i k e t ae S o u l , oelongs a l t o g e t h e r t o t n e super­

n a t u r a l o r d e r . The P h y s i c a l Body i s i n v i s i b l e , 

i n d e s t r u c t i b l e , i n t a n g i b l e and i m p a r t i o l e . I t i s t h e 
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c o a t w i t h o u t seam, f o r w h i c h t h e f o u r elements c a s t 

l o t s . A l l t h a t we see i s t h e m i n e r a l substance w h i c h 

our ' g r a s p i n g ' has b u i l t i n t o i t . The word g r a s p i n g 

must be u n d e r s t o o d m t h e t e c h n i c a l sense i t h o l d s m 

E a s t e r n p h i l o s o p h y . 

Burn a l l x h a t can be seen o f i t w i t h l i r e , d i s s o l v e 

t h e ashes and pour them i n t o a pond and l e t them 

n o u r i s h a m i l l i o n weeds, and l e t t h e weeds be devoured 

by a thousand l i v i n g c r e a t u r e s . You have n o t t o u c h e d t h e 

P h y s i c a l Body, w h i c h i s an i n v i s i b l e , i n t a n g i b l e , 

i m p a r t i b l e , i m m o r t a l phantom. Man l e a v e s i t a t d e a t h 

and comes back t o I C a t b i r t h . I t wanes and waxes l i k e 

t h e moon as ne goes and r e t u r n s and were i t n o t t h a t 

a l t e r some l o n g ago f a i l he s t a r t e d t o eat garbage and 

l l e s h i t w ould s t i l l be t n e copy of i t s a r c h e t y p e . 

B e f o r e t h e f a l l t h e P h y s i c a l Body had I m p a s s i b i i i t y , 

w h i c h r e n d e r e d i t i n c a p a b l e o f s u f i e r m g ; B r i g n t n e s s , 

w h i c h r e n d e r e d i t g l o r i o u s ; A g i l i t y , w h i c h e n a b l e d i t 

t o pass w i t h t h e a i d and speed o f t h o u g h t f r o m one p a r t 

o f c r e a t i o n t o a n o t h e r ; and S u b t i l i t y , by w h i c h i t 

s h a r e d t h e s p i r i t u a l e x i s t e n c e of t h e S o u l , and was 

c a p a b l e , l i k e t h e Body of C h r i s t a f t e r H i s R e s u r r e c t i o n , 

o f p a s s i n g t h r o u g h a l l m a t e r i a l s u b s t a n c e s ; and when 
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t n e wheel of t h e f a l l has ceased t o t u r n i t w i l l have 

a l l these q u a l i t i e s a g a i n . Such i s my b e l i e f , and I 

w r i t e i t down now, h a v i n g f a i l e d b e f o r e t o say what I 

meant, f o r when I wr o t e m my y o u t h I always s a c r i f i c e d 

t h e substance f o r t h e s t y l e , and t r u t h f o r d e c o r a t i o n . 

I n t h i s sense I can say ' I b e l i e v e i n t h e r e s u r r e c t i o n 

o f t h e body,' as t h e A n g l i c a n 'Creed' has i t , b u t I 

cannot say w i t n t he Roman Church, Credo i n c a r n i s 

r e s u r r e c t i o n e m , f o r the f l e s h p r o f i t e t h n o t h i n g , and i s 

a t t h e best a jazz-dance of e l e c t r o n s . 

The Phantom which cannot be seen w i t h the p h y s i c a l 
eyes, was what was f i r s t t n e r e o f the p h y s i c a l body of 
man. I t i s a body of f o r c e which i s q u i t e t r a n s p a r e n t . 
What the p h y s i c a l eye sees are t h e p h y s i c a l substances 
which t h e person e a t s , and which he t a k e s i n t o n i m s e l f , 
and which f i l l out t h a t which i s i n v i s i b l e . I f t h e 
p h y s i c a l eye l o o k s upon a p h y s i c a l body, what i t sees i s 
r e a l l y the m i n e r a l p a r t t h a t f i l l s out t h e p h y s i c a l oody, 
not t he p h y s i c a l body i t s e l f . \ 

I t i s a C h r i s t i a n b e l i e f t h a t w i t h o u t t h e h e l p o f 

God's grace we cannot do a n y t h i n g t o m e r i t s a l v a t i o n . 

What i s S a l v a t i o n . For me i t means one t h i n g o n l y : 

l i b e r a t i o n f r o m t h e wheel o f r e o i r t h . Round and round we 

go, l i f e a f t e r l i f e , aeon a f t e r aeon, and whatever our 

R u d o l f S t e i n e r , r r o m Jesus t o C h r i s t ^London, 1930), 
p. 97. 
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o r i g i n was i t i s p l a i n t h a t now we are so sunk i n 

th e slough o f m a t t e r t h a t we cannot hope ever t o 

escape. C h r i s t had a lo o k a t t h e mess and saw t h a t 

w i t h o u t e x t e r n a l h e l p t h e wheel would rave on f o r 

e t e r n i t y . 'For w i t h o u t me ye can do n o t h i n g ' 

(John 1 5 : 5 ) . The h e l p he brought belongs e n t i r e l y 

t o t h e s u p e r n a t u r a l o r d e r , t h a t i s , i t i s beyond 

human reason, and must be accepted by tne w i l l a l o n e , 

w i t h no c o r o p e r a t i o n . o f t h e reason, f o r i t i s 

e n t i r e l y i n s c r u t a b l e and i n c o m p r e h e n s i b l e . And even 

so, t h e p o s s i b i l i t y o f a v a i l i n g o n e s e l f o f such a i d i s 

g i v e n o n l y t o one here and t h e r e . *fto man can come unt o 

me, except i t were g i v e n u n t o him o i my f a t h e r ' . 

(John 6:65.) 

God g i v e s grace t o whom He w i l l , b ut wnen the church 

wants me t o b e l i e v e t h a t i t i s f r e e l y bestowed upon us 

w i t h o u t any d e s e r t s on our p a r t , I want t o say t h a t t h e 

d e s e r t s o f past l i v e s are t a k e n i n t o account no l e s s 

t h a n p r e s e n t m e r i t . The man who is g i v e n Grace t o d a y 

may seem u t t e r l y u n worthy, out has earned the g i f t , i f 

not i n t h i s l i f e , i n a n o t h e r . 
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I n t h e 'Pater I l o s t e r ' t h e words ne nos inducas i n 

t e n t a t i o n e m do not mean l e a d us not i n t o t e m p t a t i o n . 

The t h o u g h t of God l e a d i n g one i n t o t e m p t a t i o n would 

have been an i m p o s s i b i l i t y t o t h e a u t h o r ol t n e Gospel. 

The words, both i n t h e Greek and L a t i n v e r s i o n s mean: 

l e a d us not t o judgement; t h a t i s t o say, do not 

judge us f o r a l l we have done, for.we c o u l d not s u r ­

v i v e a l e g a l judgement, b u t f r e e us f r o m t h e e v i l 

karma we have b u i l t about us: sed l i b e r a nos a malo. 

L i b e r a t e us f r o m t h e bonds, n o t because we deserve 

l i b e r a t i o n , but because we could never, i n a l l 

e t e r n i t y , escape f r o m t h e v/heel by our own e f f o r t s . 

L e t no man say when he i s tempted, I am tempted o f 
God: f o r God cannot be tempted w i t h e v i l , n e i t h e r 
t e m p t e t n he any man. (James 1:13.) 

Jerome On ?!att. v i . 11 (The Lord's p r a y e r ) , s a y s : x 

I n the Gospel c a l l e d a c c o r d i n g to t h e H e b r e w s i f o r 
' s u p e r s u b s t a n t i a l ' bread I found mahar, which means 
•of t h e morrow', so t h a t t h e sense i s : Our bread o f t h e 
morrow, t h a t i s - , o f the f u t u r e , g i v e us t h i s day. 

Montague James n o t e s : 

The word s u p e r s u b s t a n t i a l i s meant to render l i t e r a l l y 
t h e d i f f i c u l t word e p i o u s i o s w h i c h we t r a n s l a t e ' d a i l y . 

The f o l l o w i n g notes were added sometime between 
October 1940 and inarch 1941, and were meant t o 
complete t h e p r e c e d i n g commentary. 
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Jerome w r i t e s On Ps. cxxxv. 

I n t h e Hebrew u o s p e l a c c o r d i n g t o Katthew i t i s t h u s : 
Our bread o f t h e morrow g i v e us t m s day; t n a t i s 'the 
bread which t h o u w i l t g i v e us i n t h y kingdom, g i v e us 
t h i s day 1.]_ 

L i d d e l l and S c o t t ' s ureek L e x i c o n have : 

e%i ova OQ , f o r the coming day, s u f f i c i e n t f o r tne day. 
From r\ e7uoftaa r)U-epa , the coming day. 

Lewis and S h o r t ' s L a t i n D i c t i o n a r y have : 

S u p e r s u b s t a n t i v u s ^ , u m , a d j . , s u p e r m a t e r i a l 
2 ^ c c ' l • l a t a / • C h r i s t u s nec s u b s t a n t i v a n e c i n s u b s t a n t i v a , 

sed s u p e r s t a n t i v a r e s e s t , K u s t i c . c. _ceph." p. 1184. 

'IpTOL Tfjc; Kpooe^ecoc; : Loaves of the P r e s e n c e . 2 

The ca s u a l way i n which C h r i s t and h i s d i s c i p l e s 

r e f e r t o p r e - e x i s t e n c e and r e b i r t h are a s u i f i c i e n t 

p r o o f t o me of i t s t r u t h , o h r i s t q u i t e d e f i n i t e l y t o l d 

n i s q u e s t i o n e r s t h a t John the B a p t i s t was a r e i n c a r n a ­

t i o n o f E l i a s . The man who d e n i e s the p o s s i b i l i t y o f 

rep e a t e d l i v e s denies Judaism, Buddhism and C h r i s t i a n i t y 

^ The A p o c r y p h a l Mev/ Testament, t r a n s . Montague 
Rhodes James ( O x f o r d , 1924), p. 4. 

2 A l s o t r a n s l a t e d 'Shewbread' ( A u t h o r i s e d V e r s i o n ) 
and 'Loaves of P r o p o s i t i o n ' (Douay). See 
Matthew 12:4, Mark 2:26 and Luke 5:4. 
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a l i k e , and I doubt i f he could f i n d a f o o t h o l d even 

i n I s l a m , of wh i c h , however, I know n o t h i n g . 

McTAGG-ART1 

The g r e a t e s t exponent and c r i t i c o f H e g e l . 

" " i t h The Nature o f E x i s t e n c e McTaggart nas f u l l y 

earned h i s place among t h e i m m o r t a l s . McTaggart seems 

t o place B e r k e l e y h i g h among B r i t i s h p h i l o s o p h e r s . He 

h e l d Mr. F.H. Brad(e/5)y, a u t h o r of Appearance and R e a l i t y , 

t o be t h e g r e a t e s t o f l i v i n g p h i l o s o p h e r s . 

C.E. H o l t i n h i s i n t r o d u c t o r y s t u d y t o D i o n y s i u s t h e 

A r e o p a g i t e says: 

A c c o r d i n g t o Dr. McTaggart each human s o u l possesses, 
behind i t s t e m p o r a l n a t u r e , a t i m e l e s s s e l f and each 
one o f these t i m e l e s s s e l v e s i s an e t e r n a l d i f f e r e n t i ­
a t i o n of t h e A b s o l u t e . 2 

The human s o u l , even w h i l e i n t h e body, or b e i n g t h e 

fo r m o f t h e body, belongs s i m u l t a n e o u s l y t o two w o r l d s , 

The f o l l o w i n g n o t e s and comments were added i n 
March 1941. 

2 (London, 1920), pp. 30-1. Cp_. McTaggart, S t u d i e s 
i n H e g e l i a n Cosmology (Cambridge, 1918), Chapters 
2 & 3, e s p e c i a l l y (F.P.S.). 
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the t e m p o r a l w o r l d of M a n i f e s t a t i o n and the e t e r n a l 

w o r l d o f R e a l i t y . There i s a t i m e l e s s s e l f as w e l l as 

a t e m p o r a l s e l f . Tne t i m e l e s s s e l f i s by i t s v e r y 

d e f i n i t i o n e t e r n a l , t h e t e m o o r a l s e l f i s but i t s hand 

s t r e t c h e d down i n t o t h e m a n i f e s t e d body. I h e n t he 

body d i e s t he t e m p o r a l s e l f i s no l o n g e r t e m p o r a l , 

but r e t r e a t s i n t o t i m e l e s s n e s s . The two are a g a i n one, 

not a dew drop s l i p p e d i n t o t h e s n i n i n g sea but a 

c r y s t a l l i z a t i o n w i t h i n t h e A b s o l u t e ; one w i t h God and 

ye t an i n d i v i d u a l p e r s o n a l i t y . I t i s t h i s b e l i e f i n 

t h e r e t e n t i o n o f p e r s o n a l i t y even a f t e r a b s o r p t i o n i n 

the Godhead which separates Western r e l i g i o n and 

p h i l o s o p h y f r o m t h e metaphy s i c s of t h e E a s t : Nirvana 

f r o m t h e B e a t i f i c V i s i o n . D u r i n g t h e span of b o d i l y 

l i f e t h e t e m p o r a l s e l f i s n ot aware of i t s t i m e l e s s 

c o u n t e r p a r t , though i t longs f o r i t w i t h o u t knowing f o r 

what i t l o n g s , or out v a g u e l y and i n t e r m i t t e n t l y , y e t 

s t r i v e s t o c l i m b t o t h e A b s o l u t e by t n e p a t h o f p r a y e r 

or deeds or m e d i t a t i o n . The g r e a t H e g e l i a n e x p o s i t o r 

McTaggart knew t h i s and notes how t n e t e m p o r a l s e l f 

may f o r a moment glimpse and e x p e r i e n c e t h e t i m e l e s s 

s e l f . 
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For however l o n g i t may t a k e us t o reach t h e 
A b s o l u t e , i t i s sometimes c u r i o u s l y near us i n 
i s o l a t e d episodes of l i f e , and our a t t i t u d e t o w a r d 
c e r t a i n phases of consciousness, i f not our p o s i t i v e 
a c t i o n s , may be m a t e r i a l l y a f f e c t e d by t h e c o n s i d e r a t i o n 
o f t h e g r e a t e r or l e s s adequacy w i t h which these phases 
embody r e a l i t y ^ i 

Hegel a s s e r t s t h e t r u t h oi i m m o r t a l i t y i n s e v e r a l 

p l a c e s . 

v/e have h i s /Hegel7 e x p l i c i t s t a t e m e n t s t h a t 
i m m o r t a l i t y i s t o be a s c r i b e d t o t n e s e l f . 2 

E x p e r i e n c e teaches us t h a t t h e r e e x i s t s i n t h e 
U n i v e r s e f i n i t e p e r s o n a l so i r i t s . . . .these s p i r i t s are 
c a l l e d s e l v e s . And t h e problem which we have now t o 
c o n s i d e r i s whether t n e r e i s a p o i n t i n t i m e f o r each 
s e l f a f t e r which i t would be c o r r e c t t o say t h a t t h e 
s e l f had ceased t o e x i s s t . I f n o t , i t must be c o n s i d e i e d 
as i m m o r t a l , v/hether as e x i s t i n g t n r o u g h o u t e n d l e s s 
t i m e , or as h a v i n g a t i m e l e s s and t h e r e f o r e e n d l e s s 
e x i s t e n c e . g 

Am I e t e r n a l , or am I a mere temporary m a n i f e s t a t i o n 
o f something e t e r n a l which i s n o t m y s e l f ? 4 

The view t h a t s e l v e s are m a n i f e s t a t i o n s o f t h e 
A b s o l u t e , i n such a way t h a t t h e y change and p e r i s h 
w h i l e t h e A b s o l u t e remains unchanged, i s one which has 
always had an a t t r a c t i o n f o r m y s t i c s . I t i s e s p e c i a l l y 
prominent among O r i e n t a l t h i n k e r s . The most f r e q u e n t 

1 John McTaggart E l l i s McTaggart, P h i l o s o p h i c a l 
S t u d i e s (London, 1934), p. 213. 

p 
S t u d i e s i n H e g e l i a n Cosmology, p. 5. 

3 

4 
S t u d i e s , p. 4. 

S t u d i e s , p. 6. 
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metaphors by which t h i s t h o u g h t i s expressed are 
those o f a drop o f water r e t u r n i n g t o t h e ocean, and 
o f a r a y of l i g h t r e t u r n i n g t o the sun. They show 
t h a t t h e r e l a t i o n which was conceived t o e x i s t 
between t h e A b s o l u t e and t h e s e l f was s u o s t a n t i a l l y 
t h a t o f M a t t e r and Form. The Abao l u t e was f o r m l e s s 
— or r e l a t i v e l y f o r m l e s s — i t s e l f , but a p a r t o f i t 
assumed f o r m and l i m i t a t i o n and became a s e l f . At 
d e a t h , or i n t h e m y s t i c v i s i o n of t r u e wisdom, the 
f o r m d i s a p p e a r e d , and the m a t t e r dropped back i n t o 
t h e u n d i f f e r e n t i a t e d mass of t h e A b s o l u t e . Such a 
view i n v o l v e s t h e i n d i f f e r e n c e of the A b s o l u t e t o tne 
fo r m i t assumes. For a l l t h e changes i n t h e f o r m s do 
not a f f e c t the changelessness of the A b s o l u t e . i 

The C a t h o l i c Church teaches t h a t t h e l o t o f t h e 

r e p r o b a t e i s ' e v e r l a s t i n g and e t e r n a l ounishment'.^ 

But e t e r n a l punishment or e t e r n a l h appiness, whatever 

e l s e t h e y may be, c e r t a i n l y cannot be e v e r l a s t i n g . 

E t e r n i t y has n o t h i n g i n common w i t h t i m e j e t e r n i t y 

has n e i t h e r b e g i n n i n g nor end; e t e r n i t y has no d u r a t i o n . 

•As no one h o l d s t n a t t h e reward o f the j u s t w i l l come 

t o an end', w r i t e s t h e good f a t h e r , ' i s i t not 

1 S t u d i e s , p. 33. 
2 

As quoted by Rev. b e r t r a n d L. Conway, The Qu e s t i o n 
Box (New York, 1929), p. 382 f r o m F o u r t h L a t e r a n 
C o u n c i l (1215 ) and C o u n c i l o f T r e n t (Sess. v i , 
ch. 14; Sess. x i v , Can. 5 ) . 
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unreasonable t o suppose t h a t C h r i s t meant the p u n i s h ­

ment o f the wicked t o cease a f t e r a t i m e . ' But many do 

h o l d t h a t t h e reward o f the j u s t w i l l come t o an end. 

When t h e j u s t nave r e c e i v e d t h e i r reward f o r m e r i t 

accumulated d u r i n g l i f e t h e y w i l l be r e b o r n i n t o the 

w o r l d . 7rhen the e v i l have s u f f e r e d t h e punishment due 

t h e y a l s o w i l l be r e o o r n . Some h o l d t h a t ooth reward 

and punishment are a d m i n i s t e r e d p a r t l y d u r i n g 

i n c a r n a t i o n and p a r t l y i n t h e i n t e r v a l between death 

and r e b i r t n . These are m i n u t i a e t h a t do not f o r t he 

moment m a t t e r . A l l I d e s i r e t o emphasise i s t h e 

p e r s o n a l c o n v i c t i o n t n a t ' e v e r l a s t i n g ' and ' e t e r n a l ' 

are c o n t r a d i c t o r y and m u t u a l l y e x c l u s i v e t e r m s . 

Hon-Sgo 

The a n a t t a (non-ego) doctrine-*- which i s such a 

s t u m b l i n g - b l o c k t o w e s t e r n s t u d e n t s o f Buddhism was 

n e v e r t h e l e s s one of t h e fun d a m e n t a l t e a c h i n g s of C h r i s t . 

1 The doctrine of t h e non-separateness o f a l l forms 
o f l i f e and t h e o p p o s i t e o f t h a t o f an i m m o r t a l 
s o u l . As a p p l i e d t o man, i t s t a t e s t h a t t h e r e i s 
no permanent ego or s e l f . 



- 9 4 1 -

n e i t h e r our Lord H i m s e l f , nor the C h r i s t i a n s o f 
the A p o s t o l i c age, nor the Greek and Roman f a t h e r s 
and b i s h o p s who drew up t h e Creeds, had any word f o r 
p e r s o n a l i t y , or f e l t t h e want of any w o r d . i 

A s i a t i c M y s t i c i s m i s the n a t u r a l r e f u g e o f men who 
have l o s t f a i t h i n c i v i l i z a t i o n , but w i l l not g i v e up 
f a i t h i n God.g 

S c h o l a s t i c i s m was p h i l o s o p h y i n c h a i n s . 

Another time he /Snso/ saw a v i s i o n of a n g e l s , and 
besought one o f them t o show him t h e manner of God's 
s e c r e t d w e l l i n g i n t h e s o u l . An angel answered, 'Cast 
t h e n a joyous glance i n t o t h y s e l f , and see hov/ God 
p l a y s H i s p l a y o f l o v e w i t h t h y l o v i n g s o u l . ' He 
l o o k e d i m m e d i a t e l y , and saw t n a t h i s body over h i s 
h e a r t was as c l e a r as c r y s t a l , and t h a t i n t h e c e n t r e 
was s i t t i n g t r a n q u i l l y , i n l o v e l y l o r m , t h e e t e r n a l 
Wisdom .4 

The road i s by f a i t h , which i s l i k e n i g h t t o t h e 
i n t e l l e c t . 5 

1 W i l l i a m R alph I n g e , P e r s o n a l I d e a l i s m and M y s t i c i s m , 
2nd ed. (London, 1 9 1 3 ) , p. 7 7 . 

2 C h r i s t i a n M y s t i c i s m (London, 1 8 9 9 ) , p. 1 1 5 . 
•7. 
u C h r i s t i a n M y s t i c i s m , p. 1 4 8 . 
4 C h r i s t i a n M y s t i c i s m , p. 175.CCD. t h e H e a r t M e d i t a t i o n 

i n Y i v i k a n a n d a ' s R^rja Yoga TF.P.S.). 

5 As quoted by Inge i n C h r i s t i a n M y s t i c i s m , p. 2 2 4 
f r o m S t . John o f the Cross i n The Ascent o f Mount 
Carmel. 
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The B e a u t i f u l i s e s s e n t i a l l y the S p i r i t u a l making 
i t s e l f known sensuously.i 

The c h i e f motive force which led t o the increased 
importance of M y s t e r y - r e l i g i o n i n the f i r s t c e n t u r i e s 
of our era, was tne desire f o r ' s a l v a t i o n ' ( Ou/rqpi'a ) 
,...F a l v a t i o n was regarded as i n tne o r i e n t a l r e l i g i o n s , 
as emancipation from tne f e t t e r s of human existence.... 
They also believed i n t r a n s m i g r a t i o n of souls, and i n 
a xvxXoc, Tf)<; y p v f - n p m r ( r o t a f a t i et g e n e r a t i o n i s ) . o 

When I awake i n the morning I d r i n k a cup of t e a , 
l i g h t my g a s - l i r e and say my prayers. I am i n another 
world than t h i s , i n anotner s t a t e of consciousness. 
I t l a s t s maybe f o r an hour. Then the morning l e t t e r s 
and the d a i l y paper are brought up ana t h i s world 
enters. I am Dr. Sturm again. 'Tne grave M.L). ' C-̂ue 1 l e 
f arce I 

18th October '36 
Bx n i h i l o n i h i l f i t . 

As quoted i n C h r i s t i a n Mysticism, p. 323 from 
Georg Hegel, Lectures on the Philosophy of 
R e l i g i o n , t r a n s . i*!.3. Speirs and J. Bur don Sanderson, 
Vol. I I (London, 1395), p. 8. 

2 C h r i s t i a n Mysticism, pp. 351-2. 
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19th October '36 
Ex n i h i l o n i h i l f i t . 

20th Octooer '36 
To town. Saw trie f i L a Tale of Two C i t i e s . Mid-day 

feed, as usual, w i t h my chauffeur f r a n k l i n , livening 
surgery. Wireless. Court's Hotel and u-arret. Home at 
10.40. L o t t i e t e r r i b l y t i r e d and -one t o bed. Whisky 
and a pipe. Despair. ije tradas b e s t i i s ammas 
c o n f i t e n t e s t i b i . ^ - H a l f a pipe and then t o bed. ; / i l l 
my grandson, who e x i s t s , but whom l have never seen, 
believe t h a t I paid 1/6 f o r one ounce of tobacco, or 
w i l l he pay more f o r i t ? 

25th October '36 
Only during tne past ten years have I r e a l i s e d the 

va s t , the i n f i n i t e , the inexh a u s t i b l e content of 
C h r i s t i a n theology. I mean the i n t e l l e c t u a l content. 
I t i s the i n f i n i t e , A thousand l i v e s would not exhaust 
the i m p l i c a t i o n s of the 'Pater Foster'. 

Every day, or almost every day, I read the o f f i c e , 

1 " e r s i c l e of 'The O f f i c e f o r the Dead, T h i r d 
I'iocturn,' Breviarium Romanum. 
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the Horae Diurnae, and never f a i l t o get from i t some 
comfort. I t i s often a magical comfort, some wonder 
t n a t has i t s r o o t s i n the raud of the past. I am 
t h r i l l e d t o the bone oy trie rhythm of some of the 
prayers, p a r t i c u l a r l y by the marvellous f i n i a l : Per 
Dominum nostrum Jesum Christum milium tuum, qui tecum 
v i v i t et regnat i n u n i t a t e S p i r i t u s s a n c t i , beus, per 
omnia saecula saeculorum. 

29th December *36 
KARMA 

Karma means consequence, the r e s u l t of something 
preceding. I f you put your f i n g e r i n a flame i t w i l l 
be burnt; t h a t i s karma. I f you do wrong i n t h i s l i f e 
you may be born again as a consumptive; t h a t i s karma. 
I f you are hapoy and w e l l i t i s because you have earned 
i t by good deeds i n a past l i f e or i n t h i s l i f e ; t n a t 
i s karma. Everything has a cause. 

The normal formula f o r prayers which do not mention 
the C h r i s t s p e c i f i c a l l y . See Breviarium Romanum. 
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OLD TESTAMENTx 

He t h a t soweth i n i q u i t y s h a l l reap v a n i t y . 
(Proverbs 22:8) 

They have sown the wind, and they s h a l l reap the 
w h i r l w i n d . 

(Hosea 8:7) 
They t h a t sow m te a r s s h a l l reap m joy . He t h a t 

goeth l o r t h and weepeth, bearing precious seed, s h a l l 
doubtless come again w i t h r e j o i c i n g , b r i n g i n g h i s 
sheaves w i t h him. 

(Psalms 126:5-6) 
Owen R u t t e r m The Scales o i Karma i n t e r p r e t s 'sheaves' 
as 'experience'.2 

Who so stoppeth h i s ears at the cry of the poor, ne 
also s h a l l cry h i m s e l f , but s h a l l not be heard. 

(Proverbs 21:13) 
Rob not the poor, because he i s poor: n e i t h e r oppress 

the a l f l i c t e d i n the gate: Por the Lord w i l l plead 
t h e i r cause, and s p o i l the soul of those t h a t s p o i l e d 
them. 

(Proverbs 22:22-3) 

The f o l l o w i n g passages were gathered a l t e r October 
1940 and were meant t o support the preceding 
argument. 

(London, /±9A6/), p. 70. 
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"//hen he prepared the heavens, I was tnere...When 
he established the clouds above.. .'//hen he aopointed 
the foundations of the e a r t h : then I was by him, as 
one brought up w i t n him: and I was d a i l y h i s d e l i g h t . . . 
r e j o i c i n g i n the h a b i t a b l e part of h i s ea r t h ; and my 
d e l i g h t s were w i t n tne sons of men. 

(Proveros 3:27-31) 
Whereas 1 was more good, I came t o a Dody u n d e f i l e d . 

(Wisdom 8:20) 
He t n a t diggeth a p i t s h a l l f a l l i n t o i t ; and whoso 

breaketh an hedge, a serpent s h a l l b i t e him. 
(Ecclesiastes 10:3) 

For God s h a l l b r i n g every work unto judgement, w i t n 
every secret t h i n g , whether i t be good, or whether i t 
be e v i l . 

(Scclesiastes 12:14) 
They t h a t plow i n i q u i t y , and sow wickedness, leap 

tne same. 
(Job 4:8) 

Job was 'perfect and u p r i g h t ' . His punishment was f o r 
e v i l done i n a past l i f e . 

I the Lord thy God an a jealous God, v i s i t i n g the 
i n i q u i t y of the f a t h e r s upon tne c h i l d r e n unto the 
t h i r d and i o u r t h generation of tnem t h a t hate me. 

(Exodus 20:5) 
i_.e_., whoso has sinned i n a past l i f e s n a i l r e incarnate 
i n the t h i r d or f o u r t h generation t o reap h i s karma. 
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NEW TESTAMENT 
I f ye w i l l receive i t , t h i s i s E l i a s , which was f o r 

t o come. 
(Matthew 11:14) 

E l i a s i s come already, and they knew him not, but 
have done unto him wriatsoever they l i s t e d . 

(Matthew 17:12) 
(cp. Mark 9:13) 

Whom do men say t h a t 1 am? 
(Mark 8:27) 

Though 1 bear record of myself, yet my record i s 
t r u e : f o r I know whence I came, and whither 1 go. 

(John 8:14) 
Your f a t h e r Abraham r e j o i c e d t o see my day: and he 

saw i t , and was g l a d . . . . v e r i l y , v e r i l y , I say unto you, 
before Abraham was, I am. 

(John 8:56-8) 
T i l l heaven and earth pass, one j o t or one t i t t l e 

s h a l l i n no wise pass from the law, t i l l a l l be f u l ­
f i l l e d . 

(Matthew 5:18) 
ile t h a t i s g r e a t e s t among you s h a l l be your servants 

And whosoever s h a l l e x a l t himself s h a l l be abased; and 
he t h a t s h a l l humble himself s h a l l be e x a l t e d . 

(Matthew 23:11-2) 
Hot possible i n the space of only one l i f e . 



- 948 -

7/hen the d i s c i p l e s asKed i f trie man was b l i n d from 
b i r t h because of some s i n he had committed, such s i n 
could not have been committed i n the present l i f e , 
since he was oorn b l i n d (see John 9:1-7). 

Except a man be born again, he cannot see the k i n g ­
dom of God. 

(John 3:3) 
Paul makes a d i r e c t reference to r e i n c a r n a t i o n : 
When Rebecca also had conceived by one, even oy our 

f a t h e r Isaac; (For the c h i l d r e n being not yet born, 
n e i t h e r done any good or e v i l . . . ) I t was said unto her, 
the elder s h a l l serve the younger. i t i s w r i t t e n , 
Jacob have l loved, but issau have 1 hated, what s h a l l 
we say then? I s there unrighteousness w i t h God. God 
f o r b i d . 

(Romans 9:10-4) 
Him t h a t overcometh w i l l I make a p i l l a r m the 

temple of my God, and ne s h a l l go no more out. 
(Revelation 3:12) 

He t h a t leadeth i n t o c a p t i v i t y s h a l l go i n t o 
c a p t i v i t y : he t h a t k i l l e t h w i t h the sword must be 
k i l l e d w i t h the sword. 

(Revelation 13:10) 
Be not deceived; God i s not mocked: f o r whatsoever 

a man soweth, t h a t s h a l l he also reap. 
(Galations 6:7) 
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PATER H E W HO EH TOIS OURANOIS 
HAGIASTHETW TO ONOMA SOU, 
ELTHETW HE 3ASILEIA SOU, 
GENETH3T»V TO THELEMA SOU 
HWS EN OURANW KAI dPITfS GES 
TON ART ON HEKtfN TON EPIOUSIOK 
DOS HEMIK SEMEROiJ, 
K A I APHES HEMInTA OPHEILEIiATA 
HEM7/N, HWS EAI HEMEIS 
APHIEMEN TOIS QPHEILETAIS HEMV/N, 
KAI J IE EISENEGKES HElViAS E I S 
PEIRASMOH, ALLA RHUSAI 
HEMAS APO TOU PONEROUl 

2nd January '37 
The two most musical l i n e s Racine ever wrote always 

seem t o me two l i n e s out of Phe*dre: 
Ariane ma^soeur, de quel amour blessee 
vous mourutes au bords ou vous f u t e s l a i s s e e . 

I t i s said t h a t when Rachel spoke these two l i n e s on 
the stage f o r the f i r s t time the e f f e c t was so tremendous 
that A l f r e d de Liusset f a i n t e d i n h i s box.g 

I can only suppose t i i a t A l f was, as usual, very drunk, 
and had succumbed t o Pernod rather than Poetry, f o me 
those two l i n e s are h i d e o u s l y u n m u s i c a l , and l q u i t e 

Of the Gospel versions, the t e x t f o l l o w s t h a t of 
!Iatthew ( 6 : 9 - 1 3 ) most c l o s e l y , but would seem t o 
be an o r i g i n a l t r a n s l a t i o n from the English of 
The Book of Common Prayer. Note e s p e c i a l l y the 
use of the present, APHIEMEN. 

Maurice l i a r i n g , Have You Anything t o Declare? 
(London, 1 9 3 6 ) , p. 1 1 5 . 
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agree w i t h the c r i t i c , quoted by lla u r i c e tsaring, who 
thought the two circumflexed u's were hideous. 

MORE APHORISMS 
Chateaubriand 

La mort est b e l l e , e l l e est notre amie: neanmoins 
nous ne l a reconnaissons pas, parce qu'e l l e se pre'sente 
a nous masquee et que son masque nous epouvante. 

Les annees qui avaient passe sur l a t e t e ne l u i 
avaient l a i s s e que l e u r printemps. 

La mort semble nee a ^orae. 
DT, Johnson 
Ko man i s ooliged t o do as much as he can. ̂  man i s 

to have a part of h i s l i f e t o h i m s e l f . 

a pudding-faced peasant leading a defeated mob. 
: a moron, w i t h a j u t - j o w l and a stupid g l a r e 

i n shallow eyes, t r y i n g t o look f r i g h t f u l , as of course 
he i s , but not i n the way he hopes. 
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6th January '37 
un vieux Due [le m e i l l e u r des epoux) 
Demandait, en l u i t a t a n t l e pouls, 
^ sa v i e i l l e Jucnesse, 
4u'un vieux c a t a r r h e oopresse, 
'St t o n the, t ' a - t - i l oHje l a toux.-" 

I I e t a i t un uendarme, a i i a n t e u i l , 
Qui n'avait qu'une dent et qu'un o e i l ; 
Mais cet o e i l s o l i t a i r e 
a t a i t p l e i n de mystere, 
c e t t e dent, d 1 impotence et d ' o r g e u i l . 

George du Maurier 

9th May '37 
I meditate on the Glory of tne Dharmakaya^ under the 

appearance of Jesus C h r i s t . May he i l l u m i n a t e the mind. 

I l i k e t o t h i n k about Dr. Bodkin's s t o r y of the 
Chinese mandarin who sat f o r h i s p o r t r a i t l o o k i n g at a 
landscape through a window w i t h h i s bacK to the a r t i s t . 
His choice of landscape was a b e t t e r clue tnan h i s face 
t o h i s true s e l f . g 

The goolm Aiken Drum promises t o '3a the bairns w i ' 
an unkenned tune.' Wow, t h a t ' s what poetry i s , 'an 
unkenned tune,' not a repeated a i r . 3 

•The Body of the Law,' tne Buddha as the personi­
f i c a t i o n of Truth. 

O l i v e r St. J. Gogarty, AS I was going dov/n Sack-
v i l l e s t r e e t (London, 1937), p. 255. 

Gogarty, p. 225. 
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Ces nymphes, je l e s veux perpetuer. 
Si c l a i r , 

Lsur incarnat l e g e r , q u ' i l v o l t i g e dans l ' a i r 
Assoupi de somiaeils t o u f f u s . 

Aimai-je un reve? 
Mon doute, amas de n u i t ancienne, s'acheve 
En maint rameau s u b t i l , q u i , demeure l e s v r a i s 
Bois memes, prouve, h e l a s l que bien seul je m ' o f f r a i 
Pour triomphe l a f a u t e ideale des r o s e s — 
Reflechissons... 

ou s i l e s femmes dont t u gloses 
Pigurent un souhait de tes sens fabuleuxJ 
Faune, 1 ' i l l u s i o n s'echappe des yeux bleus 
St f r o i d s , comme une source en p l e u r s , de l a plus 

chaste: 
Mais, 1'autre t o u t soupirs, d i s - t u q u ' e l l e contraste 
Comme b r i s e du jo u r cnaude dans ta toison? 
Que nonJ par 1'immobile et lasse plimoison 
Suffoquant de chaleurs le matin f r a i s s ' i l l u t t e , 
We murmure point d'eau que ne verse ma f l u t e 
Au bosquet arrose d 1accords; et le seul vent 
Hors des deux tuyaux prompt a s'exhaler avant 
Q u ' i l disperse l e son dans une p l u i e a r i d e , 
C'est, a 1'horizon pas remue d'une r i d e , 
Le v i s i b l e et serein s o u f f l e a r t i f i c i e l 
Be 1 ' i n s p i r a t i o n , qui regagne l e c i e l , 

Stephane Mallarme 
Here f o l l o w s a t r a n s l a t i o n of the above e x t r a c t by 
W i l f r e d Thorley. 
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I would perpetuate these nymphs, the s w i f t 
Translucent f l e s h set drowsily a d r i f t 
Like down i n a i r . Loved I love's c o u n t e r f e i t ? 
My doubts, begotten of the long n i g h t ' s heat, 
Dislimn the woodland t i l l my triumph shows 
As the flawed shadows of a f r u s t r a t e rose. 
•"set pause and t h i n k . . .V/ere there f a i r women but 
A f l o o d of sensual fancy thou wouldst g l u t I 
Their blue eyes s p i l l i l l u s i o n l i k e the flow 
Of weeping runnels t h a t forsake t h e i r snow. 
That other, now, a l l sighs...does she release 
A summer wind t o fondle t h y warm fleece? 
Nayl through the nushed imponderable hours 
That s t i f l e the young day, no sound of showers 
I s heard save only the b r i g h t drops I blow 
To drench the branches t h a t I pipe below; 
No wind i s there save what my f l u t e gives out 
I n a r i d r a i n s w i f t - e b b i n g on the drought. 
Only along the horizon's f l a w l e s s hue 
Floats the f r a i l breath t h a t once the piper blew, 
Serene and v i s i b l e , h i s k i n d l e d flame 
Drawn up t o the f a r heaven whence i t came.]_ 

Thorley's note says: 
This i s a fragment from the celebrated xipres-midi, of 

which a miraculous rendering has been completed by Mr. 
Aldous Huxley. Mallarme's l i n e s are so v a r i o u s l y 
construed i n the e f f o r t t o achieve t h e i r sense t h a t I 
can only hope t h a t I have discovered a melodic 
coherence i n them, t h a t being, I b e l i e v e , a l l t h a t 
Mallarme sought. 

Stephane Mallarme (1842-93) born i n P a r i s and engaged 
fo r the greater part of h i s l i f e as a teacner of Englisn 
i n State schools, became a l i v i n g oracle t o the younger 

W i l f r e d Thorley, A Bouquet from France (London, 1926), 
pp. 172-3. 
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l i t e r a r y men at tne close of the l a s t century. An 
apostle of the perf e c t form, sequence of sense he 
regarded as unnecessary so long as h i s words sounded 
b e a u t i f u l and were s u f f i c i e n t t o suggest a mood or a 
dream. His vogue developed, as such fashions w i l l , i n t o 
a form of snobbery i n which o b s c u r i t y became a v i r t u e , 
and t o be understood a sign of v u l g a r i t y . The e a i l y 
Apres-midi d'un Faune i s of l i m p i d clearness when 
compared w i t h h i s l a t e r work, i n which not merely sense 
but syntax i s e n t i r e l y t o seek, though the sound and 
suggestion o± h i s l i n e s are oi d i s t u r b i n g magnificence. 
T r a n s l a t i o n of L'Azur: 

The e t e r n a l Blue, remote, serene, unkind, 
Overwhelms v/ith beauty as of i d l e f l owers 

The poet groping w i t h h i s weight of mind 
Through a r i d wastes of unassuage*d hours. 

.'aif, w i t h shut eyes I f e e l the p i e r c i n g look 
Of i t s keen eye s t r i k e down my soul's vo i d space. 

Where s h a l l I f l y ? How f o i l the sharp rebuke 
I n darkness unoeholden of i t s face? 

Rise, m i s t s ! Pour out your slow, sad, ashen breathJ 
V/ith rags of haze festoon t.he skiey r o o f 

To o'erbrim the marsh where Autumn l o i t e r e t h ; 
And rear a throne of silence f a r a l o o f . 

And thou, dear G r i e f , from pools of Lethe's t i d e 
S t e a l out and pluck the o o z e - f i l l e d rush's blade, 

With hand unwearied weave a v e i l t o hide 
The huge blue rents the h e a r t l e s s b i r d s have made 

Thorley, pp. 265-6. 
Thorley, p. 171. 
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26ttt May '38 

On a haematite seal of the t h i r d century A.D. there 
i s engraved a c r u c i f i e d Oroheus, w i t h the Moon and 
seven Stars above the Cross, and the i n s c r i p t i o n Qrpheos 
Bakkikos. The discovery of t h i s i d e n t i f i c a t i o n of C h r i s t 
w i t h the Bacchic mysteries moved me so profoundly wnen 
I made i t , now many years ago, t h a t a l l my outlook upon 
r e l i g i o n underv/ent a s p i r i t u a l change,, 1 became a 
paitaker of the mystery of C h r i s t . I saw the descent of 
the cosmic s u n - s p i r i t i n t o the e a r t h and i n t o the soul 
of man, and r e a l i s e d the r e a l i t y of the Apollonian and 
Dionysian C h r i s t . To experience C h r i s t Doth w i t h i n the 
soul and as a concrete f i g u r e i n tne objective world i s 
t o undergo the Rosicrucian i n i t i a t i o n . 

The main Orphic d o c t r i n e , as far bacK as tne time o f 
Herodotus was metempsychosis. The Time-God of these 
mysteries was Chronos ageratos ('undecaying Time').-'-

See Robert E i s l e r , Orpheus—the Fisher (London, 
1921), p. 6. 
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The s i x t e e n t h sonnet i n Humbert Wolfe's The l o u r t h 
of August i s the best sonnet I have read f o r many 
years. I t gives tne autnentic t h r i l l t h a t comes only 
from t r u e poetry. Here i t i s — 

There was a legend of the house. 'Twas said 
t h a t on a high gold night of summer a b i r d 

l i k e some great bat, t h a t f l o a t s among the dead 
screamed w i t h an e l d r i t c h c r y , and he who heard 

f o r g o t a l l e l s e , the summer and the t r e e s , 
l i f e , and perhaps a woman's weaving hands, 

i n the slow r u s t l e of unholy seas 
creaping w i t h witches' f e e t across bleached sands. 

And such a one, as i f f a r - c a l l e d , must go 
i n t o the n i g h t , i n t o the ambiguous shade 

of branches painted w i t h the moon, as though 
Columbine i n some s i l v e r masquerade 

danced, but w i t h none t h a t men would c a l l a man, 
and Harlequin had the s p l i t f e e t of Pan.]_ 

27th May '38 
The gardener i s burning something against the f a r w a l l 

beyond the lawn, behind a low hedge of shrubbery. The 
pale blue smoke d r i f t s across the background of green 
t r e e s , b e a u t i f u l , and f o r some reason, very sad. The 
azaleas have less colour than before tne r a i n of the 
oast few days; but three beds of pinks are o r i l l i a n t , 
t h e i r colour somehow b r i n g i n g t h e i r perfume t o memory. 

1 (London, 1935), p. 16. 
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The geranium, the pink and the hawthorn have a perfume 
t h a t i s e x q u i s i t e but wholly animal; an odour i s 
e x q u i s i t e decay, beauty i n ashes. 

6th December '38 
The leaded m u l l i o n s were f i l l e d w i t h pebbles of such 

opaque and imperfect glass, f u l l of wnorls and buboles, 
t h a t nothing was v i s i o l e tnrougn them. They admitted 
only a green dim t w i l i g h t , but when the window was 
unlatched 1 saw a pool w i t h w i l l o w s t r a i l i n g the water 
on the f u r t h e r side, and on the bank nearest t o me a 
nuge gander s t r e t c h i n g h i s neck over a small goose 
dozing i n d i f f e r e n t l y beside niru. 

10th October '40 
I t i s 8.0 pm and a coal black n i g h t . The wind i s 

howling among the almost l e a f l e s s t r e e s . L o t t i e i s s t i l l 
i n bed, s u f f e r i n g a constant pain t n a t never l e t s up 
unless she i s drugged. Dr. Sinton saw her today and has 
t o l d her t o take t i n c t u r e of opium, 1 drachm at bed-time 
and a second drachm during the night i f the pain r e t u r n s . 
I would not have dared to prescribe these heroic doses of 
opium, but am glad they have been ordered i f they keep 
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her from s u f f e r i n g . My own neart disease i s bad enougn 
without the a d d i t i o n a l mental agony of L o t t i e ' s pain, 
and on the top of t h a t there i s tne constant a n x i e t y of 
the war and the u n c e r t a i n t y of the f u t u r e . 3ut I can 
endure t h a t i f only she can be f r e e of pain. U n t i l t h i s 
came upon her 1 did not know \iaat sne meant to me. 'A 
p i t y beyond a l l t e l l i n g i s hid i n the heart of love* i s 
the t r u e s t t h i n g my f r i e n d W.B.Y. ever wrote. When the 
planes zoom overhead and we hear the crash of bombs and 
tne thud of A.A. f i r e I almost pray f o r a d i r e c t h i t , so 
t h a t we may escape from t h i s hideous world together. I f 
there i s anything a f t e r t h i s l i f e we s h a l l share i t , r f 
there i s nothing we s h a l l not know. 

The End 
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C h r i s t m Hades, P h i l l i p s 

8 2 9 , 

Inge 

4 8 2 . 
c h r i s t i a n church 827 

8 7 4 . 
C h r i s t i a n Mysticism, 

9 4 1 - 2 . 
C h r i s t i a n i t y 5 4 , 5 5 , 1 0 1 , 

1 0 2 , 1 1 2 , 1 1 3 , 575 , 609 , 
8 4 6 - 7 , 8 5 2 , 8 6 8 , 903 , 905 , 
9 3 2 - 3 . 

C h r i s t ' s K i r k on the Green 
482T 

Chuang Tsu 9 1 4 . 
Circe 218 . 
The Claxton Press 420 . 
Coleridge, S.T. 8 3 3 . 
C o l l e c t e d Poems, Yeats 1 2 7 . 
The C o l l e c t e d vVorks of Fiona 

Macleod 6 6 . 
Colleen 9 2 6 . 
C o l l i n s , Mabel 
Les Confessions, 

8 3 1 . 
Confessions 

8 8 5 , 8 8 6 . 
Rousseau 

Dahlke, Paul 1 1 9 , 1 2 1 , 8 4 6 , 
8 9 1 . 

Dalua the Fool 4 9 6 . 
D a n i e l the prophet 8 2 8 . 
Dante 4 1 7 , 4 4 6 , 4 4 8 , 546 , 

5 6 1 , 6 1 4 . 
Dasgupta, Prof S. 1 2 1 , 8 9 2 . 
David 1 8 4 , psalms of 4 3 6 . 
Davidson, John 4 7 7 . 
decadence 2 5 , 2 6 - 7 , 32 , 4 4 , 

454 , 4 9 3 , 5 2 2 , 530 , o r i g i n s 
5 4 3 - 4 . 

Dee, John 1 0 6 . 
D e i r d r e 1 4 1 , 4 7 2 . 
Deirdre myth 37 , 1 4 1 . 
D e l a c r o i x 1 7 2 . 
'Demon and beast,' Yeats 93-
Der^me, T r i s t a n 8 2 6 . 
devacham 8 6 9 . 
Dian 2 1 4 . 
Piarmuid and C-rania, Moore and 

of an E n g l i s h 
de Qumcey 

Louis; 

Opium-Eater, 
547 . 

Constant, Alphonse 
see El i p h a s L e v i . 

Constantme 4 1 5 . 
Conway, Rev Bertrand L 
Corot 9 1 6 . 
'The C o t t a r ' s Saturday N i g h t 

Yeats 4 5 8 . 
jJionysiac mystery 1 1 2 , 955 . 
Dionysius the Areopagite, R o l t 

9 3 6 . 
Dionysus 239 , 8 7 9 . 
D i s r a e l i 8 2 7 . 
The D i v i n e Comedy, Dante 6 1 4 . 
Dodona 2 6 2 . 
The Dominion of Dreams, Fiona 

Burns 4 3 5 - 6 , 4 3 9 , 8 3 6 . 
Courtney, W.L. 6 4 . 
C r a i g , E d i t h 6 4 . 
Cralegus 9 0 7 . 
C r i t e r i o n 1 1 9 . 
Cruden's Concordance 892 

939 . Macleod 
Dooly, Mr 
''Doyal, Dr 
"The 

1 5 , 

cryptomnesia 
Cybele 618 . 

5 6 . 

Dream 
1 1 0 . 

Drum, Aiken 
L'ryden, John 
Dulamon, M. 
Dunbar, Vv'm. 
Dunne, Peter 

4 7 3 , 490 . 
8 9 9 . 
E . A . 5 0 . 
of S c i p i o , " Macrobius 

9 5 1 . 
6 8 - 9 . 

5 3 6 . 
4 8 6 . 
F'mley 

Duse, Eleonora 24 
8 9 9 . 

5 1 6 . 

Douglas, A l f r e d b33„ 
Douglas, Gavin lj . 6 6 . 
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Easter R i s i n g ( D u b l i n ) 
5 2 , 9 3 . 

Eclogues, V i r g i l 4 8 1 . 
Eaame 37 . 
E i g h t y Poems, ed. Strong 

9 6 , 350 , 356 , 358 . 
E i s l e r , Robert 9 5 5 . 
L l i a s 9 2 1 , 935 , 9 4 7 . 
E l i o t , T.S. 1 2 8 , 8 5 0 . 
EllmanJJ Richard 7 1 , 1 1 0 . 
Eloge du Maquillage, 

Baudelaire 5 5 2 - 7 . 
Encyclopoedia B r i t a n n i c a 

8 3 1 , 8 9 2 . 
Endsleigh Palace H o s p i t a l 

f o r O f f i c e r s 5 3 . 
Ennius 4 8 1 , 4 8 6 - 7 . 
En Route, Huysmans 8 5 6 - 7 . 
Enya 3 0 1 . 
Epicurus 2 4 1 . 
E p o m n e 1 9 8 . 
Eros 254 , 4 1 5 . 
E s o t e r i c Buddhism, S m n e t t 

5 4 , 1 0 0 , 8 5 1 , 8 5 4 . 
E u r i p i d e s 4 6 1 . 
Evans-ffent^, vf.Y. 1 1 9 . 
Evelyn Innes, G. Moore 5 0 6 . 
The E x t r a Pharmacopea, ed. 

Mart m d a l e 8 9 2 . 
Eyeless m Gaza, Huxley 

8 5 2 - 3 . 

E a v i l Press 7 6 . 
ffgtes Galantes, Verlame 

8 3 2 . 
Pmgal 4 7 1 . 
The F i r s t Men on the Moon. 

Wells 8 8 9 . 
F l e t c h e r , Dr* Ian 1 0 . 

Les Fleurs du Mai; see 
Flowers of E v i l and 
Baudelaire -

The Flowers o i E v i l , 
Baudelaire 1 6 9 - 2 2 3 . 

The Flowers of E v i l , ed. 
Laver 350 , 354 . 

The Flowers of E v i l , ed. 
Mathews 4 9 , 350 , 3 5 3 - 6 . 

'For Courage,' Anderson 
4 2 2 . 

Forbes, R o s i t a 8 8 6 . 
The F o r t n i g h t l y Review 4 1 9 . 
Foundations of Tibetan 

Mysticism, Govmda 8 3 5 . 
The Fourth of August, Wolie 

956 . 
France, Anatole 1 2 8 . 
F r a s c i t i 1 9 9 . 
From Jesus t o C h r i s t , 

Sterner 9 3 2 . 
F u r t h e r E x t r a c t s from the 

Note-Books of Samuel 
B u t l e r 8 2 8 - 9 . 

G a r r e t , B.J. 915 , 928 , 943 . 
Gautama; see Buddha. 
Ga u t i e r , ThSophile 533 , 5 3 4 -

5, 5 3 6 - 7 , 5 5 1 , 5 5 9 - 6 0 , 8 3 3 . 
Gavarni 2 0 2 . 
Gee, Harry 9 1 4 - 5 . 
The Geeta; see Bhagavad-Gita. 
The Geisha 457 . 
Ghost S t o r i e s of an A n t i q u a r y 

James 8 5 4 . 
Gielgud, John 8 9 9 , 9 2 6 . 
G i l b e r t and S u l l i v a n 4 5 5 . 
G i l s o n , Etienne 1 2 6 . 
The G i r l from Down There 460 
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The G i t a ; see Bhagavad-Gita. 
Gladstone 8 2 8 . 
Glimpses O'Auld Lan& Syne, 

Watson 350 , 5 2 0 . 
The G l i t t e r i n g Road, Mackenzie 

4 2 4 . 
The Glastonbury S c r i p t s , jjond 

613 . 
gnosis 9 0 , 6 0 1 . 
g n o s t i c i s m 2 7 , 545 , 590 , 

5 9 9 - 6 0 0 . 
God the I n v i s i b l e King, Wells 

8 8 8 . 
Goethe 8 3 5 - 6 . 
Goethe and Beethoven, Rolland 

8 3 5 - 6 , 
Gogarty, O l i v e r S t * J . 9 5 1 . 
The GoMen Ass, Apuleius 9 0 0 . 
The Golden Book Magazine (l\iew 

York) 350 , 3 5 4 . 
Golden Dawn, Hermetic Order 

of 1 1 2 . 
Goldstone, Dr Forman 1 2 5 . 
"The Gospel of Isn a r a 

G h r i s t n a , whom they c a l l 
Jesus C h r i s t " 1 1 1 . 

'Gospel of St John' 8 4 6 , 
8 5 5 , 8 8 6 , 9 1 8 - 9 , 9 2 0 - 1 . 

The Gospel of St John, Sterner 
8 2 4 , 8 5 5 . 

Gotama; see Buddha. 
Govmda, A.B. 8 3 5 . 
Goya 1 7 2 . 
Gray, Dr W.G. 5 1 . 
Greek Lexicon, L i d d e l l and 

Scott 8 9 1 , 9 3 5 . 
Greek Studies, Pater 8 5 4 . 
Green Memory, Strong 1 1 3 . 
Guenevere 1 5 0 , 1 5 6 - 6 0 , 334 , 

446 , 4 5 0 , 4 5 5 . 

Haggard, Rider 8 5 4 . 

'The Harper of Bmnorie' 
4 5 9 , 513-

Harpocrates 414 . 
Hart-Davis, Rupert 6 . 
Harun Al-Rashid 7 1 , 7 5 2 . 
Hathor 2 5 2 , 2 7 9 , 2 8 4 , 2 8 8 , 

2 9 2 . 
Have You Anything t o 

Declare? Baring 949« 
H a z l i t t 9 3 0 . 
'Healing,' Anderson 4 2 2 . 
H e a l t h , Education and 

Research Council 1 1 7 . 
Hearn, L a i c a d i o 585 . 
Hearts o i the P o l i c e 4 6 7 . 
Hector 1 9 5 . 
Hegel, G.W.F. 1 1 4 , 1 2 6 , 

9 3 6 - 9 , 9 4 2 . 
Hemdel, Max 8 9 3 . 
Helen of Troy 1 4 0 , 2 5 5 , 

2 5 8 , 279 , 446 , 6 1 2 . 
Henley, w .E. 436 , 4 3 9 - 4 0 , 

4 7 7 , 4 8 7 . 
Helenus 1 9 5 . 
H e r a c l i t u s 7 7 . 
Hercules 1 7 2 . 
Hermes 5 7 6 . 
hermeticism 55 , 1 0 1 , 5 8 7 -

8 , 60b . 
Herod 389-
*Herodiade,' Mallarme 

8 3 2 , 8 4 1 . 
Herodias 389 . 
Herodotus 9 5 5 . 
H i p p o l y t u s 918 . 
The H i s t o r y o l the L i n c o l n -

Shire Regiment: 1 9 1 4 - 1 9 1 8 , 
ed. Simpson 5 2 . 

H i t l e r 8 9 0 , 950 . 
Hogg, James 5 1 1 . 
Homer 435 , 442 , 455 , 4 9 0 , 

512 , 588 . 
Hone, Joseph 1 2 , 1 3 - / 1 ^ , 1 5 , 

8 2 , 108.. 
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Horace 2 4 1 , 4 3 4 . 
Horus 626 . 
horae Diurnae 6 2 . 
House of Usna, Fiona Macleod 

6 6 . 
Hugo, V i c t o r 546 , 547 , 5 6 2 . 
The Human Soul, Vomer 

8 5 4 , 8 9 1 . 
Humbolt, Wilhelm von 8 3 5 . 
Hunneker, James Gibbon 4 7 . 
Huxley, Aldous 8 5 2 - 3 , 953 . 
Huysmans 1 0 5 , 506 , 8 5 6 - 7 , 
hypnopompic r e v e r i e 5 6 . 

Iamblicus 5 9 4 . 
Ibsen 6 6 . 
Ideas of Good and B v i l , 

Yeats 4 1 9 , 4 3 0 . 
The I d e n t i t y of Yeats, 

Ellmann 7 1 , 1 1 0 . 
I d y l l s o l the Kma. 

Tennyson 4 5 5 . 
I l d a t h 1 5 3 , 1 5 7 . 
I l i a d 455 , 5 1 2 . 
I l l i n o i s , Univ. of 6 , 1 5 , 

36 , 6 0 - 1 , 7 3 , 7 4 , 1 0 2 , 
1 0 6 , 109 , 1 1 7 , 1 2 5 . 

'An Image from a Past L i f e , 1 

Yeats 8 7 - 8 , 9 4 - 5 . 
Imaginary P o r t r a i t s . Pater 

8 5 4 . 
An i n a i a n L'ionK S h n 

P u r o h i t 1 2 1 . 
'The I n d i a n t o h i s Love,' 
Yeats 34 , 483 , 4 8 8 . 

I n d r a 417 . 
Inge, w.R. 8 2 7 , 918 , 9 4 1 - 2 . 
" I n v i t a t i o n t o the «valtz" 

229 . 
I r i s h L i t e r a r y Theatre 

458 , 4 6 6 . 
I s e u l t 376 , 4 4 6 . 

I s i s 56 , 2 7 2 , 2 8 7 . 
Islam 936 , f r e q u e n t l y m 

"Hourmahal". 

Jaques 4 1 6 . 
Au J a r d m de I ' I n f a n t e , 

Samain 8 3 3 . 
James, M..R. 8 5 4 , 8 9 9 , 

900 , 9 3 4 - 3 . 
Jehovah 8 4 , 280 , 624 . 
St Jerome 9 3 4 - 5 . 
Jesse, P. Tennyson 8 5 5 . 
Jesus; see C h r i s t . 
'La deune Parque,' 

v a l e r y 8 2 6 . 
Joachim of F l o r a 4 4 8 , 4 5 3 . 
John the B a p t i s t 9 2 1 , 935 . 
Johnson, Samuel 9 2 9 - 3 0 , 9 5 0 . 
'The J o l l y Beggars,' Burns 

4 3 6 . 
Juan, Don 1 8 1 . 
Judaism 935 . 
Judas 8 2 8 . 
Jung, C.G. 8 3 4 . 

Kahala Denudata 1 1 6 , 8 7 5 . 
The Kabbala, Unveiled, Mathers 

8 7 5 . 
K a b b a l i s t s ; see Cabbala. 
karma 8 4 , 595 , 596 , 597 , 

599 , 8 3 4 , 8 6 6 - 7 , 8 6 8 , 8 7 7 , 
8 9 8 , 915 , 918 , 920 , 9 3 3 - 4 , 
9 4 4 - 8 . 

Keats, John 4 3 2 , 4 6 0 . 
K e i g h t l y , C y r i l 4 5 1 . 
K e i t h o i r 4 9 8 . 
K e l l e t t , Edward 909 . 
Kent, James T y l e r 8 9 3 . 
A Key t o the Dogtrme of the 

Euctoanst, Vomer 873« 
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Ke y s e r l m g , Hermann 829-
Khepera 610. 
Kim, K i p l i n g 855, 889. 
K i p l i n g 855, 889-90. 
Knox, John 407, 470, 476, 

482. 
Koot Hoomis 886. 
Krishna 101, 832, 84b, 903. 

The Lacquer Lady, Jesse 855. 
Lais 198. 
The Land of Heart's Desire, 

Yeats 467, 474. 
'Las de l'Amer Repos,' 
Mallarme 832. 

L a t i n D i c t i o n a r y , Lewis and 
Short 891, 935. 

Laughton, Charles 900. 
Launcelot 150, 156-60, 334, 

446, 450, 453, 455. 
Laver, <james 350. 
St Lawrence 833. 
Lazarus 183, 927. 
Lectures on Homoeopathic 

Materia k e d i c a , Kent 893. 
Lectures on the H i s t o r y of 

the Eastern Church, Stanle 
830. 

Lectures on the Philosophy 
of R e l i g i o n , Hegel 942. 

Leigh I n f i r m a r y 115-6. 
Leo X, Pope 834, 328. 
Lethe 174. 
L e t t e r s of the E a r l o i 

0x1ord.... A s q u i t h 827. 
L e t t e r s of W.B. Yeats, ed. 
Wade 12, 13. 

L e v i , Eliphas 27, 30, 45, 
99, 542, 545. 

L i g h t on the Path, C o l l i n s 
127, 885. 

L i n c o l n s h i r e Regiment 52, 
see also H i s t o r y o f . . . . 

Lindsay, David 486. 
L i r 157. 
L i s t z , Eranz 239-40. 
The L i t e r a r y Theatre Club 

64. 
L i t t l e Poems m Prose, 

Baudelaire t e x t s 224-
51, 547, 551, 563. 

L i z z i e (housekeeper t o 
Sturm) 853, 864-5, 866, 
874, 883, 906, 908, 913. 

The 'Lodge' 103, 118. 
Lodge, S i r O l i v e r 127. 
Lolita-Sahasranama 915. 
'London Eorum' 111. 
London Univ. L i b r a r y 63, 

356. 
L o r r e , Peter 926. 
•The Lotos-Eaters,' 

Tennyson 832. 
Lo u i s , Don 181. 

Macbeth, Lady 202. 
MacKensie, Wm. 41, 424. 
Mackie, Alexander 520. 
Macrobn Commentariorum m 

Somnum S c i p i o n i s 15, 110. 
Macrobius 15, 110. 
McTaggart, <J. McT. E. 114, 

126, 936-9. 
M'Whisht, Mrs 435. 
McWilliam, Prof 52. 
'Madame l a Marquise,' de 
Musset 8^3. 

M a e t e r l i n c k , Maurice 25, 
b4, 493. 

Maeve 255. 
magi 27, 85, 264, 545, 57"3, 

596, 631, 877. 
'The Magi, 1 Yeats 84. 
magic; see t h e u r g i c . . . 
Mahaysbia Buddhism, 

Suzuki; see O u t l i n e s o f . . . 
**Mncleod, f^iona; see Wm. Sharp. 
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Mallarme, Stephane"' 26, b l - 2 , 
270, 483, 53b, 619, 632, 
833, 841, 845, 854, 952-4. 

kananan 157. 
Manchester, Univ. of 5, 51. 
Mandookya Upanishad 119. 
hannin, E t h e l 13. 
mantram 835. 
Marius the Epicurean, Pater 

57. 
Marpessa, P h i l l i p s 482. 
M a r t i n , Dr J. S a c k v i l l e 68, 

635, 669, 899, 927. 
Marx Brothers 890-1. 
M a s e f i e l d , John 64. 
The Masquers 64, 464. 
The Master of B a l l a n t r a e , 

Stevenson 513. 
Masterworks o i World L i t e r a ­

t u r e 350, 354-5. 
Mathers, S.L. MacGregor 

875. 
Mathews, E l k m 40. 
Mathews, M a r t h i e l and Jack­

son 49, 350. 
Maugham, Somerset 855. 
Be Maupassant 855. 
du Maurier, George 951. 
Mead, G.R.S. 590. 
Medical Annual 901. 
The Medical D i r e c t o r y 115. 
M e g r e l l , A l i c e 833. 
Meist e r Eckhart 892. 
Melchisedek 861. 
The Mermaid Society 4 6 4 . 
The Messiah. Kandel 4 6 8 . 
metempsychosis (see Umbrae 

S i l e n t e s ) 834, 917-9, 
920-1, 930-7. 

Metzer, K a r l 858. 
Meyers, F r e d e r i c k 827. 
Michael Robartes and the 

Dancer, Yeats 94-5. 
Michelangelo 172, 202. 

M i l t o n 833, 910. 
Minerva 562, 588. 
Minos 244. 
MODERN LIBRARY s e r i e s ; 

see Random House 48. 
Mohammed 563, 689, 720, 

771. 
de Molmos, Michael 

923-4, 928. 
Monas H i e r o g l y p h i c a , 

Dee 106. 
de Montesquiou, Robert 

922. 
Moore, George 506. 
Moore, Mabel 452. 
Moore, Thomas 435. 
Moore, T* Sturge 1 3 , 63-

4, 68, 75-7, 105, 252, 
356, 833, 927. 

Moore, V i r g i n i a 110, 
'Morag of the ( i l e n , 1 

Fiona Macleod 499. 
Moreau, Gusxave 105. 
Morley, John 434. 
M o r r i s , Wm. 497. 
'Mr Robert Bridges,' 
Yeats 430. 

Murray, G i l b e r t 64. 
de Musset, A. 833, 949. 
M u s s o l i n i 887, 950 . 
The Mysteries of Magic..., 

Waite 99. 

The Harrow Corner, 
Maugham «55. 

.Nathanael 428. 
de N e r v a l , Gerard 42. 
The Iiew Barmaid 467. 
Newman, J.H. 836-7, 857. 
A Night a t the Opera 890. 
'Nineteen Hundred and 
Nineteen,' Yeats 73. 
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The Nineteenth Century 
8 9 9 . 

Noah 396 . 
North Midland F i e l d 

Ambulance se r v i c e 5 2 . 
The Noh 65 , 6 8 . 
de l a N u i t , Gaspard 1 3 2 , 

8 2 6 . 

L' Ob.iet, Huysmans 8 5 6 . 
The Observer 7 9 - 8 0 . 
o c c u l t i s m 1 6 , 1 7 , 20 , 2 3 , 

2 6 , 2 7 , 32 , 4 2 - 4 , 4 5 , 
5 3 - 9 , 6 1 - 2 , 64 , 6 9 - 7 0 , 
7 5 - 6 , 8 3 , 8 4 , 8 9 , 9 3 - 4 , 
9 9 - 1 0 6 , 1 0 7 - 1 6 , 125 , 
5 4 2 - 6 , 5 6 5 - 6 , (see Umbrae 
S i l e n t e s ) 8 3 4 , 8 7 0 - 1 , 
9 1 5 - 6 , 9 3 0 - 1 , 940 , 9 5 5 . 

•Ode t o a Louse,' Burns 
4 4 4 . 

Odysseus 4 7 2 . 
Oedipus 8 2 4 . 
O l i v e r , E d i t h 1 2 7 . 
On Reading Shakespeare, L.P. 

Smith 8 9 8 . 
On the Spot. Wallace 900 . 
"On T u l l o s H i l l Beside the 

Sea" 373 . 
Ophir 1 3 9 . 
O r c h i l 4 9 9 . 
Orpheus 955 . 
£)rpheus—the F i s h e r , E i s l e r 

9 5 5 . 
Orthodox Church, Eastern 

8 2 9 , 8 3 0 - 1 , 8 6 7 . 
Osmond, Dorothy 5 4 , 5 5 , 

8 4 7 . 
Ossian 4 7 2 . 
Ouspensky, P.D. 1 2 7 . 
O u t l i n e s of Mah&yetna 

Buddhism, Suzuki 8 5 5 , 
8 6 2 , 8 6 6 - 7 , 8 7 7 . 

Ovid 1 9 4 . 
Oxford Book of Modern E n g l i s h 

Verse, ed. Yeats 1 8 , 63 , 
1 1 8 - 2 0 , 350 , 356 . 

Oxford Chronicle 8 0 . 

•Palestrlna 507. 
Paleologus, Michael 1 0 9 . 
The P a l l M a l l Gazette and 

Globe 8 0 . 
P a l l a s Athene 5 6 2 . 
Palomide 1 4 0 , 1 4 9 - 5 0 , 334 , 
Pan 1 7 6 . 
Pao P'u Tsu 914 . 
Paolo and Francesca, 

P h i l l i p s 33 , 3 4 , 4 4 6 - 5 6 , 
458 , 4 8 2 . 

Paracelsus 5 6 , 583 , 619 . 
P a r i s 446 , 453 . 
Pasht (Bast) 8 6 4 . 
P a t a n j a l i 8 3 5 . 
Pater, Walter 4 3 , 5 7 , 532 , 

8 5 4 . 
St Paul 6 1 1 , 626 , 8 8 6 , 918 . 
Peg's Paper 8 9 9 . 
PgllSas and Melisande, 

M a e t e r l i n c k 6 5 , 458 , 4 6 1 , 
4 6 7 . 

Peneus 5 8 2 . 
Per Arnica S i l e n t i a Lunae, 

Yeats 5 8 . 
Personal I d e a l i s m and 

Mysticism, Inge 9 4 1 . 
Personal Problems o i L i f e , 

K e y s e r l m g 8 2 9 . 
P e t i t Larousse 8 9 1 . 
Petronius (pseud. I'.P. Sturm) 

2 0 . 
Phaedrus, P l a t o 5 7 9 . 
Phe*dre ,~Racme 9 4 9 . 
P h i l l i p s , Stephen 447 , 455 , 

477 , 4 8 2 . 
P h i l o s o p h i c a l Studies, 

McTaggart 938 . 



- 986 -

The Philosophy of 
P l o t m u s , Inge 9 1 8 . 

The Philosophy o l Yoga, 
Sharpe 1 1 1 . 

Phoebus 1 7 6 . 
Pius X, Pope 5 0 6 - 9 . 
p l a n c h e t t e 1 0 3 . 
P l a t o 579 , 590 , 614 , 

910 ; ...'s year 5 9 0 . 
p l a t o m s t s 59 , 576 , 5 8 3 , 

9 1 0 . 
P l o t m u s 57 , 577 , 579 , 

600 , 6 0 1 , 6 2 0 - 1 , 9 1 8 . 
Poe, E. A. 4 6 , 4 9 7 - 8 , 

539 , 5 5 1 , 5 5 8 - 9 , 565 , 
5 6 6 , 567 , 8 3 3 . 

Poems, Poe 8^3 . 
Poems and B a l l a d s , 

Swinburne 539 , 8 3 3 . 
The Poems and Prose Poems 

of Charles Baudelaire, 
ed. Hunneker 4 7 , 350 , 
3 5 3 - 6 . 

Poesies, valery 8 2 6 . 
The Poetry o i the C e l t i c 

Races, Renan 37 , 4 6 9 . 
Poetry of Today: 1940 1 2 7 . 
Pope, Alexander 433 . 
Pound, Ezra 8 1 , 849 , 8 5 0 . 
The P r a c t i c e of Medicine, 

P r i c e 8 9 2 . 
The P r a c t i t i o n e r 1 0 7 . 
'A Prayer t o r my Daughter, 1 

Yeats 7 3 . 
pre-Adamite Kings, legend 

o l 5 9 8 . 
pre-Raphaelitism 37 , 7 9 . 
P r e s b y t e r i a n Messenger 

5 7 4 . 
p r e s b y t e r i a m s m 55 , 4 6 6 . 
Princess ol(Babylon 6 7 , 

5 7 8 . 
De P r o c e l l i s , Pr Pranciscus 

1 0 2 . 
Proclus 579 , 600 . 

Prose and Poetry of 
Charles Baudelaire 4 8 . 

Proust, Marcel 7 8 - 9 . 
Psychology and Alchemy, 

Jung 8 3 4 . 
psychopomp b l . 
Ptolemy 1 0 8 . 
Puget 1 7 2 . 
Pyrrhus 1 9 5 . 

Queen Mary's Army A u x i l i a r y 
Corps 53« 

'The Queen's /;ake,' Hogg 
5 1 1 . 

The Question aox, Conway 
9 3 9 . 

de Qumcey, Thomas 547 . 
Qumn, P r o f * J. Kerker 6 , 

7 , 1 0 . 

Rabelais 4 3 6 . 
Racine 128 , 8 4 5 , 949 . 
R a f t e r y 404 . 
Reba Yoga, Vivikananda 

9 4 1 . 
r e - i n c a r n a t i o n ; see 

metempsychosis. 
Rembrandt 1 7 2 . 
The Renaissance, Pater 

8 5 4 . 
Renan, J. Ernest 3 7 , 

4 6 9 , 4 7 1 . 
•The Return of Ulysses,' 
Yeats 4 3 0 . 

Rhadamanthus 244 . 
R i c k e t t s , Charles 6 4 . 
Rimbaud 5 4 9 - 5 0 . 
Robertson, W.J. 4 8 . 
Holland, Roraam 8 3 5 - 6 . 
R o l t , C.E. 936 . 
Romantic A r t , Baudelaire 

5 5 1 . 
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Romeo and J u l i e t , Shake­
speare 899. 

Romulus ana Remus 824. 
Ronsara 845. 
Rosicr u c i a n Cosmo-

Conception , Hemdel 
893. 

r o s i c r u c i a m s m l b , 101, 
955. 

Rosmim S e r b a t i , Antonio 
922. 

R o s s e t t i , D.G. 497-8. 
R o s s i n i 504. 
Rousseau, J.-J. 831. 
The Rout of the Amazons, 

Sturge Moore 833. 
Royal Army Medical Corps 

51, 52. 
Royal Society of Medicine 

51. 
Rua, 0 ' S u l l i v a n 404. 
Rubens 172. 
R u s s e l l , George W; see AE. 
R u t t e r , Owen 945. 

Samtsbury, Prof 563. 
Samain, A l b e r t 833, see 

also Gaspard de l a N u i t . 
San Toy 474, 478. 
Sanatorium f o r I n l e c t i o u s 

Diseases, A s t l e y , Lanes. 
116. 

S a n j i v i 111. 
Santayana, George 127. 
Saunders, Max; see Max 

Schultze. 
S a v i l e , George—Marquess 

of H a l i f a x 929. 
The Scales of Karma, 

R u t t e r 945. 
Schuessler, Dr W.H. 894-5. 
Schultze, C.E.A.; see 

C h a r l o t t e Sturm. 

Schultze, Max 127, 898, 
902, 919. 

S c i p i o 15, 110. 
S c o t t , S i r Walter 490. 
The Sea i s Kind, Sturge 

Moore 833. 
"The Second Coming,' Yeats 

85-6. 
The Secret Agent 926. 
The Secfet D o c t r i n e , 

Blavatsky 892. 
The Secret Do c t r i n e m 

I s r a e l , Waite 892. 
The Secret of the Golden 

Flower,... 121. 
Sephton, Dr R.B. 853-4. 
Sephton, Miss 910-^L. 
•Sermon of Benares' 846. 
The Shadowy Waters, Yeats 

32, 36, b5, 70, 458, 832, 
Shakespeare Head Press 

76-7, 82. 
Shakespeare, O l i v i a 12. 
Shakespeare, Wm. 435, 442, 

455, 496, 51b , 518, 845, 
8b7, 892, <398-9, 900 , 9 0 1 . 

Sharp, Becky 4 5 3 - 4 . 
Sharp, E l i z . A. 66. 
Sharp, Wm. 4 1 , 6 4 , 65 - 6 , 

473, 476, 477, 478, 
490-501. 

Sharpe, E I i z . I l l , 916. 
Sharrock, Profx R. 10. 
Shaw, G.B. 892, 899-
Sheba, Queen of 71, 279. 
The Shee 153, 577. 
Shelley, P.B. 566, 
S h e r r a t t , Mrs 857. 
Sheva 698. 
Ship o l I s i s 56-7. 
S h r i P u r o h i t Swami 119, 

121. 
A S i c i l i a n I d y l l , Sturge 

Moore 833. 
Siddons, Sarah 516. 
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' S i l k o' the Kme, • Fiona 
Macleod 499. 

Simols 194. 
Simpson, Major-General 

O.K. 52. 
'The Sin L a t e r , ' Fiona 
Macleod 499-

S m n e t t , A-P, 54, 100=1, 
851, 854. 

Smton, Dr 957. 
Smith, Logan P e a r s a l l 

898. 
Smith, Thomas Robert 48, 

529. 
Solomon 71, 753. 
'Solomon and the flitch,' 
Yeats 71. 

'Solomon and Sheba,' 
Yeats 71. 

Songs m Season, 
Anderson 420. 

'Soupir,' Mallarme 61, 
619, 832. 

Spencer 833. 
Spender, Stephen 8 3 6 , 

849. 
The S p i r i t u a l Guide, de 
Molmos 923 -4 , 928. 

s p i r i t u a l i s m 101, 103, 
612-3. 

Sprigg, S i r Edmund 
125, 129. 

The Stage Society 6 4 . 
Stanley, A.P. 830. 
Stead, Wm. Force 125. 
Sterne r , Rudolf 16, 54, 

112-3, 824, 846, 847-8, 
851, 932. 

Stevenson, L.T.W. 9, 76, 
97, 111, 119. 

Stevenson, R.L. 479, 513. 
Stewart, Prof Jugald 441. 
S t i t c h , Wilhelmma 849. 
Stoddart, Rev Mr 455. 

Storm, Alex 18. 
Storm, Margaret 18. 
Strong, L . A . G . 96-7, 113. 
Stuart, H. 97. 
Studies m Hegelian Cosmology, 
McTaggart 936, 938 -9 . 

Sturm; see also Storm. 
Sturm, Aloysius 863, 883, 

943. 
Sturm, Bessie Pearce l b , 169, 

841, 852, 881-2. 
Sturm, Charlotte 38 -9 , 40, 

50, 51, 52 -3 , 54, 56, 62-3, 
77, 102 -5 , 113, 119, 126, 
128-30, 139, 253, 357, 853, 
859-60, 863, 866, 870, 871, 
879, 897, 898, 902, 903-4, 
906, 907, 911, 916-7, 919-
20, 92b-9, 943, 957-8. 

Sturm, Jorothy 10, 19, 33 , 
39, 50, 128. 

army career 51-3, 872, 888. 
a t t i t u d e t o a r t 22-33, 58-9, 
99, 838, 845, 901, 902, 907, 
927. b i r t h , f a m i l y and e a r l y 
years 18-20, 55-6, 100, 
572-5, 593, 597, 617-8, 623-
7, 852, 881-2. correspondence 
w i t h Yeats 5-6, 7, 10, 15, 
36, 60-1, 73, 74, 102, 106, 
109, 117, 123, 125. d e c l i n e 
of h e a l t h 117, 125, 128-30, 
884-5, 957-8. d i s a o n t m u a t i o n 
of c r e a t i v e work 16-7, 77, 
93-4, 98-100, 114-5, 124-5, 
838, 856, 863, 675, 879. 

Sturm, F.P. 
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S turm, P.P. 
e x c l u s i o n from C h r i s t i a n i t y 575 , 609 . f i n a l 
r e l i g i o - p h i l o s o p h i c p o s i t i o n 8 3 4 - 5 , 8 3 7 - 8 , 8 4 6 , 
8 4 7 , 8 5 2 , d62-3, 8 6 7 , 8 7 2 , 9 0 0 - 1 , 903 , 9 0 4 - 5 , 9 2 0 - 1 , 
9 2 3 - 6 , 932-3, 9 3 6 - 7 , 9 3 9 - 4 0 , 9 5 1 , 955 . j o u r n a l i s t 
and c r i t i c 2 1 f . marriage 3 8 . medical career 3 8 - 9 , 
4 9 - 5 1 , 95=6 , 1 0 6 - 7 , 1 1 5 - 7 , 125 , 8 6 8 , 8 7 5 , 8 9 3 - 5 , 
8 9 5 - 6 , 9 0 1 - 2 , 907 , 9 1 2 . meeting w i t h Yeats 32-3, 
3 9 . o c c u l t experience and thought 5 5 , 5 6 - 7 , 100 , 
101-4,, 1 1 2 , see Umbrae S i l e n t e s , 841-3, 8 4 6 , 9 4 2 . 
on Beauty as o b j e c t of a r t 2 3 - 4 . on i s o l a t i o n of 
a r t i s t 2 2 . on power of v e r b a l enchantment 31-3, 
6 1 - 2 , 8 3 6 , 8 4 1 . on r e l i g i o u s f u n c t i o n of a r t 2 8 - 3 2 , 

# 4 4 , 5 8 - 9 , 6 7 , 9 9 - 1 0 0 . on u n i t y of c u l t u r e 2 8 - 9 . 
/ philosophical/.poetry discussed 3 4 - 8 , 4 0 , 5 8 , 7 1 - 5 , 

-;;„M. 8 3 - 9 7 . psychic drama, i n t e r e s t m 6 4 - 7 1 . pseudonym 
7 of^ P r . Pransciscus De P r o c e l l i s 1 0 2 . p u b l i c 

c o n f o r m i t y 1 7 . r e t i r e m e n t 8 9 6 - 8 , 9 0 7 . sojourn m 
B r i t t a n y (Pont Aven) 4 1 . journey t o I r e l a n d 5 2 , 
605-u. 

S turm, P.P. 

works c i t e d : 'The Accursed' t e x t 207 , 355 . "The 
Adenoid C h i l d " 1 0 7 . 'The Adventurer' t e x t 2 7 8 . 
'An A i r on a Lute' 8 4 , t e x t 2 7 0 , 357 . 'Akbar' 
t e x t 3 4 0 - 1 , 3 6 0 , 7 0 0 - 1 . , 'Akbar t o Nourmahal' t e x t 
342 , 360 , 7 0 4 . ' A l l m One' ; see 'The Temptation'. 
• A l l Saints Day' t e x t 333, 3 6 0 . 'An Allegory-' ' 
t e x t 206 , 355 . 'Already! 1 t e x t 2 3 3 - 4 , 356 . 'The 
Amber Cup' t e x t 2 5 9 . 'The Ancient Wisdom' t e x t 
317 , 3 5 9 . '"And he ate husks'" t e x t 327 , 3 6 0 . 
'The Archangels' 8 3 - 4 , t e x t 2 8 0 . 'At Dawn' t e x t 
3 1 1 , 359 . *At Mass' t e x t 322 , 359 . 'At One o'clock 
m the Morning' t e x t 9 3 - 4 , 356 . 'The Autumn of the 
World' t e x t 329 , 360 . 'Badoura' t e x t 340 , 360 , 6 9 6 . 
'Badoura and the Shadows' t e x t 342.-3, 360 , 712-3. 
'Badoura's Song' t e x t 337 , 360 , 6 6 2 . 'The Balcony' 
t e x t 1 7 5 , 353 , 5 6 1 . 'Ballad of the Queen's Secret' 
t e x t 3 2 9 - 3 2 , 3 6 0 . 'The Beacons' t e x t 1 7 2 , 353 . 'La 
B e a t r i c e 1 t e x t 208 , 355 . 'Beauty' t e x t 174 , 553, 
5 6 2 . 'The Beckoning Star' 4 7 , t e x t 336 , 3 6 0 . 

'U,. p o s i t i o n i n c o n f l i c t w i t h a r t 89-9I1., 98-IOO, 838. 
"7 Petronius 2 0 . pseudonym of 
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turm, P.P., works c i t e d (cont'd) 

•The Beggar 1 t e x t 297-8, 358. 'The B e n e d i c t i o n 1 

t e x t 211-4, 355. 'Beyond' t e x t 161, 353. 'Bien L o i n 
d ' I c i ' t e x t 190, 354. 'The Blessed Road 1 40, t e x t 
162, 353. 'A Book of Verse' 26, 28, 32, t e x t 427-33. 
•By Candle L i g h t ' t e x t 281, 358. 'The\0all of the 
Sea' t e x t 315, 359. 'Cap and B e l l s * t e x t 155, 352. 
'Cease t o be Wise' t e x t 143, 351. 'Charles Baudelaire: 
A Study 10, 26-8, 30, 42-6, t e x t 529-67. 'The C i t y of 
Dreams' t e x t 299, 358. "Clavis Absconditorum" 75-6. 
•The Comforters' t e x t 260. 'The C o n f i t e o r of the 
A r t i s t ' t e x t 238, 356. 'Contemplation' t e x t 191, 
354. 'The Corpse* t e x t 204-5, 355, 544, 561. 
'Correspondences' t e x t 182, 354, 548, 558. 'Credo' 
t e x t 168, 353. 'The C r u c i f i e d ' t e x t l b b , 353. 'The 
Cry of the Ravens at the Approach of Night' &9, t e x t 
282, 358, 581. 'The Cup of Dreams' 91, t e x t 254-5. 
'The Dance of Death' t e x t 169-71, 353. 'Dancers' 73, 
t e x t 269. 'The Dark Places* t e x t 387-90. 'Darweesh' 
71, 80-1, t e x t 271-2, 357, 677-8. 'Dea S y l v i a ' 351. 
'The Dead Came Dancing' 84, t e x t 273-4. 'Dead so many 
times' t e x t 348, 361, 830. 'The Death of Lovers' 
t e x t 210, 355, 558. 'The Death of the Poor' t e x t 211, 
355. 'Dedication' t e x t 139-40, 351. 'Dedication f o r 
a Book of verse' 47, t e x t 334, 360. 'Dedication: t o 
C.S.' 84-5, 93, t e x t 253. 'The Desire t o P a i n t 1 t e x t 
242, 356. 'A Dialogue o i the Dead' t e x t 145-b, 352. 
'Domestic V i r t u e and the Drama' t e x t 45 3-6. 'Don 
Juan m Hades' t e x t 181, 354. 'The Double Cnamber' 
t e x t 235-6, 356, 548. 'A Dream' t e x t 268. 'A Dream 
of L i f e and Death' t e x t 144, 351. 'The D r i f t i n g 
Years' 353. 'Dusk of Day' t e x t 152, 352. 'The 
Dwarf t e x t 347, 360, 819. 'The End of the Argument' 
93, t e x t 292-4. E t e r n a l Helen 8, 68, 71, 76-7, 82, 
83-97, 99, t e x t 252-94, 350-3, 356-8, 838, reviews of 79-
81. 'Every Man His Chimaera' t e x t 225, 355, 564. 'The 
E v i l , Monk' t e x t 177, 353. 'Ex Abysso Maris' t e x t 
256. 'Exotic Perfume' t e x t 174, 353. 'The Eyes o i 
Beauty' t e x t 185, 354, 561. 'A f a r e w e l l ' t e x t 302, 
358. 'Pm ana His Paftry Wife' t e x t 304-6, 359. 
' P i n i s ' t e x t 296, 358. 'The Fisherman' t e x t 325, 
360. 'Plamel' t e x t 275. 'Flames and Embers' t e x t 
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Sturm, P.P., works c i t e d (cont'd) 
260-1. 'The Flask' t e x t 183, 354. 'A Fo r g o t t e n 
Vagabond' t e x t 404-9. 'A Former L i i e ' t e x t 160, 
354. 'A Fragment' t e x t 320-1, 359. 'Franciscae Meae 
Laudes' t e x t 215-6, 355, 557-8. 'From the Chinese' 
81 , t e x t 277. 'From the Japanese' 81, t e x t 276. 
'The Ghost' t e x t 186, 354. 'The G i f t s of the Moon' 
t e x t 228, 356. 'The Glass-vendor' t e x t 243-5, 356. 
•The G l i t t e r i n g Road" 22, 41, t e x t 4 24-6. 'The 
Goodness o l the Moon'; see 'The G i f t s of the Moon'. 
"The Gospel of Content' 23, t e x t 420-3. 'Green 
Boughs' t e x t 145, 351. 'Gypsies T r a v e l l i n g ' t e x t 
214, 355. 'Had Homer Known' t e x t 279. 'Harps of 
Memphis' 94, t e x t 257. 'He i s a Dreamer, Let Him 
Pass' t e x t 309, 359. "The Heart o l the Hose' 21-2, 
t e x t (poem) 310, 359, t e x t (prose) 371-9. "Helen m 
Egypt" 105-6, 927. 'Hermas and the Daemon' 74, 
85-6, 90-1, t e x t 262-8, 357, 628-34. 'The Hopeless 
Quest' t e x t 300, 358. 'The Hour of Beauty' t e x t 
163-4. An Hour o i Reverie 8, 40, t e x t 139-68, 350-3. 
"An Hour of Reverie" 351-3. ' I know cyclopean gates 
of stone' t e x t 348, 360, 830. ' I woke at dawn beneath 
a t r e e " t e x t 349, 361. 'The I d e a l ' t e x t 202, 355. 
' I n a Garden' 47, t e x t 335, 360. ' I n the S t a r l i g h t ' 
t e x t 161, 353. ' I n t o x i c a t i o n ' t e x t 227, 356. "The 
I n v i t a t i o n t o the Voyage 1 t e x t 229-31, 356. 'The 
I r r e p a r a b l e ' t e x t 178-9, 354. 'Ishmael's Bong' 356, 
t e x t 645-6, see also 'vfhite Cranes'. 'A Landscape' 
t e x t 217, 355. 'The Last Fragment of Hermas' 91, 
t e x t 275. "The Last Shipwreck' t e x t 167, 353. 
'Launcelot Praises Guenevere w i t h Rhymes' t e x t 156, 
352. •Launcelot T e l l s of the Enchanted I s l a n d s ' t e x t 
157-8, 352. 'The L i d ' ; see 'The Sky'. 'The L i t t l e 
Old Women' t e x t 198-200, 355, 546. 'The L i v i n g Flame' 
t e x t 182, 354. "Local Anaesthetics m Major Surgery" 
51 . 'London Square' 97-8. 'The Lost cause' t e x t 
307, 359. 'Love m Autumn' t e x t 149, 352. 'The Lu t e -
Player' t e x t 142, 351. 'A Madrigal of Sorrow' t e x t 
201-2, 355, 561. 'A Kan Went F o r t h ' t e x t 323, 360. 
'The Marksman' t e x t 240, 356. 'The Maudlin C r i t i c 
and the Outraged P a t r i o t ' t e x t 443-5. 'Merchants of 
a Dream C i t y ' t e x t 344, 360, 724-5. 'The M i r r o r ' 
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Sturm, P.P., works c i t e d (cont'd) 
t e x t 166, 353. 'Miss E l l e n Terry' 24-5, t e x t 515-9. 
'Mist and Ram' t e x t 203, 355. 'The Monk Launcelot 
Remembers Guenevere' t e x t 159-60, 353. 'Mortuus L s t 
Leo' t e x t 328, 360. 'Motley Fool' t e x t 152-3, 352. 
'Music' t e x t 191, 354, 558. 'My gods are the 
inanimate' t e x t 347, 360, 829.' 'The Mystery of the 
S c o t t i s h Ballads' 35, t e x t 510-4. 'A Night m 
December' t e x t 148, 352. 'Northern I d e a l s ' 24, 25-6 
28, t e x t 469-75: L e t t e r t o the ICditor t e x t 480-4: 
L e t t e r t o the P d i t o r (A.B.) t e x t 485-9: A Rejoinder 
(A.B.) t e x t 476-9. 'A Note on the Work of Fiona 
Macleod' 25, 28, 29-30, 31, t e x t 490-501. "Notes 
from a Diary: 1934-1946" 10, 14, 19, 54, 61-2, 64, 
82-3, 100-1, 105, 110, 112-3, 114-6, 121-4, 360-1, 
t e x t 824-958. "Nourmahal" 67-72, 81, 356-7, 360, 
t e x t 637-822. 'An O f f e r i n g at the Tomb' 87-8, 92, 

* t e x t 301-2, 358. 'An Old Song' t e x t 502-5. 'The Old 
Woman' 34-5, t e x t 155, 352. 'The only Happy Town' 
67, 80-1, t e x t 281, 358, 604. 'Ossian Sings' t e x t 
326, 360. "The Owls' t e x t 190, 354. 'Palomide 
Remambers the Quest' t e x t 149-50, 352. 'Paolo and 
Prancesca' t e x t 446-52. 'The P a r t i n g ' t e x t 319, 359 
•Penates' 92, t e x t 277. 'The People of Peace' 
t e x t 391-8. 'Poems from a Play' t e x t 336-47. 
"Poems from the Mort D'Arthur" 352-3. The Poems of 
Charles Baudelaire 41-9, t e x t 169-251, 350, 353-6, 
529. 'The Pope and Church Music' t e x t 506-9. 'The 
Poplar A l l e y ' t e x t 276. 'Preface t o Wm. Vvatson's 
Glimpses o'Aula Lanp, Syne' t e x t 520-5. 'The Questing 
Host' 34, t e x t 140, 351. 'The R e f l e c t i o n ' 84, t e x t 
272. 'The Remorse of the Dead' t e x t 186, 354, 561. 
'The Restless Heart' t e x t 279, 357. ' R e v e r s i b i l i t y ' 
t e x t 184, 354. 'Robed m a S i l k e n Robe' t e x t 216, 
355. 'Robert Burns' t e x t 434-7: A Reply (J.W.) t e x t 
438-42: The Maudlin C r i t i c and the Outraged P a t r i o t 
t e x t 443-5. 'Romance' t e x t 312, 359. 'Romantic 
Sunset'; see 'Sunset'. 'Rosa Aegyptiaca' 63, 94, 
t e x t 256-61. "The Rose of Passion' t e x t 318, 359. 
'Rose of the World' 23-4, t e x t 414-9. 'Round the 
F i r e ' t e x t 391-419. "The Sadness of the Moon' t e x t 
173, 353, 558. 'A S c o t t i s h L i t e r a r y Theatre' t e x t 
457-62: L e t t e r t o the D d i t o r ( J . l i . B . ) t e x t 463-8. 

'text 283-90, 358. 'The o l d Piper t o His Country' 
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turm, ¥.£., works c i t e d (cont'd) 
'Seafaring' t e x t (poem) 318-9, 359, t e x t (prose) 399-
403. Seven Fagots l o r the Burning of the Great 
H e r e t i c Yeats, or The 'Wheel Dismantled 109. 'The 
Seven Old Men' t e x t 196-7, 354, 546. 'The Shadow o± 
Helen* t e x t 258. 'The Ships' t e x t 321, 359. 'The 
Shooting-range and the Cemetery' t e x t 241, 356. 'The 
Shrine' t e x t 151, 352. 'The Sick Muse' t e x t 176, 
353. 'The Sin of Cumhail' t e x t 312-4, 359. 'The 
Sky' t e x t 188, 354. 'The S l a m Courtesan' 81, t e x t 
278. 'The Sleeper m Sarras' t e x t 154, 352. 'The 
So l d i e r * 72, t e x t 239, 360, 690. "The S o l d i e r ' s 
Song'; see 'The S o l d i e r * . 'Song' t e x t 167, 353. 'A 
Song' ( I t i r e of l i f e . . . ) t e x t 299, 358. 'A Song' 
(When the n i g h t . . . ) t e x t 324, 360. 'Song of Autumn' 
t e x t 147, 352. 'The Song of the Dervish' ;yisee 'The 
Sophist'. 'Sonnet' t e x t 303, 359. 'Sonnet of Autumn' 
t e x t 185, 354, 539. 'The Sophist' 70-1, t e x t 337-9, 
360, 683-5. 'The Sorrow of Dei r a r e ' t e x t 141, 351. 
'The Sorrow of Youth' 35, t e x t 165, 353. 'The Soul 
of l i n e 1 t e x t 209, 355. 'The S p i r i t hath also her 
Treasures* t e x t 151, 352. 'Spleen' t e x t 189, 354. 
' S t i l l - h e a r t ' 63, 118, t e x t 261, 356. 'The 
Stranger' t e x t 224, 355. 'Summer Sadness' t e x t 
297, 358. 'Sunset' t e x t 203, 355. 'The Swan' 
t e x t 194-5, 354. "The T a l l Cairn' t e x t 271, 357, 
569. 'The Temptation' t e x t 177-8, 353, 548. "The 
Temptations; or Eros, P l u t u s , and Glory' t e x t 249-
51, 356. 'Three Poems from the French of Paul 
Y eriame' t e x t 145-7. ' Tne Thyrsus' t e x t 239-40, 
356. 'To a Brown Beggar-maid' t e x t 192-3, 354. 
'To a Madonna' t e x t 187-8, 354, 559. 'To a Sea­
g u l l ' t e x t 295, 358. 'To Moira' t e x t 303-4, 359. 
'To the Angel of the bun' 74, 86, t e x t 291, 358, 
627-8. "The Torch-Bearers' t e x t 327, 360. "The 
T w i l i g h t ' t e x t 298, 358. Umbrae S i l e n t e s 19, 55-
63, 67, 75, 82, 85, 86-7, 89, 94, 100, 350, 357-8, 
356, t e x t 570-634, 847. "Uncollected Poems" t e x t 
295-349. "Under The Evening Star" 351. 'Under the 
Moon' 21-2, 84, t e x t 380-6. "The Venal Muse' t e x t 
176, 353. 'Venus and the Fool' t e x t 226, 355. 
' V i r g i l i u s ' t e x t 275. 'Vishnumara' t e x t $ffl(-6, 
360, 782-3. 'A V i s i o n m J u l y ' t e x t 296, 358. 

'Darweesh'. 'The Sonp of the Sophist*j 
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Sturm, P.P., works c i t e d (cont'd) 
'The Voice' t e x t 322, 360. 'The Voices o± the Gods' 
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Petronius of the BON-ACCORD 

I was t o l d by Miss Dorothy Sturm t h a t her brother 
had helped t o support himself at u n i v e r s i t y by w r i t i n g 
f o r the l o c a l papers and had begun on h i s a r r i v a l i n 
Aberdeen by c o n t r i b u t i n g occasional pieces t o the 
Bon-Accord under the name of Petronius. Each of the 
f o l l o w i n g e f f o r t s i s so signed and a l l give evidence of 
Sturm's authorship. 

For the sake of comparison I add nere a fragment from 
a notebook found among h i s s u r v i v i n g papers. 

Scene. Kitchen of a country cottage. Propped up on 
p i l l o w s i n a wooden armchair before the f i r e , a very 
old man looks e v i l l y at the D i s t r i c t fturse who t r i e s 
t o make him as comfortable as possible. He i s 
obviously very i l l . His l i p s are blue from heart 
f a i l u r e . 

Nurse_. (Arranging the p i l l o w ) Are you comfortable now 
Daddy. 
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Old Man. No, I'm not. I f e e l bloody awful. 

iiurse. No need t o swear. Try t o r e l a x and get a do^e. 
I ' l l De back i n a couple of hours t o give you your 
draught. Good n i g h t f o r the present. 

Old Man. Go t o H e l l . 

Nurse. That's where y o u ' l l go i f you don't mend. (She 
picks UP her bag and goes out.) 

Old Man. Good riddance. Them wenches i s a sad come 
down from when I were a young man. Carrym' on w i ' t 
doctor, I ' l l bet. His mucky medicine aasn't done me 
a s p i t out of good. But he's none so bad as't parson 
wno f a i r shames me when he gets down on n i s hunkers 
and prays. Who wants t o be saved? Nobbut a gra^.d 
f u n e r a l w i t h three coaches and a plush-lmed c o f f i n 
w i t h handles and a brass p l a t e . I don't want a grand 
f u n e r a l . I want t o get w e l l again and sup a p i n t or 
two at the Colleen Arms. I'm not an old man y e t . What 
the h e l l i s 79 when owd John F i t z a k e r l e y geet wed 
when he were nearly 90, and got a k i t , or anywhey, 
someone d i d , and h i s wife a r e ' t mother on i t . I'm as 
good as ever I was but f o r t h i s bloody cough and my 
swollen f e e t . 
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Move onJ 

This i s the law, the law of 3on-Accord, 
Expounded by i t s omnipotent l o r d , 
Our great Chief C. 
Says he: 
"Let there be moral l i g h t i n Aberdeen, 
Let there be naught unseemly or obscene; 
And i f our youths and maidens chance t o meet 
At dusk of day when s t r o l l i n g on the s t r e e t , 
Move thou them on! 
Bid them be straightway gone! 
Let no s o f t looks be bandied t o and f r o , 
For a l l i s v a n i t y — a h , me, I know. 
They may not stop t o t a l k , 
They must l o r ever w a l k — 
Move thou them on! 
Heed not t h e i r weariness nor t h e i r complaints, 
"/hether they w i l l or no they s h a l l be s a i n t s . 
"Lo, I have spoken, l e t my word endure, 
Let a l l , l i k e me, oe s a n c t i f i e d and pure; 
Holy and u p r i g h t , f u l l of -.Vodly wortn, 
A model t o a l l peoples of the e a r t h . 
So s h a l l my fame and salary increase, 
And our f a i r c i t y be t.ie dome of Peace — 
MOVE THOU THEM ON." 
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2 The Woeful Cabby 

A cabby clad i n s i l k e n robes 
Was s i t t i n g a l l alone, 

And w o e f u l l y he beat h i s breast, 
And w o e f u l l y d i d groan, 

And much I marvelled ^hen I saw 
Him b i t e upon a stone. 

His glance was w i l d , h i s cneek was pale, 
Sunken and white and wan, 

Never before had I seen such 
A hungry-looking man— 

No, never since the nappy reig n 
Of our great Chief began. 

"What a i l s thee, ?/oeful Cabby, 
I cannot understand; 

For thou a r t clad i n c o s t l y garb, 
I n s i l k s from Samaraand, 

With summei roses i n t h y h a i r 
And jewels on thy hand I " 

He r a i s e d a cold and glassy e y e — 
"There was a Il a n , " quoth he, 

"Who gave i t everoody hot, 
P a r t i c u l a r l y me: 

His name i s Yfyness; h i s remarks 
Acidulous and f r e e . 
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"He says t h a t I must cast aside 
The clothes I used t o wear, 

And always dress myself l i k e him 
With decency and care; 

Thich, when you come t o t h i n k of i t , 
I s not e x a c t l y f a i r . 

"My wage i s eighteen bob per week, 
My ap p e t i t e i s keen; 

My f a m i l y i s as o i g a one 
As ever you have seen; 

And eighteen bob a i n ' t very much 
Even i n Aberdeen. 

"And so I'm clad i n r e g a l robes, 
I n s i l k s from Samaiaand; 

And c o s t l y baubles gleam upon 
My famine-stricken h a nd— 

But not a s i n g l e t a s t e of food 
Or d r i n k can I command I " 
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Petronius His Complete Catechism 

Q,o '//hat i s your name, and where do you l i v e ? 
A. My name i s N. or H., and I l i v e m Aberdeen. 
Q. ?/hy do you l i v e i n Aberdeen? 
A. Because of i t s Beauty, i t s Salubrious Atmosphere, i t s 
Bathing S t a t i o n , and, above a l l , i t s High Moral Tone, 
Q> Quite so; out some say t n a t tne 3athing S t a t i o n i s a 
b l o t upon the c i t y , a disgrace t o a r c n i t e c t u r e , a nideous 
conglomeration of red and yellow. I s t h a t true? 
A. Those who say so are s t i f f - n e c k e d h e r e t i c s , and tnere 
i s no h e a l t h i n them. The Bathing S t a t i o n i s one of the 
Triumphs of tne nineteenth Century. Ask the Town Council. 
And you can buy three d i f f e r e n t kinds of ginger beer i n 
tne r e s t a u r a n t , not t o mention coffee essence. 
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Q,. I s i t true t h a t the water i n trie Pond nas been 
known t o be c l e a n 0 

A. I refuse t o answer. 
Q. 1 w i l l not press the p o i n t , remaps i t i s a Solar 
Myth. You spoke of High Moral Tone. T e l l me e x a c t l y 
what you mean. 
A. I cannot t e l l you what I mean. I am not a Town 
Co u n c i l l o r ; I am only N. or M. But I know wnat a 
Policeman i s . 
Q,. Uiat i s a Policeman? 
A. A Policeman i s a man— 
Q,. Be c a r e f u l what you say I 
A. Y/ell, a Policeman i s a B e i n g — 
Q,. That i s b e t t e r . T<"hat does he do 9 

A. He t e l l s you t o move on, and breatnes i n your face. 
He smokes very strong tobacco. 
Q,. Perhaps he d r i n k s b u t t e r m i l k ? 
A. Pernaps. 
3,. Thy does ne move you on? 
A. He i s under the command of a Higher Power. 
Q. What i s a Higher Power. 
A. A Higher Power i s a Policeman w i t h P r i l l s and a Pink 



- ioo6 -

3ow on. Some c a l l him a C h i e f C o n s table, tie i s s a i d t o 

wear baggy t r o u s e r s and l o v e Cabmen. I t i s ne who keeps 

t h e Hign Moral Tone of Aberdeen. He keeps i t v e r y c l o s e . 

3,. How do you know t h a t he keeps i t v e r y c l o s e ? 

A. Nobody has ever seen i t . 

Q,. You are a v e r y i n t e l l i g e n t c h i l d , aut i s i t n o t t r u e 

t h a t t h e P o l i c e were made f o r t h e P u b l i c ? 

A. C e r t a i n l y n o t . The P u b l i c and a l l t h a t i n them i s 

were made f o r the P o l i c e . 

Q,. How do you know t h i s 9 

A. We ought not t o q u e s t i o n axch m a t t e r s , rhe ways of 

the C h i e f Constable are i n s c r u t a b l e and h i s end i s — 

Q. What? 

A. I f o r g e t what 1 was going t o say. 

Q,. That w i l l do f o r t o - d a y ; you may go home. 
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P e t r o n i u s H i s Complete Catechism 

I I 

Q. Have you prepared your l e s s o n w i t h d i l i g e n c e ? 

A, S i r , I have; but I am a f r a i d t h a t my mind now 

r e t a i n s but l i t t l e o f i t . 

Q. Indeed, how so? 

A, I have been p e r t u r b e d , and ( t o speak t r u t n j s e r i o u s l y 

incommoded. 

Pray calm y o u r s e l f , l i x o l a i n the c i r c u m s t a n c e s o i your 

p e r t u r b a n c e . 

A. On my way here 1 was about t o t u r n a s i d e f o r a moment 

and e n t e r t h e Douglas H o t e l t o get a — 

Q. Eh? 

A. — t o get cnange f o r a six p e n c e , when 1 was made aware 

of two t e r r i b l e s o l d i e r s who guarded t u e doors of the 

e d i i i c e . 
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Q. Dear me; I hope t h e y o f f e r e d no v i o l e n c e t o your person 

A. None a t a l l , s i r . I n s p i t e o f t h e i r w a r l i k e demeanour 

t h e y seemed t o be most wo r t h y i n d i v i d u a l s , and p l a i n l y 

r e s r e t t e d t h e i r i n a b i l i t y t o admit me. 

Q,. I cannot see i n what manner — 

A. A l l o w me, s i r , t o proceed. A l a r g e crowd was d i v i d i n g 

i t s a t t e n t i o n oetween w a t c h i n g t h e two s o l d i e r s and keep­

i n g i t s t o e s out of the way of a Ponderous Policeman who 

was moving i t on w i t h t h e most commendable d i l i g e n c e . 1 

t o o k the l i b e r t y o f opposing t h i s gentleman, ana n a v i n g 

r a i s e d my nat and bowed w i t h s u i t a b l e h u m i l i t y , i begged 

him t o t e l l me why such a c o n s i d e r a b l e crowd had c o l l e c t e d , 

and I p a r t i c u l a r l y e n q u i r e d the o f f i c e o f t n e s o l d i e r s 

who s t o o d a t t h e p o r t a l s l i k e two m o t i o n l e s s m a r b l e — e r 

— l i k e b r o n z e — l i k e H i g h l a n d e r s , i n f a c t . 

Q. And what r e p l y d i d he g i v e ? 

Ao He s a i d an I m p o r t a n t Person was w i t h i n the o u i l d i n g — 

a person who had t o be c h e n a i e d . 

Q. Who was t n i s Person? 

A. Please, s i r , ne s a i d i t was t n e L o r d — 

Q. Of the P u i s s a n t L o l i c e ? 

A. Oh, no, s i r , i t was not the C h i e f C o n s t a b l e ; merely 
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a l e g a l l o r d , 

Q,. Why then t h i s guard? *¥as he not under the shadow of 

th e wings of Wyness? 

A. So I should have supposed. I t was t h e thought t h a t he 

was not safe w i t h o u t t h e a d d i t i o n a l p r o t e c t i o n of tnese 

s o l d i e r s t h a t so p e r t u r b e d me. 

Q,. I can q u i t e understand t n a t . However, 1 w i l l not be 

hard upon you. Do you t h i n k you are s u f f i c i e n t l y r e c o v e r e d 

t o answer a simple q u e s t i o n ? 

A. I w i l l do ny b e s t , s i r . 

Q. Qu i t e so. Do you know a n y t n i n g about P o l i t i c s ? 

A. I have a c o u s i n who once saw l.!r John Morley. 

Q. Very good; t h e n perhaps you can t e l l me what i s meant 

by t h e L i b e r a l s p l i t ? 

A. Oh, yes, s i r . I f you were t o o r d e r two n i p s and a 

s p l i t soda, t h a t would De a l i b e r a l S p l i t . I t would oe a 

v e r y l i b e r a l s p l i t i f I ordered i t . 

Q. Suppose — 

A. I am more t h a n a g r e e a b l e . J u s t around the c o i n e r . 

Q,. Do you not f i n d p o l i t i c s a d e l i g h t f u l l y r e f r e s h i n g 

s u b j e c t ? 

A. Oh, s i r , d e l i g h t f u U 
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5 P e t r o n i u s t o h i s Beloved 

The song 01 songs; sung by P e t r o n i u s t u e Bard, the 

s i n g e r b e f o r e t h e s e a t s of the m i g h t y , t h e u p r i g h t 

w a l k e r , t h e Deloved of e d i t o r s . Hear ye I 

Behold, t h o u a r t f a i r , my l o v e , l i k e u n t o a pennyworth 

o f m i n t and sweet herbs, and t h i n e eyes are more 

b e a u t i f u l t n a n mine. Thou a r t f a i r , and i n thee t n e r e 

i s n e i t h e r spot nor b l e m i s h . 

Thy garment i s o f f i n e l i n e n and m u s l i n , c u n n i n g l y 

embroidered and t h y nat i s o f s t r a w . 

L e t a l l the c a p t a i n s bow down and the s t r o n g men t e a r 

t h e i r beards, f o r t h o u a r t mine. 

Lo, t h o u s i t t e s t on t h e beach f r o m the r i s i n g up of 

t h e sun even unto t h e g o i n g down of bhe same, and t h y 

b r e a t h h a t h t h e savour of p e p p e r m i n t . 

Yea, t h o u a r t t h e o n l y pebble on the beach, and t h o u 

a r t a l t o g e t h e r l o v e l y . 

The g i d d y undergraduate passetn thee by, he p o u t e t h 

h i s l i p and c a l l e t h thee h i s beloved, Dut t h o u a r t l i k e 
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u n t o a tower of i v o r y set round w i t h a d i t c h . Thou 

r e a d e s t t h y book, and t h i n e eyes are t u r n e d down when 

he c a l l e t h thee h i s beloved and h i s l i t t l e d e a r. 

'I'hou a r t not l i t t l e dear, C, ray beloved; t n o u a r t 

v e r y dear. 

The handmaiden wao d i s p e n s e t h i c e s knowJ of i t , and the 

merchant o f s t r a w b e r r i e s and cream h a t h admired t h i n e 

a p p e t i t e . 

Thou goest m i n c i n g l y ; t h o u a r t as j o y f u l as t h e young 

k i d t h a t s k i p p e t h upon the e v e r l a s t i n g h i l l s , and t h y 

shoes are w h i t e and f u l l o f sand. 

I n t h e morning t h o u g i g g l e s t , i n the a f t e r n o o n a l s o , 

and a g a i n a t n i g h t . 

Cn t h e days when the young men and t h e heroes g a t h e r 

t o g e t h e r by tne edge of the sea t n o u dost d i s p o r t t h y s e l f 

t h e r e i n , and t h e opera-glasses are l e v e l l e d a t t h e e . 

The l i t t l e waves r u n i n upon t i i e e and t h o u screamest, 

f o r t h y b a t h i n g costume i s w o r t h many s h e k e l s , and may 

not s a f e l y be w e t t e d . 

0, my l o v e , my h e a r t p a l p e t h f o r d e l i g h t o f t h e e , my 

knees are loosened w i t h f e a r a t t h y beauty. 
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Thou t o r m e n t e s t me more t h a n many p r i n t e r ' s d e v i l s , 

and t h y f r o w n i s more th a n t h e w r a t h of e d i t o r s . 

f a r e w e l l , d e l i g h t of mine e y e s l I w i l l s i n g t o thee 

another sonp when i have been p a i d i o r t h i s one. 

I f t h o u comest t o the beach t h i s n i g h t , please leave 

t h y l i t t l e o r o t h e r a t home, or t h o u w i l t not see t h y 

devoted P e t r o n i u s . 
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6 My Vend e t t a 

I am a q u i t e Harmless k i n d of i n d i v i d u a l , and 

a l t h o u g h I was born i n Glasgow 1 have been known t o 

make a j o k e . Pact i s , I'm r a t h e r fond o f a j o k e . But 

t h e r e i s a man i n t h i s o f f i c e who ought t o be s l a i n ; I 

should l i k e t o g i v e him a death w i t h p l e n t y of bloo d i n 

i t , sometning l i n g e r i n g ; I should l i k e t o near t n e sobs 

o f agony b u r s t f r o m h i s l i p s c n i l l w i t h t h e hue of death 

— I don't know what t h a t means, but l heara i t a t t h e 

p l a y l a s t n i g h t . 

Perhaps you would l i k e t o know why I c h e r i s h such an 

u n d y i n g h a t r e d o f a f e l l o w - c r e a t u r e . The e x p l a n a t i o n i s 

v e r y s i m p l e : We were t a l k i n g about our f a v o u r i t e a u t h o r s 

when t h i s f r i e n d s a i d , "Y/hy does Anthony Hope?" 

I gasped out t h a t I d i d n ' t know. 

"Why," he r e p l i e d , " t o M a r i e t t a H o l l e y , o f co u r s e . " 

The t e a r s f l o w e d down my cheeks as I f e l l on my knees 

and begged mercy... 



"What happens when John k e n d r i c k Jangs," asked my 

t o r t u r e r . 

Ohl a h l was a l l I c o u l d say. 

"Samue 1 Sml l e s, *r came t r i e answer. 

" I s h a l l k i l l you," I s a i d , but ae t o o k no n o t i c e , and 

c o n t i n u e d : "When d i d Thomas ^uchanan Read? J u s t a f t e r 

^ i n t h r o p Itackworth Praed..." 

I screamed and shuddered. 

"Why was E i d e r Haggard? Because he l e t Kose T e r r y Cooke... 

I f e l t something snap i n s i d e , and a g u r g l i n g sound 

broke f r o m my p u r p l e l i p s . 

"Why i s °>arah Grand? To make Andrew I l a r v e l L ,.fhy d i d Lewis 

C a r r o l l ? To put a stop t o F r a n c i s ^ u a r l e s . " 

At t h i s p o i n t I f a i n t e d , and have been unable t o work 

ever s i n c e . Can you wonder t h a t I t h i r s t f o r h i s olood? 



- 1015 -

7 P i g s 

One l i n e a f t e r n o o n l a s t week I went over the h i l l s i n 

t h e s o u t h w i t h an a r t i s t . We a r e such good I r i e n d s t h a t 

we can spend hours t o g e t h e r w i t h o u t u t t e r i n g a word. The 

o n l y l i t t l e d e c e p t i o n we p r a c t i c e upon each awother i s a 

p r e t e n c e o f p h i l o s o p h y . 7/hat i s more, we each t o l e r a t e 

t h e o t h e r ' s branch o i a r t . He reads my prose ana v e r s e 

w i t h a t l e a s t t h e outward appearance o i enjoyment, w h i l e 

my a d m i r a t i o n i o r h i s p i c t u r e s i s o f t e n mixed w i t h a 

l i t t l e envy because I am unable t o make p i c t u r e s m y s e l i . 

I o f t e n wonder n he ever wishes t o be a w r i t e r . No 

doubt he has f a r t o o much sense, b u t t h e n one n e v e r can 

t e l l , and t h e man who wears t h e shoe knows b e s t where i t 

p i n c h e s , as t h e p r o v e r b says. Not t h a t my shoe p i n c h e s \. i t 

does n o t . O n l y p a i n t e r s can a f f o r d t o wear shoes; t h e w r i t e r 

has t o go b a r e i o o t e d , and i s saved i r o m a i s c o m l o r t by t h e 

v e r y p o v e r t y o i h i s a t t i r e . George has r e a d what I have 

w r i t t e n ; lie says 1 l i e w i t h elegance and p r e c i s i o n . 
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But t o resume. >Ve went i n search o f a f i n e landscape, 

and found p i g s . Doubtless t h e landscape c o u l d a l s o have 

been f o u n d , but so f a s c i n a t i n g were t h e p i g s t h a t we 

sat on the ground and p a i n t e d i l l em. George p a i n t e d them, 

t h a t i s ; 1 t h o u g h t about them, and wondered why i had 

never r e a l i s e d the t r u e inwardness of p i g s b e f o r e . 

T h i s p a r t i c u l a r f a m i l y of p i g s i n h a b i t e d a f i e l d o f 

s h o r t s t u b b l e , and c o n s i s t e d , i f I reraemoer r i g h t l y , o f 

one b l a c k f a t h e r , one w n i t e mother, and s i x p i n k p i g l i n g s , 

i f t h a t i s t h e r i g h t word; a l l v e i y p h i l o s o p h i c a l a f t e r 

t he E p i c u r e a n manner, i o u r p i g i s your t r u e p n i l o s o p h e r , 

I have f o u n d ; and your t r u e t e a c h e r o f p h i l o s o p h y . Did 

not t h e P r o d i g a l Son persevere i n h i s e v i l ways u n t i l he 

came i n t o d a i l y c o n t a c t w i t h p i g s ? Did ne n o t t h e n see the 

f o o l i s h n e s s o f h i s conduct and t u r n over a new l e a f ? !L'he 

f a t t e d c a l f would i n a l l p r o b a b i l i t y never have been 

s u b j e c t t o t h e ignominy o f s t u f f i n g and b a s t i n g out f o r 

those p i g s i n the f a r c o u n t r y of husks. I t was a pet c a l f , 

and I daresay i t f e l t i t s p o s i t i o n k e e n l y . People o f an 

u n c o m f o r t a b l y p r a c t i c a l t u r n o f mind may be tempted t o say 

t h a t t h e P r o d i g a l ' s r e t u r n was due t o hunger or t o t h e 

nausea consequent on a c o n s t a n t p i g d i e t , c e r t a i n l y , bacon 
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f o r e v e r y meal would p a l l upon t h e keenest l o v e r o f p i g , 

but 1 r e f u s e t o admit t h a t even t h e i ' r o d i g a l Son was 

base enough t o b a t t e n uoon t h e comrades o f n i s e x i l e , 

r e s i d e s , we are d i s t i n c t l y t o l d t h a t he f e d upon husks; 

and husks, i b e l i e v e , are f i r s t c o usins t o oatmeal 

p o r r i d g e . I f you c o n s i d e r , t h e r e f o r e , how w e l l he must 

have l i v e d , you w i l l ov/n t h a t h i s r e t u r n could n o t have 

been due t o merely s e l f i s h c o n s i d e r a t i o n s of a p p e t i t e , TO 

what t h e n was i t due? ^hy, t o no l e s s t h a n a b e t t e r frame 

o f mind induced by t h e c o n t e m p l a t i o n o i p i g s . 

j?or my own p a r t i a s s e r t t h a t s i n c e i spent an a f t e r ­

noon i n t h e i r company, my s o u l has a s p i r e d t o d i v i n e r a i r , 

my sympathies have expanded, ray l i f e nas been f u l l e r , t h e 

u n i v e r s e has seemed p a l p i t a n t w i t h a h i g h e r meaning, i h m k 

of the s e r e n i t y w i t h whicn a p i n a c c epts h i s p o s i t i o n i n 

l i f e , t h i n k o f t h e calm a r i s t o c r a t i c i n d i f f e r e n c e w i t h 

which he bears t n e s c o f f s and japes poured upon him by 

h i s human i n f e r i o r s . Where s h a l l we i i n d a n o t h e r c r e a t u r e 

so t r u l y p a s t o r a l i n t n e h i g h e s t meaning o f the t e r m , so 

c o n t e n t t o spend l i f e amidst those simple s u r r o u n d i n g s which 

alone have t r u e elegance? The horse i s a c r e a t u r e dependent 

upon a r t i f i c e f o r h i s v e r y l i f e ; he demands h i s s e r v a n t s , 
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h i s t r a D p m g s , n i s hot d r i n k a t m i g h t . Otherwise ne d i e s . 

The p i g wishes f o r none of tnese t h i n g s ; nay, he scorns 

tnem. A r u s s e t apple f a l l e n upon t h e orchard grass D r i n g s 

more d e l i g h t t o h i s simple s o u l t h a n a landscape by C o r o t . 

True, he e a t s t h e a p p l e , but what o f t h a t ! The sound o f 

the f r a g r a n t hog-wash f a l l i n g i n t o h i s t r o u g h i s t o him 

sweeter music t h a n the r i p p l e of many f o u n t a i n s i n a 

s t a t e l y garden o f p a r t e r r e s and t e r r a c e s . 

I , a l a s , am not t h e f i r s t t o r e a l i s e t n e g l o r y of t h e 

p i g ; a t l e a s t one g r e a t a r t i s t nas p a i n t e d him i n a l l t h e 

stages of h i s l i f e , f r o m p i n k and s q u e a l i n g babyhood t o 

creased and g r u n t i n g s e n i l i t y , ^hen t h e companions o f 

Ulysses were enchanted Dy C i r c e , the forms t h e y t o o k were 

those of swine. Even m i g h t y Homer c o u l d t h i n k o f no 

g r e a t e r t r a n s f o r m a t i o n f o r n i s h e r oes. Some day a poet 

s h a l l a r i s e t o s i n g the p i g i n f i t t i n g t e r m s . Would t h a t 

I might be h e l But t h e prosoect i s t o o g r e a t , t h e f i e l d 

t o o wide; I a w a i t a bard o f b o l d e r q u i l l , my own i n c a p a c i t y 

i s t o o g l a r i n g . I l o o k f o r w a r d t o t h e days when l a d i e s 

w i l l a f i e c t a l a p - p i g i n place o f t h e o f f e n s i v e l a p - d o g of 

modern t i m e s . A p i g w i t h a blue r i b b o n round i t s neck. 

Such a m i l l e n n i u m may not be f a r away—who knows? 
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8 An Open L e t t e r t o Andrew 

DEAR MR CARNEGIE, 

I hope you are v e r y w e l l , as t h i s does not leave me 

a t p r e s e n t . I have ominous f o r e b o d i n g s and a sense o f 

coming d i s a s t e r . To t h i n k t h a t a n i c e man l i k e you 

should spend your nard-earned pennies i n t r y i n g t o r u i n 

the poor U n i v e r s i t i e s . You w i l l f i r s t p a u p e r i s e them, 

and t h e n I suppose you w i l l buy them up and t u r n them 

i n t o model lodging-houses or Temperance h o t e l s . 

Carnegie T r u s t , indeed? I f I was a poet I should l i k e 

t o i m m o r t a l i s e you i n an ode. 1 sh o u l d b e g i n something 

l i k e t h i s — 

H a i l , Andrew* blessed are t h o u among m i l l i o n a i r e s 
Thou nas t a l l t h y wisdom t e e t h , f o r s o o t h ; 
And knowest a l l the uses of a d v e r s i t y , 
A l s o o f a d v e r t i s i n g ; 
Thy conscience i s as w h i t e as t h y w h i s k e r ; 
Thy Purse i s as b o t t o m l e s s as t h e S t y g i a n P i t 
And does t w i c e as much harm, 
T h e r e f o r e , h a i l l 
You w i l l o b s e r v e — t h o u w i l t observe, t h a t i s — 
That I am w r i t i n g blank v e r s e , 
Very b l a n k verse i n f a c t ; 

/no breaky 7 
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But i t i s n ' t h a l f so blank 
As t h y b e n i g h t e d , heaven-forsaken 
P l a n , scneme, or whatever t n o u c a l l e s t i t , 
For t u r n i n g t h e ' V a r s i t y Man, who a t p r e s e n t i s 
Rather a n i c e c r e a t u r e , 
I n t o a f o o l i s h , s u l l e n , p e n n i l e s s , 
I n v e r t e b r a t e , s a p l e s s , 
H e r r i n g - f e d H i g h l a n d ploughboy. 
Let t h e shoemaker s t i c k t o h i s l a s t ; 
And the ploughboy t o t h e p l o u g h t a i l . 

Please don't t h r o w the animal amongst a crowd of 

w e l l - b r e d men who w i l l be as d i s g u s t e d as he i s uneasy. 

He w i l l never be t o l e r a t e d . He w i l l be smeared w i t h t h e 

g o l d of Carnegie f r o m head t o f o o t . He w i l l w i s h him­

s e l f back i n h i s b o t h i e . He w i l l , l e a l l y . 

Keep your pennies i n your p o c k e t . You don't l o o k w e l l 

as a p h i l a n t h r o p i s t . «?hy don't you t r y t o win the yacht 

r a c e , l i k e S i r Tea L i p t o n ? Do, t h e r e ' s a dear good o l d 

man. I f you send me an i n v i t a t i o n t o your p a l a t i a l 

r e s i d e n c e , I don't mind p a y i n g you a v i s i t . T h at i s , o f 

course, p r o v i d i n g you don't want t o pay my t r a i n f a r e . 

— Y o u r s i n a moderate degree, 

P e t r o n i u s . 
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The Poet and the Lady-

Carmen i n V i r g i n e m I n e x o r a b i l e m 

The l a d y s t u d e n t and t h e y o u t h 
Went down t o hear t h e band, 

When t h e y got t i r e d o f w a l k i n g 
They s a t upon the sand; 

The g e n t l e y o u t h was musing on 
The l a d y ' s l i l y hand. 

The sky above was calm and b l u e , 
So were t h e l a d y ' s eyes, 

The yo u t h (a poet ) t h o u g h t them l i k e 
Twin s t a r s of P a r a d i s e . 

The l a d y read a "Pocket C-ray," 
A much-abhorred d e v i c e . 

The sea was shimmering m the sun, 
Behind them was a h i l l 

G-reen c l a d i n summer v e r d u r e , and 
The y o u t h drank i n h i s f i l l 

Of b e a u t y , b u t the l a d y s a i d , 
' " T i s m e r e l y c h l o r o p h y l l , " 
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The y o u t h was n o t h i n g daunted, 
But caught her modest eye, 

And t o l d hex how some d a r i n g deed 
He longed t o do or d i e 

For her sweet s a k e — s n e f e l t h i s p u l s e , 
" ' T i s n e r v e s , " was her r e p l y . 

Thereat t h e y o u t h , enflamed, d e c l a r e d 
How ne had nursed h i s hope 

Through t h r e e l o n ~ weary s e s s i o n s , 
He begged her t o e l o p e — 

The l a d y answered n o t h i n g but 
Produced a s t e t h o s c o p e . 

Sne f i x e d t he m y s t i c morbid tube 
A g a i n s t h i s manly c h e s t , 

"What you r e q u i r e , " she c a l m l y s a i d , 
I s a r r o w r o o t and r e s t , 

With, d i g i t a l i s t . p . d . : 
Your b r o n c h i are oppressed." 

The y o u t h w i t h f i x e d and g l a s s y eye 
Saw t h a t a l l hope was f l e d , 

Sic f a c t u s e s t e x a m i n i s , 
And a t her f e e t dropped dead. 

"The t r o u b l e t h a t he s u f f e r e d f r o m 
Was v a l v u l a r , " she s a i d . 
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D i g r e s s i o n s 

10 I . Hue w i t h a d i f f e r e n c e 

Paul stood b e f o r e t h e book-case, r e a d i n g t h e t i t l e s 

o f the volumes w i t h an a i r whicn I d i v i n e d t o be of 

d i s a p p r o b a t i o n . I was i n no mood t o break i n upon h i s 

t h o u g h t s ; t o p r e c i p i t a t e t h e sermon ne wa? e v i d e n t l y 

p r e p a r i n g ; I was at peace. The subdued glow o f t h e 

lamp gave an a i r of almost c l o i s t r a l s e c l u s i o n t o my 

room, t h e f i r e was a t t h a t p e r f e c t stage when the c o a l s 

have a t t a i n e d a u n i f o r m r e d , w i t h no l e a p i n g flames t o 

d i s t r a c t one's a t t e n t i o n f r o m one's dreams; my 

c i g a r e t t e was an undoubted N a d j i Hassan. I was a t peace. 

"These books of y o u r s — " began P a u l . I looked over my 

s h o u l d e r . He was t a p p i n g t h e back of a w i l l o w - g r e e n 

volume w i t h h i s f i n g e r - n a i l . 

" W e l l , " I said', "my b o o k s — ? They are v e r y r i p p i n g , 

a r e n T t t h e y ? " 

"They c o n f i r m an o p i n i o n I have h e l d f o r some t i m e ; 
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these books o f y o u r s , " mused P a u l . 

I b l i n k e d a t him t h r o u g h a v e i l o f smoke; t h e e f f e c t 

was v e r y f i n e . 'Tour o p i n i o n s are always v a l u a b l e , dear 

Paul.» 

"My o p i n i o n i s , my dear, t h a t your i n t e l l e c t i s 

un d e r g o i n g a slow process o f decay. I t i s p e r i s n i n g . I n 

a few s h o r t y e a r s i t w i l l be i n t h e same c o n d i t i o n as 

your m o r a l s . " 

" I f l a t t e r m yself my mo r a l s are r a t h e r g r a c e f u l , don't 

you know." 

"A remark of t h a t n a t u r e , " s a i d P a u l , " i s p a r t i c u l a r l y 

d i s g u s t i n g f r o m a man o i your n o t o r i o u s l y e v i l r e p u ­

t a t i o n . " 

I waved my c i g a r e t t e a t t h e s p o t l e s s one. ' ' I cannot 

h e l p my r e p u t a t i o n , I assure you. I t ' s l i k e t h e snape o f 

my nose; i t ' s h e r e d i t a r y . I t was born w i t h me. I t goes 

a l o n g i n f r o n t , banging a drum, t o l e t people know who's 

coming. I am modest by n a t u r e , and t r y t o h i d e i n dark 

c o r n e r s i f people would o n l y l e t me. But t h e y won't: 

t h e y drag me out and h o l d me up as an a w f u l example. I t ' s 

a l l because o f the r e p u t a t i o n , P a u l . I never d i d much t o 

deserve i t . I snouid have l i k e d t o > but I never got t h e 
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chance. No such l u c k . I d i s m i s s t h e s u b j e c t o f my 

r e p u t a t i o n . " 

"Your f l i p p a n c y i s i n e x c u s a b l e , " s a i d my g h o s t l y 

a d v i s e r , "but i n view of the f a c t t h a t I have a more 

s e r i o u s i n d i c t m e n t , I w i l l l e t t h a t pass." 

"'Ear, ' e a r l " I applauded. 

"These books o f y o u r s . You can't expect t o have sound 

id e a s i f you read morbid s t u f f of t h i s K i n d . There i s n ' t 

a h ealthy-minded volume on t n e s h e l f . " 

"You w i l l o b l i g e me by r e s p e c t i n g t h a t bookcase," I 

r e p l i e d c o m f o r t a b l y . , f I t i s a casKet of s t r a n g e j e w e l s . 

I t i s a temple of s u b t l e emotionso" 

" I t may be," s a i d P a u l . " I t reminds me 01 a cemetery." 

He t o o k down a volume a t random and began t o r e a d . I t 

was one of D'Annunzio's "Romances of the L i l y " ; I 

r e c o g n i s e d t h e crimson b i n d i n g and t h e unusual d e s i g n 

a t once. He read f o r some t i m e , s i l e n t l y , a l o o k of wan 

d e s p a i r c r e e p i n g over h i s f a c e . 

"This book," he t o l d me, a t l e n g t h , " i s a d i s g r a c e t o 

s o - c a l l e d l i t e r a t u r e . " 

"On t h e c o n t r a r y , dear P a u l , " I c o r r e c t e d , " i t i s a 

t r i u m p h of a r t . I have read i t . " 
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"A t r i u m p h o f a r t ? Sheer i n v e r t e b r a t e d r i v e l , I c a l l 

i t . I c o u l d make a b e t t e r book out of c u r l - p a p e r s . " 

"Paul, be calm," I s a i d , s o o t h i n g l y . "Don't l e t 

your e v i l passions get t h e b e t t e r of you. I t ' s a v e r y 

good oook." 

Paul t u r n e d over a few pages. " L i s t e n t o this\y^\ne 

s a i d . "There's a young woman i n t h i s book who doesn't 

appear t o be v e r y w e l l . T h i s i s t h e way she t a l k s t o 

f o l k : 'When a perfume envelopes ma and v a m s n e s , when a 

sound reaches me and d i e s out r sometimes I f e e l m y s e l f 

grow pale and almost f a i n t away, for i t seems t o me t h a t 

the aroma and harmony o f my l i f e a r e t e n d i n g t o the sane 

evanescence...' People who want t o fade away i n t n a t 

i n d e c e n t manner ought t o be ashamed of tnemselves. I t ' s 

not n a t u r a l . " 

" U n d i l u t e d n a t u r e i s a poor t h i n g , " I s a i d . " I t ' s 

crude." 

" I t ' s h e a l t h y , anyhow." 

"You miss t n e p o i n t , Paul. I'he a r t i s t i c I n e , i f you 

f o l l o w me, may be compared t o an e x q u i s i t e harmony 

composed o f many n o t e s , many emotions, u n i m p o r t a n t p e r ­

haps i n themselves, out making when combined a p e r f e c t 
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and many-coloured whole. The a r t i s t i c l i f e i s a fugue, 

an a r i a , a sonata i f you l i k e . To the c o a r s e r - f i b r e d 

among us i t may be u n a t t r a c t i v e , even i n j u r i o u s . I 

sympathise w i t h you, Paul."' 

Paul sat down and drew n i s chair up t o the f i r e . 

"When I was a v e r y s m a l l c h i l d , " he s a i d , " t h e y used t o 

t e l l me a t a l e about an o l d cow." 

" T e l l me about h e r , please."' 

"She J i e d . I t was v e r y sad.*' He shook h i s head 

m o u r n f u l l y . 

"You s h o u l d n ' t l e t t n a t w o r r y you," I s a i d . A l l f l e s h 

i s g r a s s . " 

' I can't h e l p i t . Tne c i r c u m s t a n c e s were p a t h e t i c . She 

d i e d of a t u n e ; she was t n a t c o a r s e - f i b r e d , poor t h i n g . 

I t may have been a fugue, an a r i a , a sonata i f you 

l i k e , " he aaded m e d i t a t i v e l y . 

" I don't t h i n k so. 1 expect your GOV/ met a man w i t h 

bag-pipes. I t ' s n o t i n c o n c e i v a b l e . " 

"Nor" i t must have been a s o n a t a . 1'ou never heard o f 

anyone who d i d a n y t h i n g more serio us than t a k e a d r i n k 

f r o m h e a r i n g a bag-pipe t u n e ; though I have heard of a 

man b e i n g murdered a l l a l o n g o' the bag-pipes." fie used 
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t o p l a y them." 

" I don't wonder t h a t people made i t u n p l e a s a n t . But 

we are d e s e r t i n g our mu t t o n s , lie were d i s c u s s i n g my 

hooks. I beg t o submit t h a t each one o f my books i s an 

e x c e l l e n t example of some o u t s t a n d i n g c l a s s of 

l i t e r a t u r e . You can't deny t h a t ? " 

Paul g l a r e d a t me w i t h an a i r of d u l l s a t i s f a c t i o n . 

" I see," he s a i d , " t h a t you have got some oound volumes 

o f t he j o u r n a l t h a t a t r u s t i n g p u b l i c imagines I e d i t . 

How does t h a t bear out your s t a t e m e n t ? " 

" P e r f e c t l y . I t i s an e x c e l l e n t example o f t h e c l a s s o f 

l i t e r a t u r e t n a t ought t o remain u n w r i t t e n . * ' 

"You are r i g h t , " agreed P a u l . "One cannot expect work 

l i k e t h a t t o be a p p r e c i a t e d by t h e mob." 

I l i t a c i g a r e t t e and pusned the ^ox a c r o s s . The 

u n f o r t u n a t e c i e a t u r e never smokes, but I f e e l t h a t i t i s 

o n l y f r i e n d l y t o make a pretence o f not n o t i c i n g h i s 

i n f i r m i t y . 

"A propos o f books," I remarked, 'the l i t e r a r y l i f e i s 

t h e o n l y one p o s s i o l e t o a man of f e e l i n g . " 

" I d i f f e r f r o m you," Paul s a i d ; "here i n t h e S o r t h we 

t h i n k t h a t t h e str e n u o u s l i f e has i t s p o i n t s . I am a l l 
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f o r a u s t e r i t y , p e r s o n a l l y . ' ' 

I helped m y s e l f t o a 3 e n e d i c t i n e . "There i s something 

t o be s a i d f o r a l i f e of a e s t h e t i c a u s t e r i t y , " I agreed. 

'And s e l f - d e n i a l , " s a i d P a u l , c a r e f u l l y s l i c i n g a 

lemon. 

" I f i t comes t o t h a t , o f course, s e l f - d e n i a l i s t h e 

o n l y road t o contentment, borne p h i l o s o p h e r — S o c r a t e s , 

wasn't i t ? — s a i d t h a t the w e a l t n i e s t man i s he vii o has 

t h e fewest needs." 

I sipped my B e n e d i c t i n e . "By-the-way, •' I s a i d , 

suddenly remembering, " I must r e a l l y see i f I cannot g e t 

some or a n g e - f l o w e r w a t e r . B e n e d i c t i n e i s unendurable 

w i t h o u t o r a n g e - f l o w e r w a t e r . I l e a r n e d t h a t i n P a r i s . " 

"When one i s on t h e s t r o k e of t h i r t y , " s a i d P a u l , 

d e l i b e r a t e l y c r u s h i n g t he sugar m h i s g l a s s , " t h e r e are 

many t h i n g s unendurable w i t h o u t o r a n g e - f l o w e r w a t e r . 3ut 

i t has t o be made f r o m t ne genuine orange-blossom. The 

genuine orange-blossom o n l y g r o w s—wnere does i t grow, 

my b r o t h e r ? " 

" I n t h e gardens o f C a s t l e s i n S p a i n , " I answered, 

d e s p o n d i n g l y , but w i t h c o n v i c t i o n . 
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D i g r e s s i o n s 

11 I I . L i t e r a t u r e and My Landlady 

When Mrs. XacNash had c l e a r e d my b r e a k f a s t t h i n g s 

away the o t h e r morning, she d i d not i m m e d i a t e l y leave 

t h e room, but stood a t the door, h a l f i n n a i f o u t , and 

fa v o u r e d me w i t h a g e n t e e l p r e m o n i t o r y cougn. At f i r s t 

I t h o u g h t she was about t o e n t e r t a i n me w i t h one of 

the innumerable anecdotes t h a t have g a t h e r e d round t h e 

memory of her deceased husband, a v i r t u o u s , semi-

l e g e n d a r y s t o n e - c u t t e r , w i t h whom d i e d t h e Golden Age. 

I looked up fr o m my a f t e r - b r e a k f a s t c i g a r e t t e w i t h 

t h a t a i r o f se r a p h i c endurance upon which my f r i e n d s 

have so o f t e n complimented me. But I t r e m b l e d when i 

p e r c e i v e d t h e eye of the l o n g - s u f f e r i n g widow f i x e d 

s t e r n l y upon me. I t was t o be something more s e r i o u s 

than an anecdote. /7hen Mrs. HacNash f i x e s ner eye upon 

me I know t h a t I am d e s p i c a o l e . 

" W e l l , Mrs. Macrlash?" There was no s p a r k l e i n my 
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assumption o f a i r y unconcern. 

"Two o f my best t u m b l e r s were broken, s i r , l a s t n i g h t . " 

" I am t r u l y g r i e v e d , " I murmured. 

" I d inna ken what way i t c o u l d have happened, s i r . " 

"Very good o f you t o say so, Mrs. IiacNash. These t h i n g s 

do happen, you know. Not o f t e n , o f c o u r s e , but t h e y do 

happen. I had a f r i e n d w i t h me," I added. 

" I heard him," s a i d Mrs. MacNash , s e v e r e l y . 

"Oh, you d i d , d i d you? W e l l , between you and me, so d i d 

I . " 

"And the neig h b o u r s heard him t o o , s i r . * ' 

" I can w e l l b e l i e v e i t . " 

"They hae been s a y i n g nae v e r r a p l e a s a n t t h i n g s . " 

"About my f r i e n d ? " I q u e r i e d w i t h o u t much i n t e r e s t . 

"Na, na, s i r . About y o u r s e l ' . " 

" N o t h i n g v e r y s h o c k i n g , I t r u s t . " T h i s w i t h a s l i g n t 

i n c r e a s e o f i n t e r e s t . 

"Nae t h a t bad, but s t i l l , nae p l e a s a n t . I h a r d l y l i k e 

t o t e l l you." 

"You'd b e t t e r make a c l e a n b r e a s t of i t , Mrs. MacNash. 

I have been c a l l e d most t h i n g s , I assure you. I am q u i t e 

hardened." 
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" W e l l , s i r , Mrs. Campbell t n a t ' s d o w n s t a i r s says her 

niece t h a t ' s a s c h o o l - t e a c h e r t e l l t h e r — i t ' s t o o 

r i d i c u l o u s , s i r , r e a l l y i " I am prepared t o s t a t e upon 

oath t n a t Mrs. IlacNash t i t t e r e d . 

"So much t h e o e t t e r , " I r e p l i e d . " I f l a t t e r m y s e l f 

t h a t 1 can e n j o y the r i d i c u l o u s . " 

" — h e r n i e c e t e l l t ner t h a t y o u — t h a t you wrote 

p o e t r y ! I s a i d none of my gentlemen d i d such lir c e 

t h i n g s . I t o l d her you were a l i t e r a r y gentleman." 

" i have been c a l l e d t h a t t o o , " I a d m i t t e d . 

" I t was about t he I - l o o n — " 

"What was about the Moon?" 

"The p o e t r y , s i r . Mrs. Campbell's n i e c e c u t i t out o f 

a paper. I ' l l read i t t o you, i f you l i k e , s i r . I t ' s i n 

my work-box." 

"Mrs. I.IacNash, I i m p l o r e y o u j The f a c t i s , 1 don't 

care much about p o e t r y . I can't u n d e r s t a n d i t . " 

" N e i t h e r can I , s i r . Ll r s . Campbell's niec e cut i t out 

of a paper c a l l e d — " 

"Yes, yes!" I h a s t i l y i n t e r p o s e d , " I don't deny i t f o r 

a moment. Mrs. Campbell's n i e c e i s d o u b t l e s s a most 

e s t i m a b l e young person. C l e v e r , t o o , you say? The weather, 
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Mrs. .MacNash—" 

"The p o e t r y , s i r , " c o n t i n u e d my r e m o r s e l e s s l a n d l a d y , 

"had your i n i t i a l s a t t h e bottom." 

"Mrs. MacNash," I s a i d , w i t n some s e v e r i t y , "my dear, 

good Mrs. MacKash, I ask you a simple q u e s t i o n . Do I 

l o o k as though I wrote p o e t r y about t n e Iloon? Do I ? " 

"No, s i r , " r e p l i e d my l a n d l a d y w i t h o u t a moment's 

h e s i t a t i o n , "you d o n ' t . " 

"Very w e l l y j ^ h e n , we w i l l say no more about i t . " I 

t h o u g h t i t best n o t t o press tne p o i n t . I nave n o t , I 

g r a n t you, a v e r y r o m a n t i c p e r s o n a l i t y , but one has one' 

f e e l i n g s . 

Uy l a n d l a d y t u r n e d t o go. She was s m i l i n g , e v i d e n t l y 

i n t h e best of tempers once a g a i n . I hastened t o s e i z e 

the golden o p p o r t u n i t y . 

"By t h e way, Mrs. Mac N a s h — " 

"Yes, s i r ? " 

" I am h a v i n g a few f r i e n d s t o supper t o - n i g h t . " 

" L i t e r a r y gentlemen, s i r ? " 

" L i t e r a r y gentlemen, Mrs. Hacnash." 

My i n v a l u a b l e l a n d l a d y grasped t h e s i t u a t i o n a t once. 

"You w i l l be w a n t i n g t u m b l e r s , s i r , p l e n t y o f t u m b l e r s , 

and sugar and het w a t e r ? " 
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"And lemons, Mrs. MacNash. 

"Yes, s i r . " And t h e n , p a t h e t i c a l l y , "They are my best 

t u m b l e r s , s i r . " 

" I w i l l remember t h e f a c t , " I s a i d , w i t n proper f e e l i n g . 

"One of t h e gentlemen who are coming t o - n i g h t , " I added, 

" r e a l l 3 r does w r i t e p o e t r y . About t h e Moon, I b e l i e v e . " 

Mrs. MacNash looked me f u l l i n t h e f a c e . "Yon mannie 

w i ' t h e b l a c k een?" she q u e r i e d . 

"The gentleman," I c o r r e c t e d s t e r n l y , " w i t h t he dark 

complexion. Yes." 

" W i l l he s i n g ? " 

"Sing, Mrs. MacNash? I t r u s t n o t . " 

"He sang l a s t t i m e . I dinna mird mysel', because I l o c k 

t h e k i t c h e n door, out t h e nei g h b o u r s speak, s i r . lie may 

r e c i t e p o e t r y i f ne daesna dae't ower l o o d , " 

"Rely upon me, Mrs. MacNash. I f my f r i e n d becomes too — 

e r — d i t h y r a m b i c , I w i l l t a k e means, I promise you, I w i l l 

t a k e means." 

The supper p a r t y , I r e j o i c e t o say, came o f f t o t h e 

e n t i r e s a t i s f a c t i o n of Mrs. MacNash. L i t e r a r y gentlemen , 

she assures me, are t h e q u i e t e s t c r e a t u r e s on e a r t h , and 

even my f r i e n d t n e Poet i s a l l o w e d t o have n i s good p o i n t s 
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D i g r e s s i o n s 

12 I I I . A Vinous R e v e r i e 

We had o r d e r e d b l a c k co f f e e . . They g i v e you v e r y 
f a i r b l a c k c o f i e e a t t h e T r o c a d e r o . "Suppose," s a i d 
P a u l , "we have a l i t t l e of something w i t h i t ? A 
s u s p i c i o n o f t h e n a t i o n a l amber essence l e n d s an 
atmosphere t o c o f f e e . " 

" I p r e f e r something g r e e n , " I s a i d . The atmosphere 
i s more s u g g e s t i v e i f you t a k e something g r e e n w i t h 
y o u r c o f f e e . C h a r t r e u s e , f o r i n s t a n c e . " 

" I t c o s t s t h r e e t i m e s as much," s a i d P a u l . 
" I t i s t h r e e t i m e s as good," I a r g u e d . "Besides, 

c o n s i d e r t h e atmosphere. 'The atmosphere i s e s s e n t i a l , I 
i m a g i n e . " 

"Oh, v e r y w e l l , " s a i d P a u l , and C h a r t r e u s e i t was. 
I h e l d up t h e d e l i c a t e thm-stemmed g l a s s t o t h e 

l i g h t . The s u b t l e c o r d i a l glimmered l i k e a g r e e n f l a m e 
m my hand: i t s p ungent, b a l s a m i c odour suggested a 
thousand e x o t i c t h i n g s ; a thousand bye-gone h o u r s . The 
music f r o m t h e o r c h e s t r a b e h i n d t h e l a d e d s c r e e n seemed 
out of p l a c e ; b a n a l , suburban. To p r o p e r l y a p p r e c i a t e 
C h a r t r e u s e you r e q u i r e some d e c a y i n g c i t y of Europe, 
Toledo f o r p r e f e r e n c e ; a v i o l e t dusk f u l l of s t a r s ; t h e 
d i s t a n t music o f m a n d o l i n e s ; and, i f p o s s i b l e , a h o p e l e s s 
l o v e a f f a i r . I communicated t h i s m i o r m a t i o n t o P a u l . 

"Oh, my p o e t i c s o u l , mine u n c l e 1 " was a l l t h e c o m f o r t 
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I g o t . 
"Has i t never s t r u c k you," I s a i d ^ t h a t t h e r e i s 

s omething s p i r i t u a l about C h a r t r e u s e ; something 
i n f i n i t e and m y s t i c a l ; something C a t h o l i c ? " 

"1 am n o t g o i n g t o argue r e l i g i o n w i t h you," s a i d 
P a u l , who i n h e r i t s a few b l a c k drops of C a l v i n i s m . 

"Do, p l e a s e . There's a dear. I'm m a t h e o l o g i c a l 
mood," I p l e a d e d . I wasn't r e a l l y , b u t I saw a way o f 
making P a u l an g r y . 

"Proceed, i f you i n s i s t , " s a i d t h e p h i l o s o p h i c & l y o u t h . 
"We w i l l suppose," 1 s a i d , " t h a t l o r t h e sake o f 

argument, t h i s empty c o f f e e - c u p i s a g l a s s of E n g l i s h 
a l e . Do you f o l l o w ? " 

"I'm d o i n g my b e s t , " s a i d P a u l , a p a t h e t i c a l l y . 
"And t h i s s i l v e r m a t c h - b o x — a p r e s e n t f r o m a l a d y , by 

t h e w a y — i s a g l a s s o f w h i s k y . " 
" b c o t c h o r I r i s h ? " q u e r i e d t h e s c o f f e r . 
"The d e s c r i p t i o n i s i m m a t e r i a l a t t h i s p o i n t , " I 

s a i d . 
" I see. Go on. I t ' s v e r y i n t e r e s t i n g . " He yawned 

p o l i t e l y . 
"And f i n a l l y , t h i s g l a s s o i green C h a r t r e u s e i s 

s i m p l y g r een C h a r t r e u s e . " 
"How p r o f o u n d o f you," s a i d P a u l m a d m i r a t i o n . 
" I am p r o i o u n d , " I a d m i t t e d , w i t h some p r i d e . "But 

t o our m u t t o n s . We have here t h r e e t y p i c a l b e v e r a g e s — " 
"Beverages i s good," murmured P a u l . 
" — E n g l i s h a l e , S c o t c h w h i s k y , and a C o n t i n e n t a l 

l i q u e u r . Can you f o l l o w t h a t ? " 
" I ' l l t r y , i f y o u ' l l g i v e me t i m e . I t r e q u i r e s some 
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t h i n k i n g a * o u t . " 
"How, I want you t o t e l l me w h i c h you p r e f e r . " 
" I s t h a t t h e jape? You s u b t l e h u m o r i s t ! " 
"Which do you p r e f e r ? T h i n k w e l l . I t ' s i m p o r t a n t . " 
"The a l e i s abominable s w i l l : n e i t h e r one t h i n g 

n o r t h e o t h e r ; t h e w h i s k y i s e x c e l l e n t — p e r h a p s a 
l i t t l e c o a r s e - f i b r e d , b u t e x c e l l e n t ; t h e G h a t r e u s e , 
t h o u g h i t needs a d e a l o f l i v i n g up t o , i s t h e b e s t 
o± a l l . " 

"You w i l l s t i c k t o t h a T o p i n i o n ? " I q u e r i e d . 
" L i k e a c l i n g i n g m i s t t o a phantasmal t r e e - t o p , " 

a s s e r t e d P a u l , who i s r a s h enough t o f a n c y he can 
parody my s t y l e . 

" W e l l t h e n , h e r e ' s my p o i n t . The E n g l i s h a l e 
r e p r e s e n t s t h e E n g l i s h Church; c o l d ; s t o l i d ; n e i t h e r 
one t h i n g n o r t h e o t h e r , as you s u c c m t l y p u t i t . The 
S c o t c h w h i s k y r e p r e s e n t s S c o t c h Q a l v m i s m — a l i t t l e 
c o a r s e - f i b r e d , eh? I remind you o l y o u r own words, my 
f r i e n d . And t h e C h a r t r e u s e — l o o k a t l t l l o o k a t t h e 
e n i g m a t i c , b e a u t i f u l s o u l o l i t , t h e green, m y s t e r i o u s 
s o u l ; l i k e a s e c r e t l i r e l — d o e s i t n o t s y m b o l i s e a l l 
t h a t i s b e s t and most s a t i s f y i n g m t h e o l d f a i t h ? 
The b e s t of a l l , you s a i d . You were r i g h t , P a u l , l o r 
once." 

" l o o k h e r e , " s a i d P a u l , c o l d l y ; "you m u s t n ' t suppose 
you can l l o o r a man o f my y e a r s w i t h an i l l o g i c a l o l d 
argument l i k e t h a t . I t ' s a b s u r d . " 

"Why i s i t a bsurd?" 
"Why i s n ' t i t ? " 
"For e v e r y r e a s o n . The b e s t reason i s t h a t you cannot 

r e l u t e my i l l o g i c a l old. argument, as you c a l l i t . " 
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" I f I had the time and the p a t i e n c e , 1 could knock 
your i l l o g i c a l o l d argument i n t o a cocked h a t , " sa i d 
Paul, v u l g a r l y . 

"Let me see you do i t , my seraph," I derided. 
"What i s the basis o l every argument, may I ask'?" 
"The premises, o i course," I r e p l i e d , puzzled. 
" I can destroy your premises. Oh, very e a s i l y . " 
"You cannot I I ' l l bet you my halidorn, Paul." 
"Cannot I ? Regardez done I" said Paul, and he aramed 

my Chartreuse. 
"Paul," I s a i d , r e p r o a c h l u l l y , " t h a t was unworthy 

o i you. You have betrayed me." 
"vie w i l l have another," said Paul. 
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Digressions 

13 IV. A L i t t l e B i t of Sentiment: Only 
Kemotely Connected w i t h Paul]_ 

I t had been such a d e l i g h t f u l s p r i n g morning, so 
pleasant a change from the snow ana the cold ana the 
grey melancholy of the preceding week, t h a t I came 
back from my walk m the m e r r i e s t of moods, and w i t h 
an a p p e t i t e . Wot the poor wisp of an a p p e t i t e one 
cherishes a l l w i n t e r ; but an a p p e t i t e of a breadth, 
of a depth, an a p p e t i t e worthy of twenty-one or some 
such r i d i c u l o u s l y far-away p e r i o d ; an a p p e t i t e t o 
demand c u l i n a r y i m p o s s i b i l i t i e s . 

I entered my room, w h i s t l i n g , s m i l i n g . I entered; I 
shut the door. The a i r died from my l i p s ; the smile 
faded. I t was not a man w i t h a b i l l , i t was not even an 
unexpected r e l a t i v e , t h a t caused the smile and the tune 
to fade from my l i p s . I t was a ghost. How? Thus. The 
room was empty, the sun was s h i n i n g on the f l o o r , a 

See 'Diversions,' Appendix B. 
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l i t t l e f i r e m the gr a t e was dimly h o l d i n g out against 
the sunshine. That was a b s o l u t e l y a l l . But m the a i r 
was a l i n g e r i n g reminiscence of periume; a vague 
i u g i t i v e nuance of f r a g r a n c e , as though someone had 
c a r r i e d a branch of blossom through the room. 

I stood m the middle of the f l o o r y i n h a l i n g i t . " I 
could almost swear i t i s Peau d'Espagne," I murmured. 
I s n i f f e d again; a thousand uncapturable memories 
t i l t i n g through my mind. I t was Peau d'Espagne. 

How came my room t o be odorous w i t h such a s u b t l e and 
suggestive perfume as t h i s ? "teau d'Espagne," a c l e v e r 
f r i e n d once assured me, "suggests the enigma of the 
e t e r n a l f e m i n i n i t y of a l l t h i n g s b e a u t i f u l . I t i s the 
most b e a u t i f u l of a l l perfumes; i t i s the most feminine." 
On occasion, I r e f l e c t e d , the house was made c,wful by 
an atmosphere of peppermint. That, however, happened on 
Sunday, when my landlady had been t o her r e l i g i o u s d u t i e s . 
This day was not Sunday; t h i s odour was f a r from being 
peppermint. 

I rang the b e l l . Mrs. MacNash appeared, calm, austere, 
very Aberdonian. k r s . IviacNash, c e r t a i n l y , would never be 
g u i l t y of Peau d'Espagne. 

"There i s a h o r r i b l e odour of some cheap scent here," 
I s a i d . 
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" I t i s d i s g u s t i n g , s i r , " admitted Mrs. MacNash. 
"Who has been m t h i s room 9" I enquired, w i t h s e v e r i t y . 
"A young person, s i r , who s a i d she was a countess." 

Mrs. MacNash was unmovea, but I confess t h a t 1 gasped. 
The number of countesses who are honoured by my f r i e n d ­
ship i s somewhat l i m i t e d . 

"Good heavens, Mrs. IviacNashI A countess? You s u r p r i s e 
me." 

" I am s u r p r i s e d , s i r , myself," s a i d my l andlady. "The 
young person came m a hansom£-cab and asked f o r you. 
She i n s i s t e d upon seeing your room and t i t t e r e d and 
clapped her hands f o r a l l the w o r l d l i k e a b a i r n . She 
must have been E n g l i s h , s i r . " 

"Indeed, "why?" 
" I could scarce make out a word she s a i d , " r e p l i e d 

Mrs. MacNash. "She k i s s e d me on both cheeks when she 
went, and laughed and s a i d something m her queer s n i p p i t 
L n g l i s h way t h a t I couldn't catch." 

I looked w i t h commiseration upon my l a n d l a d y . 
"You could have knocked me down w i t h a feaxner," s a i d 

t h a t l a d y , hopelessly. 
"What was she l i k e 9 " I asked. Mrs. MacNash gave a long 

and very t e c h n i c a l d e s c r i p t i o n of her dress. She was 

I 
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v i s i b l y impressed by the dress. 
"Never mind the dress, what was she l i k e h e r s e l i ? " 
'IShe had red h a i r , s i r . " 
"Red, indeed I You mean go l d . " 
" I t was red, s i r . Do you know the young, person, s i r ? " 
"Not I , a l a s . I d i d know a 'young person' once—a 

very pleasant young person, Mrs. MaeNash—who had r e d -
gold h a i r o i the d i v m e s t , of the s i l k i e s t , of a 
perfume the most i n t o x i c a t i n g . But she i s f a r away from 
Aberdeen. And she i s not a countess, Mrs. IviacNash. Nor 
E n g l i s h . " 

"P'.r'aps t h i s one i s n ' t , s i r . " 
"We w i l l give her the b e n e f i t of the doubt, Mrs. 

MacNash. I t i s the l e a s t we can do. Yes, you may serve 
dinner." 

Le parfum souvent me prends comme une mer, vers ma 
pale e t o i l e l I quoted, as the s u b t l e fragrance of Peau 
d'Kspagne again cr e p t d e l i c a t e l y i n t o my b r a i n . 

" I w i l l a r i s e and go t o my Paul," 1 s a i d , when 1 had 
dined. " I w i l l d r i n k coffee and green Chartreuse u n t i l 
I f o r g e t t h i s t h i n g . Paul s h a l l have the honour o i paying 
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f o r i t , " and I set out. But I d i d not reach Paul. 
I met her m Union S t r e e t . I coula have met J u p i t e r 

Ammon m Whitechapel w i t h equanimity. But B l o i d i e m 
Union S t r e e t I There she was, standing before me—moi 
q u i vous p a r l e — h o l d i n g out a l i t t l e gloved hand as 
though we had seen each other only yesterday. The sun 
was on her red-gold h a i r ; on her pale cheek. I was 
conscious of Peau d'Espagne. 

"Good heavens!" I c r i e d , a p o s t r o p h i s i n g the blue. 
"Oh, l a , l a l L i s t e n to him. Aren't you glad t o see me?" 
" I t i s n ' t you, I refuse t o b e l i e v e i t . Y o u ' l l fade 

away m a minute. Don't mock a man, dear ghost." 
"C'est moi, absolument. There, you've broken my 

f i n g e r s . You are glad t o see me, t h e n 9 " 
" A b i t , I grant you. Suppose we walk." 
"How h o r r i b l y changed you are. I b e l i e v e you are 

s h r i v e l l i n g , you poor t h i n g 1" 
" I t ' s very good of you t o n o t i c e i t , E l o i d i e . vou are 

not much a l t e r e d . " 
"Oh, my f r i e n d , 1 know! You can't deceive me. Je s u i s 

bien fanee, moi. So are you. You look grey; and your 
eyes are a l l s c r i b b l e d round. J ' a i r a i s o n , quoi?" 
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"Be m e r c i f u l . What are you doing i n t h i s paradise 
01 oatmeal and haddock 9" 

"The lana of cakes, they c a l l i t , hem? I know. We 
are ^omg to—where's i t ? Where the queens are. I am 
d e s o l a t i n g myself t o see a queen." 

I laughed. " B a l l a t e r , perhaps." 
"Perhaps; I f o r g e t names. But I adore Aberdeen. I 

s h a l l probably l i v e here l o r ever. 1 have been here 
three days." 

" I have been here three years," I s a i d . 
"You poor t h i n g . I r e t r a c t what I saia about your 

lo o k s . You are p e r m i t t e d to look g r a y — a n d s c r i b b l e d . " 
"Grand merci, Madame. But i t i s n ' t such a bad place, 

Aberdeen. There are amusements, you know. This i s one 
ol them." 

"Which i s one of them 9" 
"This i s — t h i s s t r e e t — U n i o n S t r e e t . I f i t i s a l i n e 

day, and you f e e l very wicked and C o n t i n e n t a l , you walk 
down Union S t r e e t . Everybody walks down Union S t r e e t . 
Everybody who i s anybody, t h a t i s . " 

"Oh, l a , l a l Je te prenas. A l o r s ? " 
"Then you walk back again. You needn't laugh, E l o i d i e . 

I t ' s an i n s t i t u t i o n : and yoa shouldn't laugh at 
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i n s t i t u t i o n s . One has t o enter i n t o the s p i r i t o i the 
t h i n g , of course, or one doesn't appreciate i t . Besides, 
there are other amusements. Amateur Operatics and 
Dramatic S o c i e t i e s . Immense, I assure you. On Sunday 
you go to the k i r k . " 

"The k i r k . Qu'est ce que c'est, l e k i r k ? " 
"What a monstrous l i t t l e heathen you are. The k i r k i s 

also an i n s t i t u t i o n . I t i s the C h u r c h — l ' E g l i s e . Oomprends? 
"Oh, l ' E f i l i s e ? " s a i d E l o i d i e , s o l e m n l y . "Yes, I know. 

On va a s s i s t e r a l a messe, n'est ce pas?" 
"One does n o t , my c h i l d . There i s no mass. One goes to 

k i r k because one i s a l o s t s o u l , because one i s damned. 
(Jomprends, p ' t i t e 9 ' 1 

"But 1 am not damned I " s h r i l l e d E l o i u i e , w i t h 
i n d i g n a t i o n . 

"Then you are not r e s p e c t a b l e . " 
"Mais—mais qe suis bonne Catholique, m o i l " 
" I can't help i t . That only makes i t worse. Everybody 

who i s anybody i s damned." 
E l o i d i e laughed; the most winsome, c a t c h i n g , feminine 

t i r r a - l i r r a o i a laugh. I f e l t c a l l e d upon t o suppress 
her. 

"You must not laugh l i k e t h a t , " I s a i d , severely. 
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"Someone might hear you." 
"Mom d'un p a r a p l u i e l Pourquoi pas? Why not?" 
"Because i t i s n ' t r espectable." 
" I s anything respectable m t h i s Aberdeen town?" 
" I am happy t o say t h a t n o t h i n g i s . At l e a s t , very 

l i t t l e . " E l o i d i e made an i n i m i t a b l e gesture of despair 
and puzzlement. 

"Are you respectable?" she asked. 
"God 1'orbid," 1 e j a c u l a t e d , p i o u s l y . 
"Then why stay h e r e 9 " 
"You are arguing m a v i c i o u s c i r c l e , ma p ' t i t e . " 
"And you, you are t a l k i n g paradoxes." 
"'We w i l l cnange the s u b j e c t . Greater i n t e l l e c t s than 

ours have gone t o pieces upon the g r a n i t e of t h i s 
d i s t r e s s i n g v i l l a g e . Who came to my rooms t h i s morning? 
Who kissed my aged landlady upon both cheeks?" 

" I d i d , " s a i d E l o i d i e , "moi q u i vous p a r l e , e l l e est 
bien d r o l e , t a landlady." 

"She i s , a b i t . You shouldn't have kissed her, though." 
"Why not?" 
" w e l l , you might have kept i t f o r me, a f t e r coming a l l 

t h i s way t o see me." 
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"You take a deal f o r granted, dear man." She put a 
l i t x l e scented hand on my sleeve. Something i n s i d e 
me began t o remember, and I shook. "Je ne te b a i s e r a i 
.lamais p l u s , bien-aime," she whispered. 

I d i d not speak. 
" I am married," she s a i d . 
"Oh, a t r i f l e ' " 
"But I am s e r i o u s , mon ami." 
I looked at her, and q u i c k l y looked again, f o r the 

best of reasons. 
"Not r e a l l y , E l o i d i e ? " 
"Yes, r e a l l y . " 

Something was h u r t i n g ine—a l i t t l e . Only a l i t t l e , 1 
assure you. "Who i s he?" I asked. 

"An I t a l i a n , bien-aime." 
"CrasseI" I s a i d . I t was wrong; i t was ungentlemanly; 

but I couldn't help i t . 

"Oh, no, no, my f r i e n d , I assure you. He i s very w e l l 
born; the best of l a m i l i e s ; he i s noble. See, here i s 
my card." 

I took tne card, and read: C0NTLSSA XLOIDIE DI 
SAI^TAGIAAIO. PALAZZO MADKLLINI. ROMA. 

"Then you r e a l l y are a countess, E l o i d i e ? " 
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"But yes—Oh, you don't t h i n k — b u t he i s g o o d — " 
I sai d n o t h i n g . There was no t h i n g t o be s a i d . 
"Do you remember the Gaffe Greco? And the suppers?" 

asked E l o i d i e , a f t e r a s i l e n c e . 
"They were passable suppers," I admitted. 
"Do you remember," continued E l o i d i e , "the Sunday 

we made the excursion to Aqua Acetosa, and missed the 
l a s t t r a i n home?" 

" I remember, p e r f e c t l y . We walked home, d i d n ' t we?" 
"Yes," said E l o i d i e , almost m a u d i b l y , l o o k i n g s t r a i g 

m f r o n t of her. 
" I b e l i e v e so, Contessa." 
"Here i s my h o t e l . You w i l l come and see my husband?" 
" I have not the time. I leave Aberdeen t o - n i g h t . " 
"Good-bye, my i r i e n d . " 
"Good-bye, Contessa." 
"Good-bye, W i l l . " 
"Good-bye, Oontessa." 
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Digressions 

14 V. Mrs. MacNash on S a l v a t i o n 

On Sunday morning I was f e e l i n g p a r t i c u l a r l y unre-
generate, so t h a t when Mrs. MacNash came t o enquire 
about my dinner, she fouild me m dressing gown and 
s l i p p e r s , smoking a c i g a r e t t e , and s i p p j n g , I r e g r e t 
to say, a glass of absinthe. Very good absi n t h e , too. 
On the l a b e l i s the name Pernod i?'ils, Couvet, Suisse. 
I defy you t o go one b e t t e r than Pernod P i l s . 

I f my sense of time l e f t me, I should always know 
when Sunday came round by the look of austere Sabbatic 
v i r t u e on my landlady's face. 

" I perceive you have been t o the k i r k , Mrs. MacNash," 
I ventured. 

"But you have n o t , s i r ; i f I may be so bol d . " 
"Obviously n o t , " I r e t o r t e d , t h r u s t i n g out a 

s l i p p e r e d f o o t and f l a p p i n g my dressing gown. 
"1 t h i n k you should, s i r , " she s a i d , r a t h e r vaguely, 

1 thought. 
"Should what?" 
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"Go t o the k i r k . " 
"Why?" I queried. 
Mrs. MacNash was unprepared t o answer so fatuous a 

remark. 
"Well, because you should, of course, s i r . Everybody 

goes to k i r k i n Aberdeen. Except C a t h o l i c s , I mean." 
"H'm, yes. But what do they go t o the k i r k l o r , you 

dear Auld L i c h t I d y l l you?" 
"So as t h e y ' l l get saved." 
"That's very sweet of them. Are you saved, airs. 

MacNash, i f I may take the l i b e r t y ? " 
"Oh, no, s i r , " r e p l i e d Mrs. MacNash, c h e e r f u l l y . 
"You s u r p r i s e me. I hope you are mistaken." 
"We are none o i us saved," chaunted jfchis holy widow, 

w i t h u n c t i o n , 1 thought; c e r t a i n l y w i t h gloomy 
c o n v i c t i o n . "We are s i n n e r s , born m s i n . H o r r i b l e 
s i n n e r s , s i r ! I am a h o r r i b l e s i n n e r . We a l l are. We 
are a l l damned, a l l of usJ" Her eyes took m the 
c i g a r e t t e , the absin t h e , the ancient d r e s s i n g gown, 
the whole shameless p i c t u r e . "You are l o s t , s i r " — I 
had hoped she would say damned—"lost f o r a l l e t e r n i t y ! 
I t gives me q u i t e a t u r n t o t h i n k o i i t . " 
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"Charming of you t o say so, tors. MacNash. Have you 
any reasonable e x p l a n a t i o n to o l f e r 9 " 

" I t ' s c a l l e d p r e d e s t i t u t i o n , s i r . " 
" l u c i d , Mrs. MacNash, extremely lucid.' I c o n g r a t u l a t e 

you upon your grasp of a very d i f l i c u l t s u o j e c t . But 
y o u r — e r — p r e d e s t i t u t i o n does not seem t o be of much 
use, does i t ? " 

Mrs. MacNash was pained. " I n what way, may I ask, 
s i r ? " 

" I f i t doesn't save you, you know?" 
"we are saved," s a i d my la n d l a d y , by f a i t h and works." 
I abandoned the p o i n t . Mrs. MacNash i s too hopelessly 

well-mformed f o r me. 
At t h i s moment the household c a t , a d i s t r e s s i n g 

c reature w i t h a meagre a i r of having seen b e t t e r days, 
entered the room, and arched h i m s e l l up against my l e g 
by way of i n s u l t . He knows how I hate c a t s . Then he 
wandered round the room, seeking something h i g h enough 
t o jump upon; something w i t h breakables on i t fosp 
preference. 

"Mrs. MacNash," I s a i d , r e g a r d i n g the animal over the 
edge of my g l a s s , "you have my permission t o remove 
John Knox." 
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"Remove what, s i r 9 " 
"John Knox," 1 repeated, i n d i c a t i n g him. 
"We c a l l him Rob Roy, s i r . " 
"That i s an apology l o r a name. 1 s a i d John Knox." 
"Why Jonn Knox?" 
"Why n o t 9 " 
" I t ' s such a q u e e r - l i k e name f o r a c a t . " She s i d l e d 

John Knox from the room w i t h her e l a s t i c - s i d e d boot. 
I t may be an i n d i s c r e t i o n to admit t h a t I caught a 
glimpse of a white c o t t o n s t o c k i n g , but such i s i n 
f a c t the case. 

I l i t a f r e s h c i g a r e t t e and explained. " I saw him 
doing h i s l i t t l e best, the other morning, to convince 
a mouse of the t r u t h of the d o c t r i n e of p r e d e s t i t u t i o n , 
Mrs. MacNasn. I c h r i s t e n e d him John Knox at once, l i k e 
the poor cat m the adage." 

"What i s t h a t ? " 
" I don't know. 'Tis q u i t e c o r r e c t however. I t i s m 

Shakespeare J" 
Mrs. MacNash looked d o u b t f u l . "That i s a joke, s i r ? " 
" I admit i t , " I s a i d . 

"The m i n i s t e r preacned a very moving sermon to-day, 
s i r , " she s a i d , a l t e r a pause. 
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"1 r e g r e t I d i d not hear i t . The subject was—?" 
"He preacned, s i r , against d r i n k and Popery." 
"Ah, Popery. There i s a great deal of Popery, you 

know, Mrs. MacNash." 
"So the m i n i s t e r s a i d , s i r . I t i s through Popery 

t h a t we have such a l o t of crime. Popery f i l l s the 
p r i s o n s , s i r , and leads t o crime." 

"How very d i s t r e s s i n g . You should be very g r a t e f u l 
you were born a P r e s b y t e r i a n i n s t e a d of a P a p i s t , Mrs. 
MacNash." 

"Me a P a p i s t , s i r l Sakesl what l i k e an idea i s t h a t , 
fancy me bowing down to a brazen lma^e w i t h l e e t of 
c l a y . A p r e t t y s i g h t I should l o o k ^ I'm sure." 

"Surely i t cannot be so bad as t h a t , " I p r o t e s t e d . 
"Every b i t , s i r , b e l i e v e me. Those was the m i n i s t e r ' s 

* 

very words, 'a brazen image w i t h f e e t of c l a y ' . " 
"Your m i n i s t e r seems to be a very d i s c r i m i n a t i n g 

gentleman." 
"Yes, s i r . A c l e v e r young man, t o o . He has been 

through the College." 
"That s e t t l e s i t then," 1 had to admit. 
Mrs. MacNash warmed to a g e n i a l s u b j e c t , "we are a l l 

e i t h e r sheep or goats, s i r , the m i n i s t e r says." 



"Yes? Which are which, may I ask?" 
"The P r o t e s t a n t s , s i r , are the sheep." 
"Well, there i s something m t h a t , Mrs. MaclMash." 
"Papists are a bad l o t , b e l i e v e me, s i r . " 
"So i t nas been s a i d . " 
"Don't you t h i n k so y o u r s e l f , s i r ? " 
"They are no b e t t e r than your even C h r i s t i a n , I g r a n t . " 
"Don't you t h i n k they are poor deluded wretches?" 
" I h a r d l y can, you know, Mrs. MaaNash. I am 

u n f o r t u n a t e l y a Papist myself." 
" S i r ! you are j o k i n g , " s a i d my poor l a n d l a d y , very red 

on the cheek-bones. 
"'Pon honour, Mrs. MacKash." 
" I h a r d l y know which way t o l o o k , s i r , a f t e r a l l I've 

s a i d ! " 
"Pray don't mention i t ; I was very i n t e r e s t e d . " She 

stood a t the door, t w i s t i n g the handle, f l u r r i e d , 
nervous, f l u s h e d . She i s a good s o u l . "By the way, lAvs. 
MacNash," I added, as she turned to go, " I see t h a t 
John Knox has invaded my room again. He i s under the 
sofa. Yes, remove him." She went, c a r r y i n g John Knox, 
wno gave me a most unbigoted wink over her shoulder. 

For the r e s t of the day there was s i l e n c e , blessed and 
most p e r f e c t . 
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Digressions 

15 V I . The Gentle Flame 

I always t e l l Paul t h a t he and I are r e a l l y admirable 
bachelors. Not t h a t we go to the l e n g t h of sewing our 
own buttons on, or any u l t r a - P r e s b y t e r i a n fads of t h a t 
s o r t ; but we never permit our imperturbable calm t o be 
r u f f l e d by any of the amazing v a r i a t i o n s of the e t e r n a l 
feminine. Our discussions are as a r u l e confined t o the 
l a t e s t dramatic c r i t i c i s m or the d o c t r i n e of the 
i m m o r t a l i t y of the s o u l . We never t a l k f r o u - f r o u : Paul 
i s past t h a t k i n d of t h i n g , and I am v i r t u o u s n a t u r a l l y . 
We have, however, hidden r i c h e s of wisdom upon the 
d e l i c a t e s u b j e c t o l the tender passion, .tor we are both 
great readers, and I possess an e x c e l l e n t French 
d i c t i o n a r y . 

A l l t h i s , you w i l l ask, i s a^propos of what? I t i s 
a^propos of Reggie, a young E n g l i s h f r i e n d of mine, who 
broke i n t o my room the other evening, and t o l d Paul and 
me a l l about h i s Belovea. Keggie i s j u s t twenty-one, and 
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i t appears t h a t h i s Beloved i s very l o v e l y indeed. Her 
name, i f my memory serves, i s Maud, and Reggie i s going 
to marry her whether h i s mother w i l l l e t him or no. He 
analysed h i s f e e l i n g s m a way t h a t would have done 
c r e d i t to Monsieur Bourget. I t wasn't very i n t e r e s t i n g , 
but we bore the a f f l i c t i o n not w i t h o u t heroism, and 
t r i e d to look as though we had never heard the same t h i n g 
before. When Reggie haa t a l k e d himself out we o f f e r e d him 
a d r i n k , which he r e l u s e d , because he s a i d , very p r o p e r l y , 
t h a t a f e l l o w who i s engaged has no r i g h t t o d r i n k . He 
has stopped smoking, t o o , because i t ' s simply d i s g u s t i n g 
to go i n t o a lady's company w i t h the a i r of a taproom 
hanging about a Jel l o w . Paul was d e l i g h t e d w i t h the 
phrase, "You oiight to w r i t e , dear boy," he t o l d him. 
"You have a very c o r r e c t idea 01 the value of words. 
Atmosphere of the taproom i s the best t h i n g I have 
heard f o r some time. But t e l l us more about the lady ; we 
are a l l on f i r e . " 

Reggie cleared i n s t h r o a t t o begin a l l over again, so 
I thought i t was time t o give him a l i t t l e sound advice. 

"Look here," I s a i d , " t h i s g i r l of yours seems t o be a 
very o r d i n a r y type." 

" I beg your pardon 9" said the l o v e r , s t i f f l y . 
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"vYell, her name, you know," I urged. "You can't 
have g i r l s c a l l i n g themselves Maud. I t reminds you of 
Tennyson." 

" I t doesn't remind me of Tennyson," said Reggie, 
l o y a l l y . " I t reminds me o i Her." 

"Yes, of course; but she i s an o r d i n a r y t y p e , you 
know. You can't pretend to deny you s a i d she i s the 
most p e r f e c t woman you ever set eyes on can you?" 

"Wo, 1 can't," came the r a p t answer; "and I don't 
want t o . " 

"And the sweetest'-5" 
"Yes." 
"And the p u r e s t 9 " 
" C e r t a i n l y she i s . " 
" w e l l , there you are 1 y u i t e the usual set o l v i r t u e s . 

I appeal t o Paul." 
I might as w e l l have appealed t o the archangel G a b r i e l . 

Paul, the h y p o c r i t e , a c t u a l l y sighed. 
"Don't l i s t e n t o him, Reggie," he advised. "He cannot 

understand these t h i n g s as we do. His withered bosom 
has never glowed beneath the tender ilame, as ours have. 
Regard him as the serpent who would d i s t u r b the u n s u l l i e d 
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b l i s s of your young Eden. Don't l e t h i s honeyed 
whisperings impose upon you; t u r n a deaf ear t o a l l 
h i s — " 

Paul might have gone on f o r some time l i k e t h i s , had 
not Reggie embraced him, much t o h i s d i s g u s t , f o r he 
hates to have a w e l l turned p e r i o d broken m upon. I t 
must be confessed t h a t Reggie i s somewhat v i o l e n t l y 
E n g l i s h . 

"Wfien you two have done b i l l i n g and cooing," I said 
m d i s g u s t , "perhaps 1 can go on w i t h the sound advice I 
was g i v i n g . " 

"We don't want t o hear any more," said the graceless 
Paul. "You don't appreciate our f e e l i n g s ; does he, 
Reggie?" 

"He can't, you know," agreed the p i t i f u l wretch. " I am 
gl a d you understand me, though, o l d chap." 

"He understand you'." 1 derided. "He's making f u n of you. 
1 was g i v i n g you sound advice, Paul, I'm ashamed of you. 
Don't heed him, Reggie. Look at the expression of low 
cunning on n i s face." 

Reggie ignored me a l t o g e t h e r , as beneath n o t i c e . " I 
read a r i p p i n g t h i n g l a s t n i g h t , " he s a i d , addressing 
himself t o Paul, " I t ' s about a womane Would you l i k e t o 
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hear i t ? " 
"Yes, go ahead." 
" I t ' s p o e t r y , you know," he s a i d , d i f f i d e n t l y . I 

heard Paul g r i t h i s t e e t h , anu. f e l t a c e r t a i n amount of 
base s a t i s f a c t i o n . Reggie cleared h i s t h r o a t , and 
blushed a l i t t l e : " I t ' s by a chap c a l l e d Shelley," he 
t o l d us. " I t goes l i k e t h i s . Don't f o r g e t i t ' s about a 
woman. 

Seraph of heaven, too ge n t l e t o be human, 
V e i l i n g beneath t h a t r a d i a n t form of woman 
A l l t h a t i s i n s u p p o r t a b l e m thee 
Of l i g h t and love and i m m o r t a l i t y . 
Sweet benediction of the e t e r n a l curse'. 
Y e l l e d g l o r y of t h i s lampless universe." 

" I s there any more?" i n t e r r u p t e d Paul, m a hollow 
v o i c e . 

"Yes, l o t s ; but you've made me lose the thread w i t h 
i n t e r r u p t i n g l i k e t h a t . I can't remember the r e s t . I'm 
a w f u l l y s o r r y . " 

"So am I , " s a i d Paul. He s t r e t c h e d a limp hand towards 
the horn of p l e n t y . "I'm going t o have a d r i n k , " he 
announced. " I should advise you t o have a d r i n k t o o , 
Reggie. Y o u ' l l need i t . " 
We drank. A f t e r the second glass our wan l o v e r 

remembered he was t e e t o t a l , and said he would only have 
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one more. But h i s f r i g i d v i r g i n i t y was thawed, and when 
he had been persuaded t o l i g h t a c i g a r e t t e , he began 
t o chaff me about good advice. 

" I t i s no laughing matter," I assured him. "A man 
shouldn't l e t himself be imposed upon. Por i n s t a n c e , i t 
was unwise o l you to b e l i e v e the rub b i s h she t o l d you 
about never having been k i s s e d before. Springs t o catch 
woodcocks, my sweet boy.'" 

Reggie was v i s i b l y impressed; he blushed l i k e a r e d , 
red rose. "How the dickens d i d you know—" he s t u t t e r e d . 

"How d i d I know 9" I s a i d , waving my hand w i t h the a i r 
of s u p e r i o r i t y which has so endeared me t o my f r i e n d s of 
the press., "How d i d I know? W e l l , as 1 Have heard the 
same t a l e myself from more women than t h i s grey head 
cares t o remember, and as every woman t e l l s every man 
t h a t he i s the very u r s t who ever a i d anything l i k e t h a t 
to her, my knowledge i s not hard to e x p l a i n . Wake up, 
Paul," I s a i d , touching him w i t h my s l i p p e r . 

Paul opened one eye, ana regarded us. "Are you s t i l l 
t a l k i n g about women9" he asked, t e n t a t i v e l y . 

"Yes; I was t e l l i n g Reggie t h a t women almost w i t h o u t 
exception " 

" I don't suppose," said the v e s t a l Paul, " i t w i l l be 
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f i t f o r us t o hear., You go home Reggie; h e ' l l c o r r u p t 
you.. Pass the wine." 
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Parodies of Sturm 

Published m BON-ACCOHD 

Prank and h i s Faery Grandmother-1-

With the usual apologies to the Author of 
'Pin and His Faery v/ife' 

as per l a s t y e a r 1 s Christmas Number 

I was a poet making rhymes, 
I d i d a l o t of t h i n g s l i k e t h a t — 

I wrote of w r a i t h s and f a e r y queens, 
And phantom m a i d e n s — f a r from f a t . 

For everyone I sang about 
Was dead, or j u s t about t o d i e ; 

.And not a soul who read my rhyme 
Could understand i t — n o r could I . 

But one day, as the murmuring br e a t h 
Of many maidens sang t o me, 

There came a gray and wit h e r e d crone; 
I o f f e r e d her a cup of t e a . 

She had a joyous g i n - b r i g h t eye, 
And whisps of straw were m her h a i r ; 

She t r i p p e d upon her tangled s k i r t 
And tumbled m my easy c h a i r . 

A A X I I I , 25 ( 1 8 December 1 9 0 2 ) , p. 1 3 . 



And when the vapour of the tea 
Had her phantasmal fancy f i r e d , 

She wiped her mouth and, murmuring, s a i 
"My boy, you make me very t i r e d — 

"You might not guess i t from my l o o k s , 
But I'm the Faery Wife of F i n , 

An' him an' me was never t i g h t 
On anything more "strange" than g i n . 

"You're out of i t w i t h your ideas 
About the heroes as we slew: 

We never fought w i t h no one y e t 
Except the f a e r y Men m Blue." 

1 g l a r e d upon the dismal hag, 
She cowered belore my maniac g r i n , 

But p r e s e n t l y she s l e p t , and then 
1 slew the Faery w i f e of P i n , 

Since t h a t time 1 have l e f t alone 
Each pale queen of the p a l l i d brow: 

And even Moira has got wed 
And l i v e s r espectably now. 
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2 Diversions^-

A L i t t l e B i t of Sugar l o r the B i r d : 
Very Remotely Connected w i t h Anything 

(V/ith the customary apologies t o Pe t r o n i u s ) 

I t had r a i n e d c h e e r f u l l y a l l the week. I t was a 
pleasant change from the snow of the preceding month, 
f o r i t was now August. The weather r e p o r t read "set 
f a i r , " so I was m the best 01 s p i r i t s , ana, w h i s t l i n g 
"Molly R i l e y , " I p l a y f u l l y tapped my landlady, k r s . 
H a r r i s , under the c h i n as I entered. 

"Omnis amans ament," I remarked, sweetly. 
"The same t o you, s i r , I'm sure," she answered w i t h 

c h a r a c t e r i s t i c s p i r i t . 
I had r e t u r n e d from my game a t g o l f w i t h a chaste 

t h i r s t — o n e o l those s e l e c t t h i r s t s t h a t you caress 
l o v i n g l y l i k e the red l i p s of a woman—voluptuous and 
R o s s e t t t - l i k e . I would have had a green Chartreuse, but 

AAXV, 4 (23 J u l y 1903), pp. 8-9. 
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i could not a f f o r d i t . , Whisky, on the other hand, 
suggests Calvinism and an A g r i c u l t u r a l Labourer. Now, 
1 am not C a l v i m s t i c — n e i t h e r am I an A g r i c u l t u r a l 
Labourer. I n s t e a d , 1 had a small soda. I t f i t t e d my 
mood. 

I had only composed f i v e poems t h a t day, a monody 
to the Free Press and a monograph on "The L i m i t a t i o n s 
of S u b j e c t i v e I n t e l l i g e n c e , " to L i g h t , and as i t was 
s t i l l an hour t i l l the aurate bun might be expected to 
fade l i K e a dying llame m the i n t e r m i n a b l e v</est and 
( i f the r a i n h e l d o f f ) a v i o l e t dusk f u l l of s t a r s 
ensue, I decided t o w r i t e a "Town's Drummer." As I 
l e f t my l i t t l e room, round whose w a i l s hung The shelves 
buoyantly bearing my f a v o u r i t e a u t h o r s — m y s e l f , Burns, 
and Harry H a t — a f a i n t , languarous, s u b t l e perfume, 
l i n g e r i n g l i k e a woman's f i r s t k i s s , caught me 
l a u g h i n g l y on the o l f a c t o r y nerve. I h a l t e d — m h e l p ­
l e s s s t u p e f a c t i o n . I f e l t m a l l my pockets as i f I had 
l o s t something. W o — i t could n o t . Y e t — y e s , i t was. 
Where had I l a s t experienced t h a t e l u s i v e phantasmal 
e f f l u v i a ? Wo, the s t r e e t had not been up f o r a week— 
i t could nox be trie gas meter. Tremblingly I rang f o r 
Mrs. H a r r i s . She came, swathed m homespun, a smile 



- 1067 -

d i m p l i n g her l e f t cheek. 
"Have the sheets been w e l l a i r e d ? " I s a i d , s i m u l a t i n g 

anger. 
Mrs. H a r r i s looked a t me a n x i o u s l y , f o r she has not 

got accustomed t o my Scotch accent. 
" I mean has t h i s room been a i r e d , " I continued, 

approaching the subject d e l i c a t e l y . 
"Ay, t h a t i t has, l a d d i e , " she answered a f f e c t i o n a t e l y , 

f o r we had played dominoes t o g e t h e r , when, as I once 
f e l i c i t o u s l y observed t o her, mens a g i t a t molem. 

" I thought," I continued, w i t h j u s t the su s p i c i o n 01 
a f a l t e r , " t h a t — t h a t I f e l t — " 

"Smelt," she co r r e c t e d h u r r i e d l y . 
"Quite t r u e , " I answered. 11V,as i t — ? " 
"he v r a i n'est pas t o u j o u r s vraisemblable," r e p l i e d 

Mrs. H a m s . "Ayet^ she continued, l a p s i n g i n t o the 
vernacular I love so w e l l . "Puir t h i n g , she wandert m 
here by mistake w i ' her wee b i t bundle of onions ower 
her shouther. I t h i n k she cam' f r a e f u r r m p a r t s or 
f r a e i/undee. P u i r y a l l o w - l a c e d q u i m e — " 
A deathly p a l l o r overspread my landlady's face. 

"My s i l v e r t e a -pot," she shrieked; "my s i l v e r tea-pot 
t h a t was my mither's and her mither's afore her', Par 
i s ' t ? " 
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"My dear l o n g - l o s t Countess!" I answered, and swooned 
away. 

That n i g h t I was m the Shiprow. I love these Bohemian 
haunts where the smell of the o i l of the Fish-shop 
c u r l s m the languorous a i r ; . Then I saw her. I could 
have met Burnett of Kemnay m Huntley S t r e e t w i t h 
calmness. But S l i d e r m the Shiprowl There she s t o o d — 
giovane santa—My Slider'. 

"Corpo d i Baccol" I exclaimed. 
"Not so," she r e p l i e d , w i t h charming n a i v e t e . Merely 

me. Buon g i o r n o , S i g n o r e l " 
" S e r v i t o r e umilissimo.' " 
"So nice of you t o say so. But you are changed— 

h o r r i b l y changed. You have got your h a i r c u t , and you 
wear a t a r t a n t i e . " 

"Omnia mutantur, nos et mutamur m l l l i s . This i s 
Aberdeen." 

"Oh, l a , l a i But Aberdeen—c'est magnifique! I love 
the great chimney e l e c t r i q u e — t h e dear sweet Via P o r t o , 
the Chief P a r i s h R u l e r — w h a t you c a l l him w i t h the 
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f l a i l — M i l o r Murray? and the great l i t t l e man, S i r 
C r o l l . I love them a l l . " 

"Always the same, ma p ' t i t e . Always l i b e r a l w i t h 
your loves and counsels! Eh, quoi? 1' 

" I l l i umru t a w i l bishuf k e t i r , as the Arabs say," 
She answered sweetly. 

"Don't, c a r i s s i m a — d o n ' t say t h a t . " 
"Pourquoi?" 
"Because," I said, " I cannot make use of i t i n my 

' D i g — m e a n my 'Diversions.' The hero of the f i r s t 
s t o r y i n l a s t month's Strand uses the nhrase three 
times, and there i s such a t h i n g as infringement of 
c o p y r i g h t . " 

"C-ott i n Him—" 
"Hush, d a r l i n g , " I whispered, " t h i s w i l l be read by 

the Young Person." 
"Donner und b l i t z e n i " she murmured s o f t l y , then 

] aligned, a most h i l a r i o u s , hold-me-ere-I-die laugh. 
"Le renard preche aux p o u l e t s , " she added, when the 

paroxysm had subsided. 
"Yon read the newspapers, then?" I s a i d . "You may 

even read Bo—" 
"Oui. A l l of 'em. The dear o l d fail-me-never Journal, 
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and the f r e e Press w i t h the great C r i t i q u e Dramatique. 
How else could I know when t o go t o the p l a y 9 " 

"There i s — " 1 suggested.. 
" I know. But i t i s not approved m a High q u a r t e r . " 
"Well then, the People's J o u r n a l . " 
"Bravissimal the f l i p p a n t , i l i g h t y P.J. Do you know," 

she continued c o n f i d e n t i a l l y , " I do believe you are 
Dainty Davie, who w r i t e s a l l those p r e t t y s t o r i e s l o r 
the c h i l d r e n , you know. Are you r e a l l y Dainty Davie 9 

I could k i s s the dear o l d man." 
" I I n'est p o i n t de roses sans epmesl Pardon, S l i d e r , " 

1 hastened to add, i o r I saw her eyelash quiver as a 
sunbeam s t o l e c a r e s s i n g l y past. " I d i d not mean i t m 
t h a t way. But may I be Dainty Davie t h e n 9 " 

"You remember, P i e t r o , t h a t n i g h t we stood upon the 
Janiculum 9" she remarked, r a t h e r mconsequently, I 
thought. 

" I t was a damp n i g h t , " I r e p l i e d . 
"Ana do you rememoer when we s t r o l l e d along the 

Borgo Santo S p i r i t o , and w h i l e we l i n g e r e d on the 
Bridge of Sant'^Angelo—" 

"His Serene Excellency, your husband, the L i o n Tamer, 
was r a t h e r annoyed," I i n t e r r u p t e d . 
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"You h e l d my hand a l i t t l e longer than I — t h a n I 
thought q u i t e proper." 

"Too t r u e . P o l l a metaxa eikon k u l i k o s — • ' 
"Don't," she pleaded. " I hate A t t i c Greek., I t i s so 

very suburban. Yet you meant i t 9 " 
"L'amour et l a fumee ne peuvent se cacher." 
"Peter," s a i d my fclider—she o f t e n c a l l e d me Peter 

m the o l d days, because she sa i d i t reminded her of 
P a u l — " I am a Widow." 

"Caramba!" 
I t was what the hero always says m a penny "blooa", 

and so 1 sa i d i t t oo. 
"Yes, f r e e — a v i n c u l o m a t r i m o n i i , " she continued. 
"Really, S l i d e r ? " 
"bhure's deth." 
I had new potatoes f o r luncheon, and they h u r t me. 

New potatoes always d o — a l i t t l e . 
"And now?" 
"See," she s a i d , handing me a t r e a s u r e d , well-thumbed 

c u t t i n g from the advertisement pages o l the v/eekly iMews. 
1 took i t , and read: 
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MADAME BROWN 

(CJontessa S l i d e r d i Santiago, l a t e C o n t o r t i o n i s t , 
Barnun & B a l e y ' s i , 

IMPORTER uF 0UIOKS"AND DEAL^R IN BRIU-a-BRAC. 
FAMILIES wAHEl) 0i<<~ AT THEIR OWN HGiviES. 

NO REASONABLE OF̂ 'ER KirUHKD. 
G a i l or w i r e ; 49 Shiprow, Aberdeen. 

That e l u s i v e aromal But she was a widow. 
"Here i s my Emporium," she continued, g a i l y . "Come 

m and see t h i s quaint o l d s i l v e r tea-pot." 
" I have not time. I am moving i n t o the F e r r y h i l l 

neighbourhood next week." 
"AU-- r e v o i r , mon ami. " 
"Good-bye, Madame Brown." 
" T i n g - t m g , Peter." 
"Good-bye, Madame Brown." 


